Curtain up.


The stage is set away from the audience. The reverse of how it normally should be. Sofa's etc facing upstage. The set is the plush London home of Lord Gerald Andrew Godfrey and his wife Lady Bertha Anne.


Gerald paces around the room back and forth in his dinner suit, smoking a cigar nervously. Lady Bertha sits on the sofa with their daughter Fannie Angina, as their butler the old and decrepid Merryweather serves tea.





Lady B:	Calm yourself Gerald. Pacing around and worrying will only give 	you palpations and watching you is making Fanny quite dizzy.





Fanny gets up and then falls in a dead faint. Merryweather manages to catch her and puts her back on the sofa





Now see what you've done





Gerald:	Oh really Bertha. Why is she always doing that?





Merryweather: There you go Miss Fannie. Perhaps some tea might help?





Fannie:	Thank you Merryweather.





Gerald:	Where is he?





Lady B:	Trying to catch our criminal I shouldn't wonder





Fannie:	Father, why do you think Inspector Lawson called us all here?





The doorbell rings





Gerald:	At last, Merryweather, the door.





Merryweather: (holds his hand to his ear) Pardon your Lordship?





Gerald:	Door! DOOR!





Merryweather: I think it was swept this morning your Lordship





Gerald:	Not floor. DOOR!





Merryweather: More tea? Certainly your Lordship





			Merryweather turns around to get the pot





Gerald:	Oh for heavens sake





Gerald storms off as Merryweather turns back with the pot





Merryweather: Oh dear, there was plenty in the pot your Ladyship





Lady B:	Never mind Merryweather





Lord Gerald returns followed by Inspector Lawson of the yard. He has a very pronounced cockney accent





Gerald:	Well Inspector, perhaps you could explain why you've called us 	all here?





Lady B:	Indeed. I'm missing my afternoon bridge





Fannie:	And I had a horse riding lesson booked. All the stable lads are 	expecting me





Gerald and Lady B turn to look at her





		They help me on to the horse		





Lady B:	Why have you called us here Inspector?





Inspector:	Well, you may be wondering why I've called you all here





Gerald looks to the heavens





Well, for the past year you have been subjected to a series of break ins





Gerald:	We know





Inspector:	Please sir, don't interrupt. Now where was I? Oh yes, a series of 	break ins resulting in the loss of many items of great financial 	and personal worth





			Merryweather totters over to the Inspector with a cup





Merryweather: Cup of tea Inspector?





Inspector:	No thank you. I never drink on the job





Merryweather: Oh I'm sorry I've forgotten the sugar. Two isn't it?





Merryweather totters back to the table to get the sugar





Inspector:	Great financial and personal worth. And after an exhaustive 	police enquiry, we believe we are finally closing in on the 	criminal mastermind behind all this





Merryweather begins to walk towards the Inspector but then shakes his head and walks back to get more sugar, obviously forgetting he's just put some in. This happens twice more





Gerald:	Have you apprehended him?





Inspector:	Sir, who said anything about it being a him?





Lady B:	Well, surely





Inspector:	This is why you've been called here. It is my suspicion that 	whoever committed those break-ins is somewhere in this room





Fannie:	Does that mean you as well Inspector?





Inspector:	I'd hardly come to arrest myself miss. I could have stayed down 	the station to do that. So could it be Miss Fannie Angina 	Godfrey, renowned throughout the clubs of London as the 	Fannie from which no man is safe or roulette wheel Fannie, take 	a number and one day she'll land on you, or full-house Fannie 	for there's not a safer bet in all of ....





Fannie:	I think we get the message Inspector





Inspector:	Who is also known to be the worst gambler in all of London, 	with debts large enough to empty the Bank of England





	Fannie gets up and faints again, this time Gerald catches 	her





Inspector:	Paying off those debts without the aid of money can be an 	exhausting business, no doubt. Or could it be Lady Bertha Anne 	Godfrey, not only a poor bridge player herself but also a 	famously renowned alcoholic and morphine addict whose 	habits, I suspect, aren't quite met by the housekeeping money





Lady Bertha stands and faints, caught at the last moment by the Inspector. Gerald and the Inspector face each other, each holding a woman





Inspector:	Or could it, Lord Gerald, be you!! Whose fortune is steadily 	being eaten away on the stock market as first one investment, 	then another goes belly up





Gerald:	Now look here ...





Inspector:	Only last week you had to sell off most of your remaining stocks 	to Francis Indigo Bartholomew, the most wealthy and desirable 	bachelor in town, just to pay off your debts. It would not surprise 	me if an heirloom or two has helped you stay afloat before now





Merryweather has by now seen the situation and fetched a soda syphon from the sideboard. He nonchalantly sprays it first into Fannie's face then into Lady B's. They both splutter and wake up as Merryweather totters back to the sideboard





Inspector:	Each of you had motive enough to commit these crimes, and 	you are all perfectly placed not to arouse suspicion





Gerald:	For God's sake man. You can't seriously think I did it





Lady B:	And I don't steal. I'm a lady!





Fannie:	So am I!





They all turn and look at her





		Well I didn't steal anything





Merryweather is by now holding the cup of tea under the Inspector's nose





Inspector:	Thank you





The Inspector takes a sip and spews it out again





Merryweather: Oh dear. Not enough sugar?





           Merryweather turns away with the cup to get more sugar





Inspector:	But even though you all had motives and I suspected you all, I 	now know that none of you did it


	


Fannie:	Then who could possibly? ...





They all slowly turn and stare at Merryweather, who is bent over, spoon in hand and an alarmed look on his face





Inspector:	That's right. The butler did it





Merryweather turns slowly





Merryweather: I hate to disappoint you Inspector,but I haven't done it                                                 in years





Lady B:	Merryweather, how could you?





Inspector:	Not Merryweather your Ladyship





The Inspector walks over to Merryweather





Inspector:	I give you Francis Indigo Bartholomew





The Inspector pulls off Merryweather's wig to reveal a shock of thick black hair





Gerald:	Francis!!





Fannie:	Francis!!





Fannie faints into Gerald's arms again as FRANCIS stands erect for the first time and begins pulling off his make-up





Francis:	Ok, a fair cop copper. It's me. I did the break-ins, or what I made 	to look like break-ins





Lady B:	But you don't need the money, you're rich





Francis:	I am now Lady, thanks to the stock market liking me and not 	your husband. The first break-in was such an easy job and after 	that there was no stopping me





Gerald:	But why? Why us?





Inspector:	Why? The oldest motive in the book. Revenge!





Francis:	Very good Inspector and revenge is sweet!





Lady B:	But why? We've never done anything to you. We don't even 	know you





Francis laughs





Francis:	Don't know me? Never done anything to me? Ruined my life 	totally but don't even know who I am





Lady B:	Well who are you then?





Francis:	Inspector?





Inspector:	No, please Mr Francis. I'd like to hear you tell it any way





Francis:	Then so I shall. Well Lady Bertha Anne Godfrey as she now 	calls herself actually used to be plain old Annie Grimley from 	Bolton, the Bertha was added later, you understand. And after a 	move to London to work in a flower shop, she saved enough to 	have elocution lessons, a couple of fine dresses made and to 	cut a long story short managed to bag herself a Lord. No doubt 	because she was pregnant with Fannie over there. What she 	didn't tell Lord muck however was that when she was still plain 	old Annie from Bolton she already had a child. A child she 	couldn't have if she was to bag some rich old fool, a child she 	gave up long ago, a son ....Hello momma!!





Francis holds his arms out to Lady B who faints into the Inspector's arms once more





Francis:	Oh for heavens sake





Francis grabs the soda syphon again and sprays the two ladies once more, who splutter and wake up





Lady B:	Will you stop doing that?





Francis:	Only if you stay conscious ... So you see mommie dearest I 	came back to get some of the things you never gave me. Here 	with all your finery, the alcohol, the sex and the morphine, the 	typical upper class life I could only dream of





Fannie:	I knew I'd seen you somewhere before. Weren't you ...?





Francis:	Yes. Two years ago before I found out whose son I really was I 	was a stable boy named .....


	


Fannie:	Big Frank!!





Francis:	You remember?





Fannie:	How could I forget! But didn't we?





Francis:	Yes!





Fannie:	And you're my brother?





Francis:	Yes!





Fannie faints against Gerald again. Francis immediately soaks her with the soda, waking her up





We were young Inspector and couldn't possible know. So I hit upon this plan to get some of what I deserve, and now I have it all, more money than you ever dreamed of mother





Inspector Lawson pulls out a pair of handcuffs and slaps them on Francis





Inspector:	But it won't help where you're going sonny Jim. Say goodbye to 	your family





Francis:	Hold on a minute. You can't arrest me, I'm rich





Gerald:	Wait Inspector ... Bertha is this true?





Lady B nods her head





Gerald:	That explains why you always wanted a son





Lady B:	I couldn't live with myself after I gave one up. Especially when it 	was proved I couldn't have any more children





Fannie:	But mother





Lady B:	I'm sorry Fannie. I should have told you before, but you were 	adopted.


(To Francis) Secretly I tried to find you to get you back and when I failed I decided to adopt a daughter so I wouldn't be reminded of you





Francis:	You mean you tried to find me?





Lady B nods





Gerald:	Oh Bertha. Why didn't you tell me?





Gerald rests his hand on Lady B's shoulder





Francis:	So that means Fannie isn't my sister





Fannie:	And you're not my brother





They draw close to each other





Francis:	I fell in love with you that day in the stable





Fannie:	You're the only one I really remember





Francis:	But when I thought you were my sister it nearly killed me





Fannie:	I cried for days after you left





Francis:	I couldn't allow myself to have those feelings,but now ...





Fannie:	My Big Frank





Francis:	My Big Fannie





Francis and Fannie kiss passionately as the Inspector starts crying





Inspector:	That's the sweetest thing I've ever seen in my life. I wish I could 	find someone to love me like that





Lady B goes over and comforts him





Lady B:	I'm sure you will Inspector.�Inspector:	But the worst thing is, now I have to take him in





Lady B:	But only if we press charges, surely





Inspector:	Don't you want to?





Lady B looks at Gerald





Gerald:	Certainly not. How can these two get married if he's in jail





Fannie looks at Francis





Fannie:	If you'll have me ...





Inspector:	Again!





Everyone looks around at the Inspector as he blows his nose loudly into a handkerchief. Everyone laughs and Francis and Fannie kiss.





Curtains close (up stage)


They open again to rapturous applause (soundtrack) as everyone faces away from the (real) audience and takes a bow.





			Curtains close (up stage)





PAUL (formerly Francis and Merryweather) turns and walks away





Paul:	Well thank God that's over





	The curtains (up stage) open again to rapturous 	applause as Paul rushes back into position to take 	another bow


Curtains close (up stage). The applause dies down





JOHN (Inspector Lawson) turns and starts embracing everyone. His accent is now slightly fay





John:	Well done everyone. We did it, we really did it. They loved us





Suddenly he takes out a hankie and begins weeping. SANDRA (Lady B) puts her arm around him





John:	Oh, I'm sorry everyone. I always get emotional at the end of a run





Everyone:	We know!!


(except Paul)





Sandra:	There there dear, no need to upset yourself so soon. We've got 	the party to look forward to





Tony (Lord Godfrey): You can upset yourself then





Sandra:	Tony!





Tony:	Well he always does. (To Paul) Take it from me, every last night party ends with him in tears





John:	I'm sorry. I just think you're all so lovely





Sandra:	And so we are! Now why don't you go and get your make up off 	and we'll arrange a few things here. Ok??





John:	Ok





John exits





Tony:	Same thing every time. He cries and we end up moving everything. Never shifted a stitch of furniture in his life





Sandra:	Shut up Tony. You'll give Paul a bad impression of us





Tony:	I'd imagine after eight weeks of rehearsals he'd already got that





Tony slaps Paul hard on the back





Tony:	Still for your first time with us I think you did ok





Paul:	Well thanks ... you were ok too





Tony:	Well I think I understood the character you see. It's all about ... hold on, what do you mean ok?





Nicky (Fannie Angina) draws closer to Paul





Nicky:    	I thought you were very good





Paul:	Well thanks





Tony goes over to Sandra





Tony:	What does he mean, ok?





Sandra:	Help me move things around ... and this time try and stay 	relatively sober





Paul (to Nicky) : I think they probably liked you the best





Sandra:	Kids, move the sofa round. Have they buggered off yet by the way?





Paul looks through the upstage curtains





Paul:	All gone





Sandra:	Great. Where's Connie?





CONSTANCE BARNET, the Director and Scottish walks on stage carrying a box full of bottles, vodka, whisky etc





Connie:	Here I am!





		She sets down the box





		Where's John?





Tony:	Crying





Connie:	Oh well, I'll tell him how good he was later





Tony (to Paul):  Connie's very good at lying





Paul:	Most directors are





Connie:	Shut up you two. You were all wonderful. I walked past the bar 	and they were already singing our praises. Paul, be a dear and 	open the curtains will you





Tony:	The plays over but you still get ordered around





Paul:	Connie, it would be an honour to open your curtains





Paul exits smirking





Sandra:	He's a saucy one you know





Connie:	But they like him. We ought to try and hang onto that one. 	We've few enough members as it is





Behind them the curtains open as they move the sofa and take props off the stage





Paul re-enters





Paul:	Your curtains are open, mein capitain


(To Tony) She might have said thank you





Connie:	Go and get your make up off while I finish up here





Paul, Sandra, Nicky and Tony all give the Nazi salute





Everyone:	Yavole!!!





They all exit leaving Connie on stage shaking her head





Connie:	Well at least they're still talking to me





John enters behind Connie and hives her a big hug





John:	Take no notice of them. We all love you





Connie:	I'll bet. All clean?





John:	All clean? Ducky I was never clean, but I've washed all that horrid make up off and them put some back on and I'm raring to go





Connie:	Mmm. Be a love and get the glasses will you. Unless you want 	to get the other table





John:	Glasses it is. You're too clumsy to handle breakables





 	Connie sighs and walks off the stage. John turns and 	checks his appearance in a mirror on the wall,smiles and 	exits





	Connie re-enters struggling with a large wooden table. 	She drops it into the centre of the stage





Connie:	That'll do for me





	She gets the box of booze and puts it on the table as 	John re-enters with the glasses. He goes to the table





John:	Oh, no tablecloth?





Connie:	We never have a tablecloth





John:	No, but just once would be nice, you know. Give a good impression to that darling young boy





Connie:	I don't suppose a good impression is the only thing you'd like to 	give him





John:	Oh God no. I'm sure he's not ... do you really think?





Connie:	I thought you lot were supposed to tell each other a mile off?





John:	Oh, if only that were true. My life would be a lot easier





Connie:	Well calm down, I think he's aiming to get his hands on Nicky





John:	He'll need big hands. And I'm a much more manageable size. Slinky!!!!





Tony re-enters, still in costume but sans make up





Tony!





Tony:	John! Who brought the glasses in?





John:	I did





Tony:	Figures





Connie:	Stop it you two. Tony, there's a case of lager in my boot. Be a 	doll and fetch it in will you





	Connie takes her car keys out of her pocket and tosses 	them to Tony





Tony:	Anything else?





Connie:	That's all ... for now





Tony turns and exits





John:	I pity poor Sandra, living with him all the time. No wonder she drinks so much





Connie:	Oh I don't know. Tony's not that bad when you get to know him. 	Besides she doesn't drink that much





John:	Oh come on. She drinks to forget him, but he's there all the time. I hear she makes three trips to the bottle bank every week





Paul enters





Paul:	Sounds like a girl after my own heart. Anyone I know?





Connie:	No





John:	Sandra





Connie:	John!!





John:	Well if he's going to stay with us, he'll have to know sooner or later





Paul:	Don't worry. I think I'd already guessed. They both look like they've put a few away in their time. Anything I can do?





	Connie raises her hand, which John immediately puts back down again





John:	No I think we're about done. You just settle back with a drink and enjoy yourself. Now what can I get you?





Paul:	Vodka and coke please bar man





		John gives a little giggle as Connie raises her eyes to the 		heavens





Connie:	I'm going to have a quick chat with Tony, ok





John:	Ok dear, you run along. A vodka man eh. A man after my own heart





Connie exits





Paul:	You drink vodka then?





John:	No. But I've sailed with the Russian Navy once or twice





John hands Paul the drink





Paul:	Thanks ... Going to join me?





John:	Oh, er ... yes





	John hurriedly pours himself a vodka as Paul raises his 	glass





Paul:	Proust!





John raises his glass





John:		Dostoyevsky.





			They drink





Paul:	Well





John:	Well











Paul:)	}So how do you think ... 


         }Together


John:)	I thought you were ....	





They both laugh self consciously





Paul:	You first





John:	I was just saying I thought you were very good tonight. Very impressive





Paul:	Well, thank you. So were you





John:	What me? Oh no, they always give me something small. Story of my life in a lot of ways actually





Paul:	I thought your accent was very good. I can never do accents ... so do you always have a party afterwards?





John:	Oh yes, yes. Then we all stagger home to our beds, drunk and alone most of us





Paul:	No-one to warm the bed up for you then?





John:	No. You?





Paul:	No. One day though, eh?





John:	Mmm. that's what I said ... in the play I mean





Paul:	What? Oh yes. Inspector Lawson of the yard you mean. The cockney clever clogs that caught me. Bet I won't be able to say that when I'm drunk ... Well, cheers!





John:	Cheers!! ..There are usually more people than this





Paul:	Really?





John:	Oh yes. Not always old fogies like us





Paul:	You're not that old





John:	Oh, well thanks. There are usually more I mean, some nearer your age but they all had other commitments,work and holidays and the like





Paul:	Life got in the way, you mean





John:	Yes, I suppose





Paul:	Always does. Luckily I don't have a life at the moment so I was free to do this





John:	Mmm ... what do you do by the way, I never did ask?





Paul:	No. I suppose this is as much as we've really talked in the past eight weeks





John:	Well don't take it personally, I'm what you might call shy, sometimes





Paul:	Cautious





John:	Yes





Paul:	Easily hurt





John:	Possibly





Paul:	Well don't worry, I won't hurt you. I'm a writer, or trying to be at least ... Like I tried to be an actor. I'm going through the penniless stage at the moment, so I was glad when Connie bought the drinks. Another?





John:	Why not





Paul pours them both another drink as Sandra enters





Sandra:	I see the fun's started without me





John:	I'm sure it won't take long for you to catch up dear





Sandra:	Put the claws away, there's a good girl





Paul smirks into his drink





John:	What?





Paul:	Oh, nothing. I was just thinking nothing much changes that's all. Drink, Sandra?





Sandra:	Good boy. A man after my own heart, eh John?





		Paul looks at John, then Sandra and smiles as he pours 		another





Paul:	Vodka?





Sandra:	Fine, fine, whatever's convenient





Sandra raises her glass





Sandra:	Proust





Paul raises his





Paul:	Deja vu





John:               Up your bum!





They drink





Sandra:	Where's my 3 minute wonder, I thought he'd be out by now





John:	Talking to Connie





Sandra:	Oh





Paul:	Talking of Connie, what did you eventually get for our esteemed Fuhrer?





John:	Nice pair of jackboots?





Paul:	I suggested a whip and handcuffs, but Sandra wouldn't go for it





Sandra:	I wanted to find an appropriate present





Paul:	Who said anything about a present?








Sandra:	I bought her a haggis





Paul and John book at each other and burst out laughing





Paul:	Tell me you're joking?





Sandra:	I thought she'd like it





More giggling from the boys





John:	Have you put a wee kilt on it?





More laughter. Nicky enters. She has changed into casuals and put make-up on





Nicky:		What's everyone laughing at?





Sandra takes her drink and sits down





Paul:	Never mind. Fancy a drink? We're having the vodka to start before moving on to something a little more fruity





Nicky:		Sounds interesting. Whatever's to hand,..... I'm easy





Paul and John look at each other, eyebrows raised





Paul:	Do you want to take that one or shall I?





John:	Any possible comment would be beneath us, just pour the drink





Paul:	Fair enough. Vodka for the little lady coming right up





Paul pours a large one into a glass and hands it to her





Nicky:		That's a big one!





Paul and John look at each other again





Paul & John:  Nah!!





		Paul freshens his own and John's glass as Nicky goes 		over to Sandra





Nicky:		I left Connie's present in the wings





Paul:	Who's going to give it to her, so to speak?





Sandra:	You can if you like





Paul:	Ooh no, I wouldn't dare





Sandra:	Well Tony wants to any way





John:	Did he put in for it?





Sandra:	No! I put some money in for him





John:	Well I think he's got a bloody cheek





Paul:	Me too





Paul goes and sits on the arm of the chair Sandra's in





Paul:	Hi ya sexy. Sorry for laughing at you earlier





Sandra:	Don't mention it





	John comes up behind Paul resting a hand on his 	shoulder





John:	So Paul, what do you think of our little company?





Paul:	I think little's a very good word for it. Still, it'll suffice





John:	I think a small company's more cosy. You get to know each other better. Friendly like





Paul:	Getting friendly is pretty common in the amateur trade. Apart from the play there's very little else to do





John:	Well, if you want to know anything about anybody, ask me. I know it all





Sandra:	Been sniffing around for years, he has





Paul:	I'll bet. You couldn't freshen that for me could you John?





Paul holds his glass up





Nicky:		I'll get it for you if you like





John:	No it's fine, I can manage dear





John takes the glass to the table and fills it again





Nicky:		Tony and Connie are a long time Sandra. Don't you think 	you'd better check what they're up to?





Sandra:	Who cares? I'm sure they'll be fine





Paul:	Do you want me to check?





Sandra:	No, no. You stay here. They're probably just talking about us. 	Tony always does anyway





John comes back with the glass





John:	How perfectly horrid. What does he say?





Nicky:		Yes, do tell





Sandra:	Same as he always says. (To John) You can't act. (To Nicky) 	You don't look right. And I drink too much. Hypocritical bastard





Paul:	And what has he said about me?





Sandra:	Oh he really doesn't like you





			Paul laughs. They all join in as Tony and Connie enter. 		Tony is carrying a case of lager





Tony:	What's the joke?





More giggling





Tony:	Never mind





Tony dumps the lager onto the table, unwrapping it





Sandra:	Sorry dear. You're a little behind the rest of us





John:	And that'll be a first





Tony:	So I see ... Connie





Tony hands her a can





Connie:	Thanks





Paul:	Watch out, they're on the strong stuff





Tony looks at Paul, then goes and whispers into Sandra's ear. She motions off stage and Tony exits stage left





Connie:	Where's he going?





Paul:	Gone to get your surprise present ... Oh bugger!! Sorry everyone





Sandra slaps him playfully on the arm





Connie:	Don't worry, it's never a surprise





Paul:	I've a feeling this one might be, eh Sandra?





Connie:	Well thank you everyone





Tony re-enters empty handed and whispers in her ear





Sandra:	Well try the other side





	Sandra points off stage right. As Tony exits, everyone 	laughs





Paul: (To Sandra)	Has he always been good at finding things?








Sandra:	He hasn't found it in years





Tony re-enters, package in hand





Tony:	Found it!!





Paul:	Well done. You've made your wife very happy





Tony:	It'll be the first time in years





Connie:	Oh you haven't have you?  Honestly you needn't have





Connie puts her hand to her forehead in mock surprise





Tony:	Yes. You knew we would. She's always surprised. Connie on behalf of myself and the company, for what has been another triumph in the face of adversity, for being a director of foresight, perseverance, intelligence and love, we your humble actors ....





John:(To Paul) Did he say humble?





Tony:	We your humble actors would like to thank you for all you've done for us by presenting you with this ... A small momento that we hope will remind you of us and all the wonderful times we've spent together ... And on a personal note





Sandra:	Oh for God's sake give it to her!!





Connie grabs the box





Connie:	Thank you Tony. Thank you all. (To Tony) What is it?





Tony:	What is it? Er ... Well I don't want to ruin the surprise. Open it and find out





		Connie sets the box down, pulls off the wrapping and 		pulls out a wooden wall clock, with pendulum, fake 		antique obviously but nice





Connie:	Wow. This is .... thank you Sandra





Tony:	You're welcome





Connie:	Tony. Thank you everyone. It's wonderful





			She sets it on the table, where it stays throughout the 	                        performance





Paul (To Sandra): That doesn't look much like a haggis





Sandra:	I'm not that stupid





Paul (To John): She says she's not that stupid





John:	First I've heard of it





Tony:	And perhaps a speech





Nicky:		Yes. Speech. Speech!





Connie holds her hand up to silence them





Connie:	Thank you, thank you one and all for this most marvellous of 	gestures





Sandra:	It's so you'll turn up on time!





John:	Here, here





Connie:	Thank you (To Tony) I don't usually get heckled so quickly do I?





Tony:	Yes you do, carry on!





Connie:	It really is very touching that you still appear to be friends of 	mine, so a gift as well is doubly remarkable. May I once again 	thank you all for your efforts in the play, especially Paul our new 	member for a really impressive debut





	Everyone claps politely except Tony. Paul raises his 	drink





Connie:	And as I always say at times like this, let's drink it because we 	can't get drunk without it. Cheers!





Everyone raises their drinks in the air





Everyone:       Cheers!!


			


			They all drink





Paul:	Spoken like a true scot





Sandra:	So what were you two talking about?





Paul:	Always assuming they were talking





Sandra:	I told you, that's all he does now anyway





Paul:	So, what were you two talking about?





Connie:	Oh, nothing really. The performance, people forgetting their 	lines, Nicky!





Nicky looks around at Connie and Tony





Nicky:		It was only once





Connie:	Per act !





Paul:	Don't worry. I'm sure no one noticed





Nicky:		Well someone did, obviously





Paul:	Audiences don't, they just assume a dramatic pause is part of the play ................. Besides I swear I heard them snoring most of the time anyway





Connie:	It was a pretty good crowd tonight, I thought





John:	You weren't on stage





Sandra:	Who was that old dear in the second row eating butterscotch. 	All I could hear was her crunching away and then unwrapping 	the next one





Paul:	Philistines!





Connie:	We did get a standing ovation





Paul (To Nicky): That was them getting up to leave





John:	Still they were better than last nights





Sandra:	The old guy at the back





John:	Cough, cough, cough, cough, cough! All the way through from start to finish. Even back stage I could hear him





Nicky:		I nearly told him to shut up at one point. Either shut up or 	get out





Paul:	Mmm. Shame he died though, eh?





John:	I did think he went remarkably quiet mid way through the second act!





Tony:              At least no one noticed until after we'd finished





Everyone turns and looks at Tony





Tony:	What? Would've ruined the play otherwise. How were we to know he had emphysema? Shouldn't have been allowed out if you ask me





Sandra:	Shame he didn't see the end though





Nicky:		Now he'll never know who did it





Paul:	Well the play is called 'Never trust a Butler' so he might have figured it out. And who was that kid on the matinee that kept throwing sweets at me? I nearly kicked his little head in





John:	Aah, little acorns





Paul:	Little acorns. Little git! He'd never have grown up if I'd got me hands on him





Tony:	Well that's the trouble you see, we're brilliant. It's just the audiences that are terrible





Connie:	Now, now





Paul:	But we love them really don't we, the audiences, we love them





Nicky:		Oh yes





Sandra:	Absolutely adorable





John:	Were they?





Paul:	Yes





John:	Yes, marvellous, very nice





Connie:	That's better





Paul (To Sandra): I said you should have got her that whip. Anyone for another?





	Paul gets off the arm of the chair and walks to the table 	to fill his glass. Nicky gets up to follow him





Nicky:		I'll help. John?





			John passes his glass to Nicky then sits where Paul had 		been sitting. Sandra gets up and sits on the sofa





Paul:	Sandra?





Sandra:	No, I'm fine for the moment





John:	Refusing alcohol? Tony what have you done to her?





			Paul goes and sits next to Sandra. Nicky gives John his 		drink then sits next to Paul sandwiching him in. John sits 		in the arm chair before Tony can get there. Sandra holds 		her glass up





Sandra:	On second thoughts, darling be a love and fill this for me. Vodka





Tony takes her glass, scowling, and goes to the table





Paul:	Nice to see two people so in love, eh John?





John:	Where? Oh, I see what you mean. Yes, yes lovely





Paul:	Kind of gives you ideas, doesn't it?





John:	What?





Paul:	John and I were talking earlier about that, you know, finding someone to keep your bed warm at night





Nicky:		I've got a hot water bottle you could have





Paul:	Already got one. Not quite the same though is it?





Sandra:	No





Paul:	How's your husband Connie? I thought he'd be coming?





Connie:	No. He was never one for this kind of thing. Thinks it's silly to be 	honest. Just lets me get on with it





Tony brings Sandra's vodka back





Tony:	There you are my pretty





Sandra:	Thanks. Keep the change





Paul:	He's not interested in the theatre then?





Connie:	No





Paul:	What is he interested in?





Connie:	Science fiction mostly. Anything that isn't real





Paul:	Oh well, at least the bed will be warm





Connie goes over to the table where Tony is





Connie:	Do you think I might have one of those?





Tony:	What ever you want. I think I'll join you





Tony pours them both a drink





John:	I would have thought you'd be settled by now. You know nice little woman to darn your socks





Paul:	Well, we old fashioned bachelors have to darn our own socks. Been doing it for years, ducky





John:	Me too





John smiles into his drink





Tony:	What are you smirking about?





John:	Nothing, The vodka must be getting to me





Tony:	Not going to cry are we?





John:	Not over you that's for sure





Paul:	Now, now children. Play time's over





Tony:	What would you know?





Connie:	Tony!!





Paul:	Oh I don't know much, but if you keep your eyes and ears open you can spot a thing or two





Tony:	Like?





Paul: (To Nicky) So who's keeping your bed warm tonight. Anyone we 		know?





Nicky:		Nobody but Mr Winkie





Paul:	Mr Winkie? As in wee willie winkie, I suppose? That can't be much fun for you





Nicky:		No. Mr Winkie is a bear, it's just that over the years his 	eye got a bit sleepy and now it looks like he's winking at you





John:	A bear that winks at you, how quaint





Tony:	But why is he winking at you, that's the question?





Paul:	Does he know all your secrets?





Sandra:	Well if he's in the bedroom he must have seen everything





John:	And I bet there's a lot to see





Nicky:	(Indignant scream) Oy!





Paul:	Does she enjoy showing it though, that's the question? Do you?





Nicky:		What?





Paul:	Never mind. Mr Winkie!





Paul starts giggling followed by the others





Nicky:		Well I like him. Stop laughing at my bear





John:	Your bare what dear?





Tony:	What is this fascination women have with stuffed animals, I've never figured it out?





Sandra:	They don't talk back





Nicky:		They're cuddly





John:	All together!





Everyone except Nicky:	Aaahhh!!





Nicky:		You men are pigs





Paul:	Well thank God most women aren't Jewish





Nicky:		What?





Paul:	They don't eat .... never mind. Do you like cuddly things Connie?





Connie:	Sometimes





Paul: (To Sandra) No wonder she's so close to your Tony





Tony:	Now look you





Paul:	Not that I'm saying you're a gut-bucket or anything, no more than I am anyway





John:	You look in fine shape to me





Paul:	Me, no! 28 years of age and gone to seed already





	Paul stands up, lifting his shirt revealing his midriff. He 	pulls it in and out





Look at that, before, after, before after. I tried to get one of those six packs you know but apparently you need more sex for  one of those





Sandra reaches out, touching his bare shin





Sandra:	Doesn't look so bad to me





Paul:	Well a few sessions might firm me up, I suppose





Tony:	Christ





John: (To Paul) Put it away love, I think you're making Tony jealous





Tony:	Take more than he's got to make me jealous





John:	How do you know what he's got?





Sandra:	More than you I'll bet





Paul puts his shirt back down





Tony:	And wouldn't you like to find out?





Paul:	Well I think it's a little early for that





Nicky:		It's never too early for that where I come from





Paul:	You must take me there one day





		Paul crosses the stage to sit on the arm of the chair next 		to John





Party games have definitely changed since I was a lad. Still I was younger then





John:	Weren't we all love?





Paul:	I told you, you're never too old, eh Tony?





Tony:	What do you mean?





Paul:	Oh nothing ... I remember bobbing for apples at Alice Lawson's party. Sixteen I was and whoever bobbed successfully got a kiss from Alice. She made sure every lad there bobbed successfully. Nearly drowned the poor sod, I remember





Sandra:	You ever played super bum?





Paul:	That's a bit personal, surely?





Sandra:	Super bum. You get a ten pence piece between your bum 	cheeks and have to drop it in a bucket. Who ever gets it in gets 	to drink a shot of whisky





Tony:	I just used to drink the whisky





John:	We know





Tony:	I could never understand games that forced you to drink, hen you knew damn well you were going to drink any way





Paul:	I think I'd prefer bobbing for apples. We never got drunk but I remember Alice very well





Connie:	So did most of the others by the sounds of it





Paul:	True, true. But she always found a way to make you feel special. She was good at bobbing herself!





Connie:	Well, as we're all here and before we get too drunk, perhaps we 	should discuss what play we're going to do next





Sandra:	God Connie, don't be so practical. We can talk about that next 	week. Loosen up for once in your life





Connie:	I just thought ...





Sandra:	Take your directors hat off and let yourself go





Paul:	Yes, I'd like to see that





Tony:	Perhaps Connie doesn't want to let herself go





Connie:	No, it's ok Tony. I can be just as loose as Sandra if I want to be





Sandra:	Liar. You know it takes practise





John: (To Paul) And Sandra's had plenty





	Sandra and John look at each other and burst out 	laughing





Connie:	Whatever. For the moment I'm going to stay practical and see 	what plays we've got in the stock cupboard. There'll be plenty of 	time to loosen up later





Paul:	That's the trouble with directors,they're always three drinks behind us





Connie exits





Tony:	I think I'll go and see if she needs any help





Paul: (To John) He's going to help her in the cupboard





Nicky:		What possible help do you think she might need?





Paul:	Well cupboards can be tricky things sometimes. You never know what's going to fall on you, eh Tony





Tony:	Look you ...





Sandra (sharply): Tony!!!





Tony stops dead in his tracks





Sandra:	Run along now, there's a good boy





	Tony storms off stage as everyone else bursts out 	giggling





Paul:	Is he always that serious?





John:	It never did take much to get his gander up





Sandra:	Well I wouldn't say that





Paul:	Well I'll go easy on him from now on





Sandra:	Don't bother it's the only time he shows any signs of life





Paul:	Well if you insist .... Drinks then, drinks for everyone. Same as usual, good, good





	Paul gets the bottle of vodka and fills John's glass with it





John:	Thank you dear





Paul: (looking at the bottle) Like a horn of plenty, eh. God bless Connie, such a generous woman





Paul fills Sandra's glass





Sandra:	You'll get me drunk





Paul:	I thought that was the idea





Nicky raises her glass and Paul fills it





Nicky:		I think I should be drunk too





Paul:	And so you shall my pretty. There now





Paul fills his own glass until the bottle is empty





John:	Don't get too drunk will you?





Paul:	Why John? Are you expecting me to perform later on? Here now there's a point, in all the other societies I've been in they've always given a private little performance to the director afterwards. Full of in-jokes and decidedly saucy. Don't you do that sort of thing?





John:	Usually. But we thought it may be a little much to expect of you what this being your first time and all





Paul:	Ah, you mean you always treat the virgin gently, but will you respect him in the morning?





Sandra:	Depends how good he is





Paul:	Mmm. Often the case





John:	I remember my first time you know





Paul:	Me too, I was crap





Nicky:		Is that what the critics said?





Paul:	Yes she did ... Oh, I see what you mean. Sorry, carry on John





John:	I played Humble the Bee at school





Sandra:	Humble the who?





John:	The bee. I played a bee in 'John Willy and the Bee People' and I had to save the princess





Nicky:		Did you?





John:	Yes, and I had to save her from Jonathan Dechlan, the cock of the school. He was playing the villain and I had to hit him over the head with a chair. Always enjoyed that bit! We'd specially made a chair that broke apart but on the last night I hit him with a real one. Knocked him out. They had to carry him off. He never made fun of me again after that





Paul:	How old were you?





John:	Ten and a half. One of the best days of my life. I even got to kiss the princess





Paul:	Did you enjoy that as much?





John:	Yes. Mind you, it was an all boys school





Paul:	Ah, a private education?





John:	Yes. We used to think that's why they called it a private school because, no matter the occasion, there used to be so many privates on display. Schoolboy humour I suppose, but some of those boys grew up to be Lords.





Sandra:	And ladies!





John:	Same thing. Lords, politicians, priests, teachers, chief constables, film stars and quite a few are still dear friends





Sandra:	I'll bet





John:	Funny, the circles you sometimes move in





Paul:	So your parents sent you away?





John:	They always did. I was never quite what they expected somehow. Not quite the straight bat my father had hoped for. Although I've played enough cricket in my time





Nicky:		I never really understood cricket





Paul:	You're probably not supposed to. That's why they call it the game of gentlemen





Nicky:		Do you understand it?





Paul:	Certainly not. But then I don't understand it on principle





John:	All gentlemen are queer anyway





Paul:	How dare you say that about my mother?





Sandra:	I remember my first time on stage, I was fifteen and got touched 	up by the director





John:	Was that part of the play?





Sandra:	So he said





Paul:	I wondered why I'd always wanted to direct





Sandra:	I was Eliza Doolittle in Pygmalion. (Cockney) I'm a good girl I 	am. I'm a good girl





Paul:	The rain in Spain falls mainly in this bloody country





Sandra:	Too true, ducky, too true





Paul: (To Nicky) What was your first time like?





Nicky:		On stage?





Paul:	Unless you want to draw us a diagram





Nicky:		It was ok. Not much to tell really. I knew what I had to do 	and I did it. It was all over pretty quickly





Paul:	Amazing how many women say that





Nicky:		To you?





Paul:	No. I never stick around long enough to hear comments like that, and I certainly never ask. Really never thought the odds would be that good. But my first night on stage was memorable. I was playing Ferdinand in The Tempest





John:	Shakespeare!





Paul:	The big boy!! And I remember walking towards the stage, past the audience. There was music in the air and I had to say "Where can this music be",.. see I can't do it now, never mind then. Now my grandmother was in the audience and she was a very wise woman. Wise in the ways of cooking, bingo, knitting, singing the wrong words to the wrong tunes, that kind of thing. Acting, however, not her bag. So I walk by, my arm in the air saying "Where can this music be?" and she thought I was waving to her. "Oh, it's our Paul look, cooeee we're over ere". That was my first experience of acting





Sandra:	And it all went downhill from then on





Paul:	Precisely. Another reason I ended up here I suppose





John:	Oh, I don't know. We're not that bad. I've seen worse





Paul:	But then you've been about a bit





John:	I'm not bragging





Sandra:	That'll be a first





John:	Tony and Connie are a long time aren't they dear? I think I'll check on them shall I?





John gets up





Sandra:	Don't bother





John:	No, no, allow me. We don't want them disappearing for the whole evening now do we?


(Loudly) Oh Tony! Coming, ready or not





	John exits, so Paul sits in the armchair facing the two 	women





Nicky:		I wonder what he'll find?





Paul:	Nothing,he hasn't seen before ... Oh I don't know though





Sandra stands up





Sandra:	Another drink?





Paul:	Why not. I guess we're in the mood





Nicky:		Definitely





Nicky holds her glass up





Paul:	I think I'll try a can of lager if you don't mind





Sandra:	Not going soft on us already are you?





Paul:	You have vulgar talents Sandra. I like you





		Suddenly a commotion is heard off stage followed by an 		almighty YELP of anguish. Paul and Nicky stand up.


		Suddenly Tony staggers on stage holding a bloody 		handkerchief to his nose, followed closely by Connie





Sandra:	What the hell happened to you?





Tony:               The bastard hit me!!	





				CURTAIN

















ACT TWO - LIGHTS UP





Paul is sitting on the edge of the stage. The curtains are closed. Nicky enters and sits at the side of him





Nicky:		What'ya doin?





Paul:	Nothing. The airs cleaner out here that's all





Nicky:		You're a bit of a dark horse aren't you?





Paul:	Well I don't know about the horse. Never thought of myself as a horse, more of a pit pony really, you know fits into tight places, works well in the dark, that kind of thing ... sorry, I'm drunk





Nicky:		Done quite a bit of acting, haven't you?





Paul:	Oh yes, and not always on stage





Nicky:		Well we all do that





Paul:	Yeah, we do don't we





Nicky:		So what's going on tonight do you think?





Paul:	Nothing's going on tonight. We've all done. Play's finished remember





Nicky:		I didn't mean ...





Paul looks at her





Nicky:		Were your parents out there tonight?





Paul:	No





Nicky:		I thought they'd bought tickets?





Paul:	No ... I bought tickets but I didn't tell them





Nicky:		Why not? They'd have liked to see you surely





Paul:	Why? I've dragged them to enough bad performances in my time. Why drag them to any more? Just so they can see their son be an amateur once again, and fall just a little further from their expectations





Nicky:		So why don't you do something else?





Paul:	This is all I know how to do. Failure is the one thing I'm really good at. You'll know that about me as the years go by





Nicky:		Spose I'm lucky. My parents don't expect much of me





Paul:	Oh, neither do mine. Or so they say. We just want you to be happy luv, that's all, just happy. But the years are drifting by and as each one passes the sideways glances get more and more frequent and more and more obvious. What's to become of him?


Did your parents enjoy it?





Nicky:		They videotaped it





Paul:	Really?





Nicky:		They always do. Their little baby up there on stage taking 	her bow. Of course, I'm not so little any more but still their baby 	nevertheless. "Isn't she marvellous, Margaret" That's the next 	door neighbour they drag along. They even make her watch the 	video as well





Paul:	Poor woman





Nicky:		That's what I keep telling them. I don't know, it keeps 	them happy I suppose





Paul:	Mmm. I suppose people do have different expectations





Nicky:		Did they want you to turn professional?





Paul:	Actor?





Nicky:		No hooker!!





Paul:	(Smiles)	Oh...., no, I don't know. I did





Nicky:		So why didn't you? You've got the potential





Paul:	Oh yes, I've got a fine potential. My potential is just dandy. Unfortunately I never quite had anything more. Never had it you see, although my potential was damn impressive. Enough to impress somewhere like this anyway. Always enough for somewhere like this





Nicky:		You been doing this a long time then?





Paul:	Ten years on and off. One stage after another, one bed after another, same thing after a while. You conquer one stage and move on. All the world's a stage and we are merely amateurs. There's probably an irony in there somewhere





Nicky:		Well they liked it didn't they? We got a great review in 	the paper and standing ovations every night





Paul:	Don't kid yourself. We get standing ovations for remembering our lines and not falling off the stage. Any actual actings a bonus.


		


Nicky:		They said we were impressive 





Paul:	How good do you have to be to impress your parents, your friends, and some kids on a school outing for God's sake. I wanted to be the next Laurence Olivier and ended up being the next Roger Moore, only not quite so good an actor





Nicky:		Or tall or handsome





Paul:	Well there's that as well ... Thanks





Nicky:		Welcome





Paul:	So how's Tony?





Nicky:		They say the patient will pull through





Paul:	And John?





Nicky:		Still hiding in the stock cupboard crying convinced now 	that everybody hates him. Sandra's trying to talk him out





Paul:	Has he said why he hit Tony?





Nicky:		No, won't talk about it. Just keeps saying how 	everything's perfectly horrid and muttering something about his 	mother! No one can really get any sense out of him





Paul:	People are surprising sometimes





Nicky:		You can say that again. Who'd have thought John would 	turn violent





Paul:	He must have had his reasons





Nicky:		Connie says all they were doing was looking at a play. In 	fact that's pretty much all she's said for the past half hour





Paul:	Oh well it must be true then





Nicky:		Sandra keeps looking at Tony and giggling





Paul:	Well she would





Nicky:		Why?





Paul:	They're married. If you can't laugh at your husband these days, who can you laugh at?





Nicky:		I think Sandra's got a bit of a thing for you





Paul:	Musical beds. It's all the rage these days, hadn't you heard? doesn't mean anything





Nicky:		Doesn't it? Is that what you think?





Paul:	No. It's what I know. Everyone's mad for it these days, probably always have been. The flirting, the attraction, the sex and the cigarette and afterwards we all know it means nothing. I move on, they move on. You just have to keep moving that's all





Nicky:		Wouldn't you like it to mean something, just once?





Paul:	No ... Yes ... You know last week I went out to some local meat market, you know loud music, cheap drinks, lots of vacant expressions squeezed into tight pants and high heels, and that was just the other men there. And for some reason this woman took a fancy to me, sticking her tongue down my throat and feeling for the change in my pocket. I just assumed she was drunk. She was certainly slurring her words enough. And she must have been nearly forty but I thought what the hell, I mean, it didn't mean anything right? Anyway towards the end of the evening, after I'd agreed to go with her back to her new house in her new chauffeur driven car, oh yes, some other woman told me that I couldn't go back with her after all. I said what are you "her minder or something?" To which she replied "Yes I am". Turns out this woman that liked me had the new house and the new car, but she wasn't drunk that night, oh no, just mentally retarded.  Some four years earlier a boyfriend of hers had beaten her up so badly he'd left her for dead. She was six months on a ventilator and three years learning to walk again, eat again, speak again. But even after all that, all she wanted that night was simple human contact, nothing fancy, just that. You see, to her, it really did mean something, but I couldn't even provide that. And you know why  I wanted to be with her in that old fashioned biblical sense? Because I thought she was rich. I thought she had money where I have none. And she did, in a trust fund which she'd never get to spend herself. So tell me, when does all this get to mean something! ... And the answer to tonight's Countdown Conundrum is HYPOCRITE ... lets go to Carol for the scores. Trust me, this kind of thing is just something we do to know we're still breathing. But as an old friend of mine once said, no matter what you make of all this, no matter what they make of you and no matter what you make of them, all you gotta do is just get drunk and be somebody ... and I'm drunk ... You better go in and see what's happening





Nicky:		Do you want to come?





Paul:	In a little while





			Nicky stands up and kisses Paul sweetly on the cheek. 			He looks up at her pleasantly surprised





Nicky:		O.k.





	Nicky exits stage left as Sandra furtively enters stage 	right





Sandra: (Whispering) About time she left





Paul:	Hello sexy





Sandra:	What were you two talking about?





Paul:	Oh nothing. The dark and broody stuff always gets the young ones going





Sandra:	And why would you want to get her going?





Paul:	Well I didn't know if you were going to show up





Sandra:	Oh I wasn't going to miss this 





Paul:		Lucky me





		Sandra draws close and they kiss passionately, with Paul 		still sitting on the edge of the stage. His legs entwine 		around her. She looks around at them





Sandra:	You're keen aren't you?





Paul:	Always at the front of the queue me. That way you might pick up something cheap





Sandra:	Are you calling me cheap?





Paul:	Certainly not, besides, women are giving it away free these days. But then I'd never think of charging you for it either





Sandra:	I'm that special am I?





Paul:	Of course





Sandra:	Just like everyone else?





Paul: (smiling) You are special Sandra. I love a woman with a firm grasp on reality





Sandra:	I've always had a firm grasp. But I'll try not to leave any bruises 	behind





Paul:	How kind





They kiss again





Sandra:	Meet me in fifteen minutes in the women's changing room





Paul:	Ok. Why don't we just stay here instead?





Sandra:	Out here?





Paul:	Why not? We have the stars, the moonlight, the fresh air playing with your grasp on my reality, and we're bound to be warm enough





Sandra:	I'm going to talk to John again. See if I can get him to come out





Paul:	It's a little late for that surely





Sandra:	Of the cupboard, moron. Fifteen minutes





She kisses him and skampers off





Paul:	Moron. Well that's gratitude for you. She won't be saying that in twenty minutes I'll bet you. Then it'll be "more, more". Hold on ducky I'll fetch the broom handle





John enters stage left





Which would be more up your line





John:	What?





Paul:		Nothing





John:	Was that Sandra I saw leaving





Paul:	That's right. I thought you were in a cupboard





John:	I was. I came out





Paul:	So I see





John:	What did she want?





Paul:	Same as they all want. A rich broom handle with feelings





John:	Did she get it





Paul:	Not from me. I think I fell a little short of her expectations





John:	By how much





Paul:	About half a foot. What do you care anyway?





John:	Nicky's back on stage, on her own, drinking





Paul:	Yes I know. I sent her packing too. Where are Tony and Connie?





John:	God knows ... You've not had much luck with women lately then?





John draws closer to Paul





Paul:	Not really no. But then I can't be lucky all the time, can I?





John:	Oh I don't know. there are always alternatives, possibilities. One shouldn't give up too easily





Paul:	Well I guess so. I bet you don't give up easily do you?





John:	Not when I get my mind on something








Paul:	Or someone





John draws closer





John:	That's right. Persistence is a virtue





Paul:	Really I never knew .... Why'd you hit Tony?





John turns away suddenly his back towards Paul





John:	Well I don't really think ... it's personal you see, really none of your business





		Paul stands up and walks to John, putting his hand on 		his shoulder





Paul:	Well if we're going to get to know each other better, don't you think you should make it my business





John looks at Paul's hand





John:	He was being horrible to me. After all these years





Paul:	Isn't he always horrible to you?





John:	Not like that. That's the worst it's ever been. And Sandra was so nice about it and so nice to me, even though ...





Paul:	Even though what?





John:	Even though I hit him. I mean he was only kissing her





Paul:	So you hit him because he was betraying Sandra? Or is that just the official version





	John turns around,nodding his head to stare straight at 	Paul





Paul:	I see ... You sure you want to get to know me better?





John nods his head again





John:	If only for tonight. I mean ...





Paul:	You mean that's all you'd expect?





John:	Promise. Scouts honour





Paul smiles





Paul:	What the hell kind of boy scout would you make? ... Men's changing rooms, ten minutes. And take me up something to drink. I might get thirsty





John smiles and gives a little giggle





John:	You sure?





Paul nods





Ok then. Ten minutes





Smiling, John exits. Suddenly Connie enters stage right





Connie:	Oh, it's you





Paul:	So it is





Connie:	What are you doing?





Paul:	Nothing. It's very calm at the eye of a storm you know. I suppose you're looking for Tony?





Connie:	What makes you think that?





Paul:	Oh come on now. Besides Tony's just been here and told me





Connie:	He hasn't





Paul:	He has





Connie:	But he said ...





Paul:	Said what?





Connie:	Never mind





Paul:	You were supposed to meet him out here weren't you?





Connie:	We're just friends that's all





Paul:	That's not the impression I got. But have it your way





Connie:	He's just going through a difficult time with Sandra. And you're 	not helping by the way





Paul:	I never do





Connie:	So what did he say?





Paul:	He said you should meet him in the women's changing rooms in ten minutes. Sandra was sniffing around out here, and I suppose that could have got complicated





Connie:	I don't know why? We're not doing anything to be ashamed of





Paul:	Of course, just old friends talking





Connie:	Women's changing rooms?





Paul:	That's right





Connie turns to leave, but pauses





Connie:	So do you like Sandra?





Paul:	No. We're just good friends





Connie exits





That's it dear, you run along. You're only human after all





Tony enters from the opposite side Connie exited





Tony: (loud whisper) Connie?





Paul: (loudly)	Tony!!





Tony:	Oh, er ... hi!





		Tony walks slowly forward looking around for any sign of 		Connie





Paul:	Come to join me? Pull up a broom handle and sit down





Tony:	Er ... thanks





Paul:	Cigarette?





Tony:	Er ... ok. Just one. I should really be getting back. Just came to see what you were up to, you know





Paul:	That's right





Paul lights two cigarettes and hands one to Tony





Tony:	Thanks





Paul:	Think of it as a peace offering. How's your nose?





Tony:	Oh fine, just fine. He hits like a girl anyway. Just took me a little by surprise that's all





Paul:	Quite. Whatever did you say to the poor chap?





Tony:	Nothing! All forgotten now anyway. It was probably just the drink in him. He always gets upset for some reason. Been like that for the past fifteen years. He's not really happy until he's crying about something





Paul:	Still this'll be one party you won't forget, eh?





Tony:	Maybe. But they all seem to drift into one another after a while. Drink enough and you can forget anything





Paul:	How's Sandra?





Tony:	Ok. Last time I saw her she was still giggling at me. Said she was going to look for John





Paul:	I thought he was still in his cupboard?





Tony:	No. He's probably hiding somewhere else now. Silly old sod. After all those years and he goes and does something like that. You'd think he'd know better at his age. And he is too old, no matter what you might think





Paul:	Oh I don't thing anything, I'm far too young for that. So how long've you two been married? You and Sandra, I mean?





Tony:	Twenty years. S'pose you would have been about eight on our wedding day





Paul:	Guess so





Tony:	Still playing with your action man





Paul:	No. Train sets mostly. I like things that move about a bit





Tony:	She wasn't always like this you know





Paul:	Who?





Tony:	Sandra, my wife





Paul:	Oh, her. Wasn't she?





Tony:	She used to be a model





Paul:	Model wife?





Tony:	Model! Catalogue stuff mostly. Dresses, knitwear, bikinis, underwear even. Had a lovely little figure back then. Even did a couple of front covers,nothing big, but still she made a decent living at it





Paul:	So why'd she stop?





Tony:	I don't know. She just did. Something must have happened I guess. But like I said, you drink enough and you can forget anything. She just seemed to let herself go after that





Paul:	Still a beautiful woman!





Tony:	You think? ... Thanks for the cigarette. I better get back





Tony moves to exit





Paul:	Connie was looking for you by the way





Tony:	What?





Paul:	Men's changing rooms. Five minutes





Tony:	Oh ... she must want to talk about something. Marriage isn't going too well,you know ... Thanks





Paul:	Don't mention it, old boy.





Tony exits as Paul smiles into his drink





Lights down





                             Curtains open





SCENE TWO





The stage is set to represent the two dressing rooms, partitioned down the middle by a small corridor. There is a wooden table and chair in each room with a single light above.


For the time being only the corridor is lit.





Sandra walks down the corridor furtively, looking behind her. She opens the door to the women's changing rooms and walks in. She turns on the light and looks in the mirror on the wall checking her make up





Sandra: (cockney) I'm a good girl I am





John walks down the corridor into the men's changing room holding a bottle of whisky and two glasses. His hands being full he leaves the light off and bumps into the table leg





John: (anguished cry) Howl. Howl. Howl. Howl.





Sandra:	John's doing his King Lear impression again





John trips on the chair falling flat on his back





John:	God. What a clumsy old bugger





Sandra opens the door





Sandra:	John. Is that you?





John:	Hold on a minute dear. I'm a little indisposed





			John gets up and puts the glasses and bottle on the 			table. He opens the door





 	What?


	


Sandra:	What are you doing?





John:	Oh nothing. Just having a private little party





Sandra:	Me too. Who with?





John:	Er ... Nicky. She wants to talk about someone, something





Sandra:	Well keep the noise down. He might need to concentrate.





John:		Doesn't he always.





Sandra:	What?





John:		Never mind.





			They both close their doors





John:		Now where the hell's that light switch? Oh sod it.





			Connie walks down the corridor with a bottle of brandy 			and two glasses.She comes to the womans changing 			room and tries to open the door with her elbow. Sandra 			opens it.





Sandra:	I'm here........Oh !





Connie:	Oh.....er





Sandra:	What do you want?





Connie:	Er,..Nothing





			Connie peeps into the room.





Sandra:	Who are you looking for ?





Connie:	No-one. Thought you might enjoy a drink that's all.	


		


			Sandra looks out of the door and then at her watch.





Sandra:	Just one then.





			Connie enters closing the door behind her.





Connie:	What are you doing down here ?





Sandra:	Contemplating my navel.





			Connie pours them both a brandy.





Connie:	Did you find it ?





			Tony walks down the corridor checking his watch. The 			lights are still out in the men's changing room. 


	


Sandra:	Eventually. It wanted to know why the lights were always off.





Connie:	There you go.





			Connie passes Sandra the drink as Tony opens the door 			to the men's changing rooms. Connie and Sandra just 			drink eyeing each other.





John:		Come in big Frank!! I'm all yours!





			Tony switches on the lights to see John standing there 			naked apart from his boxer shorts, shoes and socks, 			holding the bottle and two glasses aloft.





Tony:		What the hell ?





			John lets out an anguished yelp of suprise and hurriedly 			tries to cover up. Then he thinks better of it.





John:		Oh for heavens sake, why am I bothering ? What the hell are 		you doing here?





Tony:		What the hell am I doing here? That's rich. What the hell are 		you doing here in your underwear?





Sandra:	So what did you come down here for, really?





John:		Thats none of your business.





Tony:		So you just felt like letting it all hang out?





Connie:	What are you suggesting?





Sandra:	Well you didn't come down here to see me.





John:		You've seen it all before!





Connie:           If you must know I came to see Tony.





Tony:		Not that there's much to see.





Sandra:	I knew it all along. You.....you...tart!





John:		Now now ducky, people in glass houses.





Connie:	Well maybe if you treated him better he wouldn't be eating 		elswhere.





Tony:		I've got nothing to be ashamed of.





John:		That's not what the tape measure said.





Connie:	I know he's not much to look at but he really tried to make 		your marriage work.





Tony:		What's got into you?





Sandra:	Him?	





Tony:		I mean apart from me.





			Tony and John smile.


	


Sandra:	He's never just wanted me





John:	You're a rotten sod! Come here and close that door





		Tony smiles and closes the door as John approaches 		and they kiss





Connie:	Has he always been like that?





	Tony switches off the light as he and John continue 	necking








Sandra:	Pretty much. For the past fifteen years I suppose. It was ok at 	first, but I always got the vague impression something was 	missing. Surprised he hasn't got around to you before now 	actually





Connie:	Oh, I thought ...





Connie sits down and drinks





Sandra:	What? That you were special? Me too ducky, me too





Nicky begins to walk down the corridor





Connie:	No it's just that ...





Sandra:	You thought it might mean something





			Nicky is holding a bottle of gin. She opens the door to the 			men's changing rooms, turns on the light and screams





Nicky:		Sorry. Oh god. sorry





		Tony is sitting on John's lap but jumps up, his shirt open. 		Sandra opens the door and peeks outside. Connie peeks 		out behind her





Sandra:	Are you alright?





Nicky:		Sorry, I didn't mean ... didn't think. Paul came on 	stage and told me to meet him in the men's changing 	rooms





John comes to the door





John:	He said what?





Sandra:	John!!





John:		Hello dear





Tony has crawled underneath the table





Nicky:		He said he had something to show me





Sandra:	I'll bet he did





John:	But he said he'd meet me





Sandra:	He's with you?





Nicky looks to the floor





John:	Er, not exactly





Sandra:	So who is?





John looks back into the room





John:	Nobody. Isn't that right Nicky?





Sandra:	Nicky?





		Nicky suddenly turns and runs off stage as Sandra enters 		the hallway





Sandra:	Let me see





John:	Now, now dear





Sandra tries to push past John





John:	Sandra, don't be silly!





He pushes her away and closes the door





Sandra:	Right





			Sandra backs through the other door to give herself a run 			up. She charges forward as John opens the door. Going `			too fast she just manages to stop herself careering into 			the opposite wall as John quickly goes into the hallway 			closing and locking the door behind him. Sandra turns, 			sees Tony under the table and screams. Connie looks at 			John who shamefacedly runs off.





Tony comes out from under the table





Sandra:	But ....





Tony:	Yes





Sandra:	With him?





Tony:	Yes





			Sandra goes to the door to exit but finds it locked. She 			goes back into the centre of the room and stands looking 			at Tony. Suddenly she bursts out crying





Sandra:	How could you?





			Paul enters and walks into the female dressing room. 			Connie has sat 	back down with her drink





Tony:	I thought you knew





Tony walks over to Sandra and holds her gently





Paul:	Well hello. I wondered who I'd find in here. Was that John I saw slinking off in his underwear?





Connie:	You know damn well it was





Paul:	He and Tony have a lovers tiff?





Connie:	Something like that ... If you're looking for Sandra she's across 	the hall





Paul:	With Tony?





Connie:	Obviously. That was her you heard screaming





Paul:	Well I think Tony would make me scream too. May I?





Paul points to the brandy bottle





Connie:	Help yourself





Paul:	Thanks. I must say I'm definitely appreciating your contribution to the party





	Paul picks up the brandy bottle and pours himself a drink








Connie:	I don't think most people are appreciating yours





Paul pours more brandy into Connie's glass





Paul:	Oh I wouldn't say that. Most people here seemed to be desperate to see what I had to contribute





	Tony sits down with Sandra on his knee. They hug each 	other as she softly cries





Connie:	I wasn't





Paul:	Well no. But then you had Tony to keep you busy





Connie:	And you had Sandra?





Paul:	Certainly not. I was just raising the stakes of the annual party games that's all. Making it mean something. Sorry to ruin your fun





Connie:	I ought to thank you I suppose. It seems I had misjudged the 	situation somewhat





Paul:	Yes





Connie:	So thankyou





Paul:	You're welcome





Connie:	You're a bastard though aren't you?





Paul:	(Pause)	 I gave your husband a ring a few minutes ago





Connie:	What?





Paul:	Lovely man





Connie:	What?





Connie stands up angrily





Paul:	Oh don't worry I didn't say anything. In fact he did most of the talking. Seemed to be watching an old sci-fi movie on tv. Invasion of the big headed communists or something like that. He was taping it as well though so you could watch it together. Isn't that nice of him





Connie:	What the hell right have you got to talk to my husband?





Paul:	I just thought I'd warn him you were probably going to be late. I told him all about the fake antique clock we bought you. He said it sounded very nice. I even asked him to come and join in the fun, but you're right, it doesn't seem to be his sort of thing





Connie:	It's not





Connie sits back down again. Paul walks behind her





Paul:	In fact I got the distinct impression it's not been his sort of thing for quite some time





Connie takes a drink and Paul immediately refills it





Paul:	Let me guess. Perhaps you get lucky Saturday nights, if there's nothing good on the tele?





Connie:	That'll be the day





Paul:	Oh that's right. If there's nothing good on the tele, you have always got his extensive video collection to fall back on. He was telling me all about it. How you're never without anything to watch. Must be very comforting for you





Connie: (gritting her teeth) It is!





Paul:	Tony was saying how you were having trouble in your marriage





Connie:	He what?





Paul:	Seemed very willing to talk about it. Quite proud of himself he was. Like he was doing you a favour





Connie:	I'll kill him





Paul:	Now, now. Violence is never answer. That was John's mistake. You have to find a way to annoy them more than that





Connie:	What are you saying?





Paul:	Well I'm saying there are always possibilities. Alternatives. You might not see them immediately but they're always there





		Paul is still standing behind Connie as she sits facing 		away from him. Paul puts his hand on Connie's shoulder. 		She looks at it for a second





Connie:	You've got a bloody nerve





Paul:	I've got nothing to lose 





			Paul slowly inches his hand down the front of Connie's 			blouse





Paul:	Do you want me to stop?





		Connie reaches round and she and Paul kiss 		passionately. He reaches up and turns out the light as 		they continue to kiss each other





Sandra wipes her eyes and gets off Tony





Tony:	Don't you think we should talk about this?





Sandra:	Not now. Later. Not now. At home. Not here





			Sandra tries to open the door again, but it's still locked 			which just adds to her grief and sense of hopelessness





Sandra:	Oh God, oh God





Tony:	Here let me try





Tony tries to pull open the door, but it's no use





Sandra:	Help! Jesus help! (SHOUTING) HELP!! HELP!!





Tony looks at her and decides to join in





Tony: (shouting)   Help! Help!


Together:	HELP!! HELP!! HELP!! HELP!! HELP!!





They carry on until the curtains close.


			 Lights down








SCENE 3 - Lights up





Outside Nicky is sitting drinking, already obviously quite tipsy. John enters still in his underwear. He sees Nicky and stops dead as she sees him and bursts out giggling. He though is very obviously near tears so she stops





Nicky:		Sorry. Aren't you cold?





John:	Of course I am. I can hardly go and get my clothes now though can I?





			Shivering he sits next to Nicky on the stage. She puts her 			arm around him and offers him her drink





Nicky:		Here





John:	Thanks. I guess I do make a pretty ridiculous sight. Some old queen in his underwear





He drinks





John:	God. What am I going to do now?





Nicky:		Keep drinking. It seems to be the policy around here 	tonight





John:	Your policy anyway





Nicky:		Oh I've had my fair share of fun too. Not as much as you, 	admittedly





John:	You think this is fun?





Nicky:		Well it doesn't mean anything, right? Musical beds I just 	didn't know that you played that game





John:	Neither did I





Nicky:		Well don't worry. I haven't done any better than you 	tonight





John:	At least you still have your clothes on





Nicky:		Yeah, like that's a comfort





John:	Back home to Mr Winkie?





Nicky:		No. Actually I threw that damn bear out years ago. Still 	got the hot water bottle though. I mean on nights like this you've 	got to have something. It can get pretty cold





John starts crying, sobbing uncontrollably





Nicky:		Hey, hey. Come on now





She hugs him





John:	I wish I had a hot water bottle!





Nicky:		Well you can borrow mine





John sobs loudly again





Nicky:		It's from Marks and Spencers





More sobbing from John





Nicky:		Hey, hey. Come on. Stop this. It's a party





John:	This isn't a party. This is worse than being a Liberal Democrat





Nicky:		Oh hey. Things aren't that bad





John:	No? Fifteen years. Fifteen years of my life down the toilet and what have I got to show for it?





Nicky:		They got some seats at the last election





John:	What?





Nicky:		Oh, sorry. Carry on





John:	What was I thinking? I mean I knew he was married. He knew he was married. He said she'd never find out. Hah! They always find out. Even Mr Cedrick found out





Nicky:		Who?





John:	My old headmaster! Northampton School for Boys. Retired three years ago and he was mostly blind and deaf in one ear when I was a boy there. God knows the state he was in eventually, but even he found out. Kicked me out of the school. Said I was a bad influence





Nicky:		Why?





John:	I was found in the shower with Jonathan Dechlan. But did he get kicked out? Oh no! His father was a patron. A regular big hearted benefactor





Nicky:		I thought you hated Jonathan Dechlan?





John:	I did. But he had the most beautiful thighs of the entire rugby team. And besides, he invited me into that shower. And I was the bad influence ... Suppose I am really





Nicky:		So what happened to Jonathan?





John:	I heard he got the cane





Nicky:		That all?





John:	Yes. Ten lashes of the cane. Which he would have enjoyed anyway. I mean he's in politics now so ...





Nicky:		You never thought of entering politics?





John:	Not in the way you mean.Too much competition anyway and would you trust a face like this?





John points to himself





Nicky:		I might





John pats her hand





John:	You're sweet dear. But with my background you don't get accepted anywhere but the gents toilets after midnight ... and one or two gentlemen's clubs in South London





Nicky:		Really?





John:	Sure. And being black balled doesn't always mean what you think it does. Sometimes it just means you've had a wonderful night out





Nicky:		Or in!





John:(smiling)     How well you know me ...





Nicky:		About as well as I'm ever going to ... shame you're not 	straight. You're quite cute when you're unhappy





John:	Thankyou. That's probably the best compliment I'll get all night





Nicky:		What are you going to say to Sandra?





John looks at Nicky and pauses for the longest time





John:	Sorry.... I suppose. I mean what else can you say? Either that or never speak to the poor woman again. It's not been easy for her. I mean she knew all right, she knew, she just didn't really know





Nicky:		Neither did I





John:	Never suspected?





Nicky:		No. I mean we all know Tony. Just not as well as you 	obviously know him





John:	God. I suppose I could always join another society





Nicky:		That's the spirit. Pick yourself up, dust yourself off and 	start all over again, just like me





John:	You too?





Nicky:		Of course. You don't get a figure like mine through 	regular sex... Most the boys my age love me as a friend. That 	Nicky, she can drink like a good 'un. She's one of us she is and 	whenever their girlfriends treat them like crap, who do they run 	to? Good old Nicky. Nicky's great to talk to. she'll listen to any 	old drivel


	


John:	But no? ...





Nicky:		No. Sometimes, you know, when drunk. Then they 	shuffle off embarrassed and wait for the girl of their dreams to 	come along, all pert and vacant, with legs that can touch her 	own earlobes if necessary ... I had high hopes for Paul in there 	though





John:	Me too





Nicky:		Even if he talks out of his own arse most of the time





John:	Well a lot of people's breath smells in this business deary. Actors are actors after all





Nicky:		Did you expect it to last?





John:	It lasted fifteen years. There have been other women, but he always came back to me





Nicky:		And Sandra





John nods





John:	Fifteen years of backstage parties and he's never once come near me





Nicky:		Maybe be wanted her to know





John:	Maybe ... I guess this is a surefire way to get rid of me. He always said he'd never leave Sandra. Maybe I just got old and lost my appeal somewhere





Nicky:		Don't be silly, you're not that old





John:	Funny isn't it? I've been told that quite a few times tonight





Nicky:		So it must be true then





John:	Yes I suppose it must dear. I suppose it must


I had a friend once, you know, that got so obsessed by a young boy he'd met. Head over heels in love, my friend was. Took this boy everywhere, New York even, on holiday. Spent thousands of pounds on him and then, when the money dried up, this boy left, hooked his line to another rod so to speak. And my friend, overcome with grief and not a little anger that he'd become so pathetic, decided to hang himself. Tied a noose, swung it over a beam, got on a stool to put his head through the loop, the stool collapsed and he fell and broke his ankle





Nicky:		So he didn't die?





John:	No. In fact one of the ambulance men that picked him up, literally picked him up and they've been partners for the past seven years. Which just goes to prove there's always hope I suppose





Nicky:		Maybe that's what they mean when they say break a leg?





John:	Maybe break a leg and hope for someone cute to pick you up. My mother always wanted me to be a doctor which is ironic because I always wanted to marry one





Nicky:		There is always hope. As Scarlett O'Hara once said 	"Tomorrow is another day"





John:	I suppose. But then the man of her dreams had just walked out on her too





Nicky:		God. You can do better than Tony surely?





John:	Maybe I could. But my foundation seems to get thicker every year. Who'd have me now?





Nicky:		I would





		John looks more than a little surprised as Nicky looks to 		the floor








John: (sympathetically)  Oh Nicky ...





Suddenly off stage Tony yells out





Tony: (loudly)     JOHN!!





John:	I think that's my cue dear. Time to go and get decent





John begins to hurry off





Nicky:		Don't you want to talk to him?





John:	We never just talk when I'm in my underwear. See you later





John exits hurriedly





Tony enters





Tony:	JOHN!!





Nicky:		He's gone back inside





Tony:	Oh





Nicky:		Oh. You bastard!





Tony:	I know. I'm sorry. I didn't mean you to find out like that





Nicky:		When  did you mean me to find out?





Tony:	I ... I would have ended it eventually. It was all getting a little tiresome anyway. Him with his constant crying. Sandra and her drinking. I told you, sometimes you find yourself in a hole and you don't quite know when you started digging it





Nicky:		And Connie?





Tony:	Oh that was nothing. We were really just talking. She came to me for advice





Nicky:		That all?





Tony:	Of course I've told you before. I'm just trying to find a way out. Did you say anything to him?





Nicky:		Of course not. I think we've had enough revelations for 	one night





Tony:	Thank you. You've got a good heart





Nicky:		Where's Sandra?





Tony:	On stage drinking. She's been doing it for years. She'll be ok in the morning





Nicky:		Not after this ...





Tony:	Really? Funny. It never struck me quite how young you are





Tony sits next to her





Nicky:		What's that supposed to mean?





Tony:	Sandra and I are old enough to know that marriages can't always be based on fidelity, but they can last





Nicky:		John said you'd never leave her





Tony:	I never will .... I can't, and you know why





Nicky:		But John?





Tony:	It's over. I'm not interested any more. It's run it's course and now it's done. Trust me





Nicky:		How can I? I'd just be another on your list. And from what 	I've heard it seems like a pretty big list





Tony:	There are no others now. Actually the reputation I have is larger than I deserve. There haven't been many. But I always believed they could offer some kind of solace, some kind of shelter from the storm





Nicky:		Did they?





Tony:	For a while. Until they got bored of me I suppose





Nicky:		What about Sandra?





Tony:	Sandra and I stopped finding each other attractive years ago. She never forgave me for making her stop modelling. She just couldn't see how embarrassing it was for me .... Take pity on an old man?





Nicky:		No others!





Tony:	No others!





		Tony and Nicky gaze lovingly into each others eyes and 		kiss slowly.





Paul enters and watches them for a moment or two, startled and bemused, then turns and exits





I think I'll go and get changed back into the civvies and try to clear the air with John





Nicky: (softly)    Ok





Tony:	See you back on stage?





Nicky:		Ok





Tony and Nicky exit on opposite sides





Lights down





SCENE 4 - Lights up





The stage is set as in Act 1. The sofa, the chair,the table and the clock.





Connie is pouring a drink for Sandra and herself. Sandra is sitting in the chair looking dishevelled, her mascara having run down her face.


Connie hands her the drink





Sandra:	Thanks





Connie:	Welcome ..... Sorry





Sandra:	It's ok. It wasn't you that was the surprise





Connie:	No ... still, I'm sorry





Sandra:	Trust me. You wouldn't have been impressed with him anyway. 	Do you know the national average for a man making love from 	start to finish is three and a half minutes





Connie:	I am married remember ... You can't boil an egg in three and a 	half minutes





Sandra:	And we're much more complicated than eggs ... not that Tony 	would know that





Connie:	No





Sandra looks at Connie





Connie:	Sorry





Sandra:	So you weren't impressed?





Connie looks to the ground





Connie:	So how are you going to handle this? John, I mean





Sandra:	With discretion, as always. It's got so that it's almost automatic 	these days. The secrecy, making sure everything's covered up





Connie:	Still, I mean, it's not just been Tony has it, that you've covered 	up for?


	


Sandra:	God no. Everyone has secrets. Do you remember David from a 	couple of years ago?





Connie:	The guy who helped build the scenery in Pygmalion? You 	didn't?





			Connie sits on the couch as Sandra nods her head. They 			both begin giggling





Sandra:	Back stage every night. Even on the stage one night after 	everyone had gone home





Connie:	He was cute





Sandra:	He was huge. I wondered why he was always wearing baggy 	pants. Then I found out





More giggling





Connie:	How long?





Sandra:	What?





Connie:	Did you see him for?





Sandra:	Oh, a few months, then he moved away. Got a job in Cardiff 	building scenery. He was lovely. Had a think for kinky 	underwear. I don't know why, I mean all he ever did was rip 	them off each time. Cost me a fortune





Connie:	But it was worth it





Sandra:	Oh yes ... what about you?





Connie:	What?





Sandra:	Secrets I mean. You must have some





Connie:	Me? No ... well except Tony that is. And he's no secret





Sandra:	Except to your husband





Connie:	Well, yes. But then it'd take an earthquake to get him from in 	front of that television. He probably wouldn't notice if I were 	having it off behind our sofa. Well not unless the BBC broadcast 	it anyway





Sandra:	Should get their ratings up





Connie:	Yeah, for about three and a half minutes. You know I can't 	believe you two, that you can do it. Of course, you have to do it, 	but still, I don't think I could do it. Carry on I mean





Sandra looks into her glass





Sandra:	Gonna fill that for me?





Connie:	Oh sure





			Connie gets up to fetch the bottle and fills Sandra's glass 			and then her own





Sandra:	Things can be arranged.No matter who you're married to ... 		where's Paul? I suppose I better say goodnight to the little 		darling





Connie:	Changing. You were there to meet him weren't you?





Sandra nods





Sandra:	Why? Has he said anything?





Connie:	No. For how long?





Sandra:	About six weeks. Don't say anything to Tony though. I want him 	to pay for what he's done to me. He's not going to forget tonight 	for a very long time





Nicky enters





Nicky:		Neither am I





Sandra:	Oh hello dear. I bet that wasn't something you expected to see 	tonight, eh?





Nicky:		You can say that again





Connie:	Where've you been?





Nicky:		Outside talking to John. He's changing now. I doubt that 	he'll want to come back on stage knowing Sandra's here though





Sandra:	I'll bet. Little Jezebel





Connie:	No, no. He has to come back on stage as Paul wants to 	announce something





Sandra:	What?





Connie:	Wait and see. We were talking earlier and came to an 	agreement, but now I think I'll let the group decide





Nicky:		Decide what?





Connie:	Oh you'll see soon enough





Connie goes to the wing and bellows out





Connie: (loudly)  PAUL!





Paul: (offstage)  COMING!!








			Paul appears at the side, waves across to Sandra smiling 			and then whispers in Connie's ear. Connie turns to 			Sandra





Connie:	John says promise you won't hit him





Sandra:	Promise





Connie nods to Paul who exits again





Sandra:	I might kick him where it hurts a few times but ...





Connie:	Sandra!





Sandra:	Well,wouldn't you?





Connie thinks for a second or two





Connie:	Yeah, actually I would. Kick him where you like





		Suddenly there is a commotion of stage and John is 		forcibly pushed on looking scared and embarrassed





John:	Er ...





	He quickly turns away from the women and pours himself a 	drink





Sandra:	You've got some nerve





John turns with a large glass half full of brandy





John:	I will have in a minute dear





John drinks the brandy in one





He insisted you see ... I wasn't ... well I would have said something ... it's just ...





Paul: (off stage shouting)  TONY! TONY!!





Paul enters





Paul:	Where's Tony?





John:	I thought he was with you





Paul:	He wandered off. Mind you all the women are here so he can't be far away





Sandra:	PAUL!!





Paul:	Yes dear?





Nicky:		You don't know him that well





Paul: (to Nicky)   No, but I know who does





Paul looks around the room





Then again that doesn't rule many of you out ... what are you, his flock or something? TONY!!





			Tony enters. He is now dressed in his own clothes. Black 			trousers, grey shirt and dog collar. A cross hangs around 			his neck. John goes and sits next to Nicky on the couch





Tony:	Here I am





Paul:	There he is at last our C of E compadre. Now we're all here Connie and I can say what we have to say





Connie:	Ooh no. You're on your own





Paul:	What?





Connie:	You tell them. I'd like to hear you say it





Paul:	Then so I shall. But first a drink. John?





John shakes his head





Paul:	Sandra?





Sandra:	Not now





Paul:	Ok, another time maybe. Connie? You're still three drinks behind you know. Your eyes haven't glazed over yet





Connie:	All the better to see you with my dear





Paul:	Fine, fine. Nicky?





Nicky:		No





Paul:	Oh ok. Just me then, unless Tony can have one whilst he's on duty? Shame we've no red wine for you





Tony:	Just get on with it





Paul:	Ok





	Paul pours himself a brandy, then turns and sits on the 	table





Paul:	Well, we've had quite an evening so far, what with John hitting a man of God,amongst other things. Naughty, naughty. We've had people locked in dressing rooms and John in his cupboard. Even though that would be the first place God would look if he wanted to exact divine retribution





Tony:	God is everywhere





Paul:	What, even in Wycliffe? (this place name should be changed to suit wherever it is being performed)





Tony:	Yes








Paul:	Apparently so ... we've had laughter and tears and party games aplenty. But what we haven't had is the traditional, tacked on, means nothing,but we've got to end the play somehow happy ending





Sandra:	This should be good





Paul:	And so it is. Now earlier on this evening when Tony and Connie were in the stock cupboard looking for a new play apparently, not that they found one but we all know how tough those things can be to find, especially with the lights off. An idea struck me. Instead of trying to decide which one to do and spending loads of valuable rehearsal time reading some drivel it'll turn out you don't have enough people for, I thought, as I'm a writer already, why don't we do one of my plays. I have one that would be perfect. And when Connie and I discussed it, after some intense negotiations, she thought it a marvellous idea. Didn't you Connie?





Connie:	No





Paul:	What?





Connie:	Sorry everyone. After much consideration I think the idea of 	doing one of your plays stinks. I for one would rather sit at home 	with my husband watching "Invasion of the big headed 	communists" than be in anything you've written





Paul:	But what about earlier





Connie:	What about earlier? All we did was talk right?





Paul looks at Sandra





Paul:	Er, yes. Yes of course. But ...





Connie:	But what. A girl can change her mind can't she. And Sandra, he 	sent me to see you





Tony: (to John)  And he sent me to see you





Sandra:	What?





John:	What?





John and Sandra stand up





Paul:	Oh for heavens sake





Connie:	You engineered tonight to cause the most upset didn't you. You 	manipulated people just because you thought it was funny





	Connie begins to walk towards Paul who begins to back 	away





Tony:	And you want us to do a play of yours?





Paul:	It's a good one





		Tony, Sandra, John and then Nicky all follow Connie as 		she moves closer to Paul who backs away more and 		more





Connie:	You're selfish, self-interested, manipulative





Sandra:	Crap in bed





Tony:	What?





Sandra:	Sorry





Connie:	Crap in bed, and I'm going to advise the members of this society 	not to touch your play with a barge pole





Paul:	Now look. Just because I helped bring things out in the open





John:	We don't like things to be out in the open





Sandra:	We prefer our secrets to stay secret, behind closed doors





Connie:	That way they don't mean anything





Sandra:	And life goes on as normal





John:	Without any ugly scenes





Nicky:		Or recriminations





Paul:	You're mad, the lot of you. Just because you don't see it doesn't mean it's not going on





Connie:	Doesn't it?





Tony:	If a tree falls in a forest and no one's around ...





Sandra:	What they don't see won't make them feel inferior





Nicky:		Everyone's got their own lives to live





Connie:	And you're no better than us





John:	Happiness is where you find it





Tony:	And that's our choice





Connie begins prodding Paul in the chest





Connie:	So what do you think about that Mr Writer person?





Paul:	Oh come on now, things aren't that baaaaaaaagghhh





Paul falls off the edge of the stage





Connie:	Serves you right. Clever git





Paul:	It's no wonder you've got so few members. You are mad





Connie:	Come on people, let's exit gracefully shall we?





Paul:	Hah. That's a laugh





Everyone except Paul exits





Paul:	You didn't deserve to be on stage in the first place. You were crap anyway. Oh how the worm turns.There are plenty of other societies you know





Paul climbs back on stage





Criticise my morals will you? Hypocrites. You've all got the morals of a bunch of rabbits. No, that's an insult to rabbits, none of you are cute with fluffy tails I'll bet. Oh I don't know though. You've all got the morals of a bunch of actors and I'm glad I'm going to be a writer. And what kind of vicar is that. You're supposed to tend the flock, not sleep with them. What are you Welsh? You ought to be in a play, the whole damn lot of you...


You ought to be in a........and I'm a .......





Paul suddenly turns to the audience





Paul:	Eureka!!! Where's my bloody pen?





Paul exits. Curtain





FINIS


