
ACT 1 SCENE 1

THE ACTION IS SET ENTIRELY IN THE 
LIVING ROOM OF A FIRST FLOOR 
FLAT. THERE ARE FIVE EXITS FROM 
THIS ROOM - A DOOR UR LEADS INTO 
THE BEDROOM, A DOOR UL LEADS INTO 
THE KITCHEN, A DOOR UCL LEADS TO 
THE HALL. A SECOND BEDROOM AND 
THE BATHROOM ARE OFF THIS HALL, 
WHICH LEADS TO THE FRONT DOOR. A 
WINDOW R OVERLOOKS THE GARDEN AND 
AN ENTRANCE DL OPENS ONTO A SMALL 
BALCONY CONTAINING A GARDEN CHAIR 
AND SMALL TABLE. THERE ARE TWO 
CUPBOARDS US JUST TO R OF C. 
THERE ARE FIVE PIECES OF 
FURNITURE IN THIS ROOM - TWO 
ARMCHAIRS CL AND CR, A SOFA JUST 
L OF C, A COFFEE TABLE IN FRONT 
OF THE SOFA (WITH MAGAZINES ON IT 
AND TWO BOTTLES OF SHERRY 
UNDERNEATH) AND A SMALL TABLE 
AGAINST THE US WALL WITH A TABLE-
CLOTH, VASE OF FLOWERS, AN ANSWER-
MACHINE AND A TELEPHONE. THERE IS 
A DOOR-CHIME ON THE US WALL WITH 
CABLES LEADING INTO THE WALL 
TOWARDS THE FRONT DOOR. THE 
COFFEE TABLE IS STREWN WITH 
GARDENING AND LADIES' MAGAZINES 
AS WELL AS TWO SETS OF CAR-KEYS. 
MIKE AND CLAIRE ARE IN THEIR 
FORTIES AND ARE FINDING LIFE 
RATHER HUMDRUM NOW THAT THE 
CHILDREN HAVE ALL LEFT HOME. THEY 
HAVE BOTH JOINED DIFFERENT 
EVENING CLASSES IN AN ENDEAVOUR 
TO SPICE UP THEIR LIVES. MIKE HAS 
JOINED A TENNIS GROUP AND CLAIRE 
HAS STARTED JUDO, BOTH ON THE 
SAME NIGHT - TONIGHT. THE SPICE 
TAKES THE FORM OF SANDRA, A FIT 
AND ATTRACTIVE BLONDE, WHOM MIKE 
HAS MET AT TENNIS AND GEOFF, A 
RATHER ORDINARY GUY WHO, LIKE 
CLAIRE, HAS TAKEN UP JUDO. CLAIRE 
SITS READING A MAGAZINE. ENTER 
MIKE, IN HIS TENNIS GEAR. 

CLAIRE: Are you still here, darling? I thought you'd 
already gone to tennis.
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MIKE: As you can see, I haven't. I'm not even sure I've
got the energy tonight.

CLAIRE: Oh, come on honey, isn't it mixed doubles today?

MIKE: Yes, but what difference does that make?

CLAIRE: Well, doesn't the thought of those fit young 
girls in short white skirts make you raring to 
go?

MIKE: I beg your pardon?

CLAIRE: Well, you know……

MIKE: (Acting decorously)  No, I do not know! Anyway, I
can't say I've noticed any fit girls at tennis.

CLAIRE: (Sniggering violently) My goodness, then you must
be getting short-sighted in middle age.

MIKE: I certainly am not! I can read newspaper print at
a hundred yards.

CLAIRE: Can you indeed! Then read this paragraph to me. 
(Holding up the magazine and indicating the 

MIKE: (Seriously flustered) I…I…well…um…ah…

CLAIRE: There you are, you see. You can't read it, can 
you?

MIKE: It's the italic font …… and …. and the green 
background. You know I'm colour blind to red and 
green.

CLAIRE: Oh, the crosses men have to bear! 

MIKE: Now that's unfair! You know that I'm suffering 
from arthritis and lumbago and a trapped…..

CLAIRE: I know I have to listen to the same excuses every
Saturday night. (Pause) That doesn't mean it's 
true.

MIKE: Now just look here… (ponders) Anyway, what about 
the men at your Judo club? They can't be wimps 
can they? I mean, it's not a tiddlywinks club.

CLAIRE: My mind is totally focused on the judo moves, as 
it happens. I have no time to notice the men.
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MIKE: What, even when they grab you around the waist, 
throw you to the floor and pin you down? (He 
gestures and she notices his hand.)

CLAIRE: Mike, you're not wearing your wedding ring. Why 
have you taken it off?

MIKE: I… I… well, you know, it rubs against the racquet
when I play.

CLAIRE: But you're right handed and you wear your wedding
ring on the left.

MIKE: What is this, the Spanish Inquisition?

CLAIRE: (Looks at her watch)  Goodness, is that the time?
I must get changed - and you must go, or you'll 
be late.

MIKE: Goodbye dear - back about eleven. (blows her a 
kiss and exits.)

CLAIRE: (Giving a hefty sigh as the front door slams) 
Goodbye, darling. Don't have a fatal accident on 
the way. Now, where was I? Oh, yes, about to get 
changed.

SHE HUMS TO HERSELF AS SHE EXITS 
R TO THE BEDROOM. THE TELEPHONE 
RINGS BUT WE HEAR CLAIRE SINGING. 
CLEARLY SHE HAS NOT HEARD THE 
PHONE. THE ANSWER-MACHINE CUTS IN.

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

We are sorry we are unable to take your call at 
the moment. Please leave a message after the tone
and we will call you as soon as possible.  
(tone)

SANDRA'S 
VOICE: 

(In a sexy voice) Hello, Mike, Sandra here. I 
hope you haven't left yet. I've just arrived at 
the club and it's flooded - so tennis is off. 
Please come down to the club and pick me up 
anyway. I would like to suggest some alternative 
… extra-curricular activity, as we have a free 
evening. Perhaps we could go to your place? Bye 
for now.

THERE IS A KISSING SOUND THEN A 
CLICK AS SHE RINGS OFF. NOISES 
OFF - MIKE DRIVING AWAY.

ENTER CLAIRE, STILL SINGING, AND 
NOW DRESSED IN JUDO GEAR.
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CLAIRE: (Goes to exit then stops.) Silly me, I won't get 
far without the car keys, will I! 

CROSSES TO THE COFFEE TABLE AND 
PICKS UP HER KEYS. AS SHE NEARS 
THE DOOR SHE LOOKS AT THE ANSWER-
MACHINE AND GOES AS IF TO PRESS 
THE BUTTON.

CLAIRE: Oh, I'd better leave it switched on - Cindy might
phone from college.

SHE EXITS, JINGLING HER KEYS AND 
STILL SINGING. THE FRONT DOOR 
SLAMS AND THE PHONE RINGS 
IMMEDIATELY. THE ANSWER-MACHINE 
CUTS IN.

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

We are sorry we are unable to take your call at 
the moment. Please leave a message after the tone
and we will call you as soon as possible.  
(tone)

GEOFF'S 
VOICE: 

(Sounding rather nervous.) Hello, darling! 
It's…it's…it's me, Geoff. If you haven't left 
yet, please p…p…pick up the phone. (silence) Oh 
hell, I suppose you've already left. Well, in 
case you're in the bathroom or something, I was 
just phoning to say that J…..J….Judo has been 
cancelled - damned power cut. There goes our 
evening together. Unless - I say, I could come 
round to your place for a… a… coffee. That is…… 
if you would like me to. Anyhow, I'll see you 
outside the judo hall. Bye for now.

CLICK AS HE HANGS UP. NOISES OFF -
CLAIRE'S CAR DRIVING OFF. PHONE 
RINGS AND ANSWER-MACHINE CUTS IN.

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

We are sorry we are unable to take your call at 
the moment. Please leave a message after the tone
and we will call you as soon as possible.  
(tone)

CINDY'S 
VOICE: 

Mum, Dad are you there? Just to let you know I'm 
coming home from college for the weekend - 
tonight, in fact. Please will you come and give 
me a lift from the station? Dad? I know you're in
'cos you never go out any more! I'll be on the 
7.30 from Waterloo. Please pick me up. Thanks, 
Dad. I love you. (Hangs up).
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THE FRONT DOOR SLAMS AND WE HEAR 
A GIRL GIGGLE. ENTER MIKE PULLING 
SANDRA IN BY THE HAND.

SANDRA: Oh, Mike, nice pad you have here. (They embrace 
and kiss.) Just right for a love-nest. What a 
shame you live alone.

MIKE: Well, this is our living room and over here is 
the kitchen.

SANDRA: You said 'our'!

MIKE: Slip of the tongue - I meant 'my'. The spare 
bedroom and the bathroom are back along the hall.

SANDRA: And where's your bedroom, Mike? (cuddling up to 
him.)

MIKE: Oh, that's just over here, but would you not like
a coffee or something.

SANDRA: Just the 'or something' will do. I'll have a 
coffee later. Come on Romeo - show me the way. 
(She pushes him towards the bedroom.)

THEY EXIT INTO THE BEDROOM, THE 
DOOR SLAMS AND WE IMMEDIATELY 
HEAR GIGGLING SOUNDS FROM WITHIN. 
NOISES OFF OF FRONT DOOR CLOSING 
QUIETLY. ENTER CLAIRE, FOLLOWED 
BY A NERVOUS GEOFF.

GEOFF: This is very cosy - I like it very much. (Looks 
out of window.) And what a lovely garden you 
have. I do like gardening.

CLAIRE: Oh, so do I. Hence, the gardening magazines. I'll
just make some coffee.

SHE EXITS TO KITCHEN.

GEOFF: (Picking up a magazine and reading silently for a
few moments as he settles into a chair.) Are you 
any good with plant diseases? I have a real 
problem with my Nelly Moser wilting.

CLAIRE: (Appearing at the door.) No, but I do suffer from
fungus on my hypericum.

GEOFF: (Chuckling) I suppose we should go to see a plant
doctor together, eh?

CLAIRE: Black or white?
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GEOFF: I don't care where he's from a long as he can 
speak English.

CLAIRE: Would you like milk - in your coffee?

GEOFF: Oh yes, very pale and sweet, if I may. Just like 
me. (Sniggers)

GEOFF: (Quoting from the magazine) Hey listen to this: 
there's an African plant that can cure cramps. 
It's called cryptocarya latifolia, commonly known
as umkhondweni. I would have thought that just 
saying the name could cause you cramps in your 
mouth. (Chuckles) 

ENTER CLAIRE

CLAIRE: Your coffee, sir. Just as you like it.

PUTS THE TWO COFFEES ON THE 
COFFEE TABLE.

GEOFF: Oh that's handy. But what about the wine I 
brought?

CLAIRE: Well, perhaps we could have that later. We have 
the whole evening to kill.

GEOFF: I expect we'll find something to do, dear. 
(Sniggers again.) Well, why don't you dig out 
some wine glasses while I go out to my car and 
fetch the wine?

CLAIRE: O.k., but I must go to the loo first. Don't be 
long.

GEOFF: (In an intrepid tone) I am just going outside and
may be some time…..

HE EXITS WITH A CHUCKLE. THE 
FRONT DOOR CLOSES QUIETLY. EXIT 
CLAIRE TO BATHROOM. ENTER MIKE 
AND EXIT TO THE KITCHEN TO MAKE 
COFFEE. HE SINGS 'TEA FOR TWO' 
AND DOES A LITTLE DANCE AS HE 
EXITS. IMMEDIATELY, ENTER SANDRA. 
SHE SITS AT THE SOFA AND PICKS UP 
A COPY OF WOMAN'S OWN MAGAZINE.

SANDRA: (Frowning and taking a sip from one of the coffee
cups) My, that was quick. Must have had coffee in
the percolator. I thought you lived alone, Mike.
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MIKE: (Off) So I do.

SANDRA: And do you read Woman's Own?

MIKE: (Entering) Woman's Own?

SANDRA: Yes, look (pointing to the front page) Woman's 
Own.

MIKE: Oh, that Woman's Own.

SANDRA: I've never met a man who reads that before.

MIKE: Ah, and… well… this one doesn't either.

SANDRA: Then… this isn't your magazine?

MIKE: (Snatching the magazine) Quite right. It's not.

SANDRA: Then whose is it?

MIKE: That's my… my… sister's.

SANDRA: You live with your sister?

MIKE: Not exactly - but she often stays over.

SANDRA: Well, you should tidy up after her more often. 
Here, let's put these underneath.

SHE TAKES IT FROM HIM AND TIDIES 
IT AWAY WITH THE OTHERS.

SANDRA: (Picking up the remote control) Just in time for 
Taggart. My favourite programme.

MIKE: (Snatching the remote. In a French accent.) Not 
tonight, Josephine. We have other matters to 
attend to - in the bedroom.

SANDRA: (Copying accent) But Napoleon, surely it can 
wait?

MIKE: Non, ma Cherie. Allez! I will join you shortly in
my chambre.

SANDRA: As you wish, monsieur.

SHE TAKES THE TWO COFFEE CUPS 
FROM THE TABLE AND EXITS TO 
BEDROOM. EXIT MIKE TO KITCHEN. WE 
HEAR HIM BRIEFLY, CLINKING CUPS 
AND SPOONS.
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FAINT NOISES OFF OF TOILET 
FLUSHING. ENTER CLAIRE. SHE SITS 
AT THE TABLE AND LOOKS FOR HER 
MAGAZINE. SHE IS SURPRISED TO SEE 
IT TIDIED AWAY. TURNS A FEW PAGES 
AND LOOKS FOR HER COFFEE.

CLAIRE: That's odd! I'm sure I put the coffees on the 
table. 

SHE GETS UP, LOOKS AROUND AND 
CROSSES TO THE KITCHEN JUST AS 
MIKE ENTERS WITH TWO COFFEE CUPS. 
THEY BOTH START AND MIKE SPILLS 
THE COFFEE.

MIKE: I thought you were going to wait in the……… in 
the…… What the devil are you doing here?

CLAIRE: I….. I..... I live here, remember. And you didn't
tell me to wait anywhere. What are you doing 
home?

MIKE: Tennis was cancelled - there's been a flood.

HE GLANCES ANXIOUSLY TOWARDS THE 
BEDROOM

CLAIRE: And so has judo. What a co-incidence! Look, I'll 
help you clear this up. But why the two cups?

MIKE: Oh, it must just be habit. I thought I was making
one for you too.

SHE TAKES THE CUPS JUST AS THE 
DOOR-BELL RINGS. SHE STARTS, 
SPILLS MORE COFFEE AND HANDS THE 
CUPS TO MIKE.

MIKE: Now, who on earth could that be? Are you 
expecting somebody?

CLAIRE: No… no… no-one.

SHE GRABS THE BELL-WIRES AND 
PULLS THEM OUT OF THE WALL.

MIKE: Claire, what on earth are you doing?

CLAIRE: Those wretched children again - ringing the door-
bell and running away. 'Knock Down Ginger' they 
call it.
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MIKE: How do you know that's who it is? I'll go and 
see.

CLAIRE: NO! No, Mike, I know it's them - been doing it 
all day, all night, doing it earlier, in fact.

MIKE: Look, darling, you seem a bit anxious. Come and 
sit down and drink this coffee. 

HE LOOKS AT THE TWO HALF-EMPTY 
CUPS THEN POURS THE REST OF ONE 
INTO THE OTHER AND GIVES IT TO 
CLAIRE. SHE TAKES SOME SIPS.

CLAIRE: Oh, that's better. Now I think I'll go and lie 
down for a while. Those children - it's upset me.

SHE RISES AND STARTS TO CROSS TO 
THE BEDROOM.

MIKE: No! No, dear, I think you will be more 
comfortable here. I'll put the telly on. It's 
Taggart tonight - your favourite programme.

CLAIRE: I hate police dramas - you know I do.

MIKE: Of course, dear. I'm just trying to cheer you up.
Actually, I think I'll have an early night 
tonight. (Looking towards the bedroom.)

CLAIRE: (Rising) Just let me get changed first. I need to
get out of this ridiculous outfit.

MIKE: I'll get your clothes dear. Why don't you make 
another cup of coffee?

CLAIRE: Another cup? Good idea. (Aside) I think I'm going
to need it.

CLAIRE EXITS TO KITCHEN JUST AS 
SANDRA ENTERS. MIKE QUICKLY 
CLASPS HIS HAND OVER HER MOUTH 
AND PUSHES HER BACK INTO THE 
BEDROOM.

CLAIRE: (Re-entering) Would you like one, dear?

MIKE: (Putting his head around the bedroom door, 
wearing a false grin) Yes, please dear, and I 
suppose I'll have to fix the wretched door-bell 
in a minute.

EXITS TO BEDROOM AND SHUTS DOOR.
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CLAIRE: Oh, that can wait until the morning. (Exits to 
kitchen.)

THERE IS A KNOCK ON THE WINDOW. 
GEOFF HAS FOUND A LADDER AND HE 
OPENS THE WINDOW FROM THE OUTSIDE 
AND PUTS HIS HEAD IN. CLAIRE 
HEARS THE WINDOW RATTLE AND 
ENTERS. GEOFF WAVES THE WINE 
BOTTLE AT HER.

CLAIRE: Geoff, what on earth are you doing? 

GEOFF: (Climbing in.) Dashed door-bell isn't working. 
Couldn't get back in, you know.

CLAIRE: But the neighbours might see.

GEOFF: Let them see! I shall be your Romeo and you shall
be my Juliet.

CLAIRE: Don't be daft, Geoffrey, and keep your voice 
down.

GEOFF: Why? Is the baby asleep? (He chuckles)

CLAIRE: No, but my… my… my uncle is in the bedroom.

GEOFF: Your…  uncle?

CLAIRE: That's right. Come to visit - from America. 
Wasn't expecting him.

GEOFF: But I didn't see anyone…..

CLAIRE: Must have been when you were at your car. Look, 
he's very straight-laced, my uncle. I wouldn't 
want him to find you here. And he is a little - 
well, confused.

GEOFF: Why's he in your bedroom? What's wrong with the 
spare room?

CLAIRE: Bed's too small. He's a big man. Just have to 
sleep in the spare room myself tonight.

THE DOOR HANDLE TURNS ON THE 
BEDROOM DOOR.

CLAIRE: Quick, hide. Uncle mustn't find you.

SHE PUSHES GEOFF TOWARDS A CHAIR 
AND HE HIDES BEHIND IT.
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MIKE ENTERS  VERY QUICKLY FROM 
THE BEDROOM CARRYING CLAIRE'S 
CLOTHES. HE SHUTS THE DOOR AND 
LEANS HIS BACK AGAINST IT.

CLAIRE: What on earth is the matter? You look very pale.

SHE TAKES HER CLOTHES FROM MIKE 
AND TAKES OFF HER JUDO TOP AND 
TROUSERS.

MIKE: Nothing! Nothing at all. I think I need a drink 
before I go to bed.

MIKE: Sit down and I'll get you a nice hot cup of 
coffee.

MIKE: That's not what I mean by a drink.

CLAIRE: Whisky and soda?

MIKE: That would be more helpful, yes, please.

EXIT CLAIRE TO KITCHEN IN HER 
UNDERWEAR AND MIKE SINKS INTO THE 
CHAIR GEOFF IS HIDING BEHIND. 
ENTER SANDRA FROM BEDROOM.

SANDRA: There you are, Michael, you naughty boy. You 
mustn't go creeping off like that.

MIKE JUMPS UP AS IF STUNG BY A 
BEE AND QUICKLY HIDES CLAIRE'S 
CLOTHES BEHIND A CUSHION. HE 
MAKES FRANTIC SIGNS AND WHISPERS.

MIKE: Sister … kitchen… home unexpectedly…… hide…… 
quickly!

MIKE GESTURES TO THE OTHER CHAIR 
AND SANDRA QUICKLY HIDES. ENTER 
CLAIRE WITH WHISKY. SHE KNOWS HER 
CONVERSATION IS BEING OVERHEARD 
BY GEOFF. HER MANNER IS EXTREMELY 
PATRONISING.

CLAIRE: There we are, you poor old thing.

GIVES HIM THE WHISKY, WHICH HE 
DOWNS IN ONE.

MIKE: Thank you.
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CLAIRE: We need to get you to bed quickly. You need your 
eight hours.

CLAIRE: What are you talking about?

CLAIRE: Auntie Joan would not be very happy to see you 
get overtired now, would she?

MIKE: Auntie who?

CLAIRE: There you are you see! You always get absent-
minded when you're tired.

MIKE: I'm not absent-minded and I'm not tired - 
(forcefully) and I haven't got an Auntie Joan - 
have I? 

CLAIRE: My, you are getting forgetful. Do I have to 
explain the family tree to you again?

MIKE: No, you certainly do not. That's guaranteed to 
send anyone to sleep.

CLAIRE: I'll go and turn back the bed-clothes. Elderly 
folk like their bed to be prepared, don't they.

MIKE: No, no, don't go in there. I can manage.

CLAIRE: Don't be silly, Uncle Michael. Have you got a 
girlfriend hiding in there or something?

MIKE: A gah, gah, gah…

CLAIRE: Of course not. That sort of thing can give you a 
heart attack at your age.

EXIT CLAIRE TO BEDROOM. SANDRA 
STANDS BEHIND HER CHAIR. GEOFF 
STAYS WHERE HE IS.

SANDRA: What's all this 'uncle' business? You didn't tell
me you had a niece. Who is she? If I find out 
you've been lying to me…

MIKE: She's not my niece - she's my sister. She's not 
been very well - can't you tell? The lights are 
on but she's not quite at home, poor thing.

SANDRA: And you give up your home to her and take care of
her. You are such a darling!
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ENTER CLAIRE FROM BEDROOM AND 
SANDRA DUCKS BEHIND THE CHAIR 
AGAIN. MIKE GIVES CLAIRE A LITTLE 
WAVE AND A SHEEPISH GRIN. CLAIRE 
HUMS TO HERSELF AND EXITS TO 
KITCHEN. SANDRA COMES OUT OF 
HIDING.

MIKE: Has her own key. Let's herself in when she needs 
me.

SANDRA: It must be ever such hard work, caring for a sick
relative.

MIKE: It sure is, especially on those days when she 
thinks she's Marilyn Monroe - or Queen Victoria.

SANDRA: She doesn't!

MIKE: I'm told it's a sort of defence mechanism.

SANDRA: Well now, you heard your sister - it's time for 
bed. (Putting her arms round him.) And aren't you
the lucky one - you have your own special nurse 
to look after you tonight.

MIKE: Oh no, do we have to do that role-play stuff. 
It's so tiresome.

SANDRA: Now, now, you must not be a difficult patient. 
Come along now - to bed.

THEY EXIT TO BEDROOM, SANDRA 
GIGGLING AS SHE GOES. ENTER 
CLAIRE, WHO QUICKLY PUTS HER 
CLOTHES ON.

CLAIRE: It's alright, Geoff, you can come out now.

GEOFF COMES OUT OF HIDING, 
LOOKING RATHER CONFUSED AND 
SCRATCHING HIS HEAD.

GEOFF: Well?

CLAIRE: Well what?

GEOFF: What is he, uncle, brother, aunt, or does it 
change from moment to moment?

CLAIRE: Uncle of course. He's much older than me. Not all
there up top, can't you tell?
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GEOFF: Well, he thinks you're his sister.

CLAIRE: The poor dear. His own sister died very young and
he never quite got over it. He is obviously 
mixing her up with me - as I'm quite young! 
(adopting a quick 'model' pose.)

GEOFF: Do you know, I'm beginning to get confused 
myself.

CLAIRE: It's not important, just as long as he doesn't 
find you here. He would not approve.

GEOFF: It's good that he has a nurse to look after him. 
Takes the pressure off you a bit, I should guess.

CLAIRE: He does?

GEOFF: But enough about your family. What about us? 
Let's break open the wine.

HE BEGINS TO EXIT TOWARDS KITCHEN 
AND CLAIRE FOLLOWS.

CLAIRE: Good idea, I think I need a glass of wine. Better
still, make that a bottle.

THEY BOTH EXIT TO KITCHEN. ENTER 
MIKE WITH A PAIR OF PLIERS, A 
TORCH AND A SCREWDRIVER IN HIS 
HAND. SANDRA IS TALKING TO HIM 
FROM THE BEDROOM.

SANDRA: Not now! Why do you have to do it now?

MIKE: We must have a working door-bell. You never know 
who might call.

SANDRA: Can't you do it in the morning when it's light?

MIKE: I don't need light - I have a torch.

SANDRA: Oh, Mike! Must you?

MIKE: (Feeding the bell wires back through the hole in 
the wall.) Won't be long, love. Just make sure 
you're all ready for me - and keep out of the way
of my sister. She can be violent, you know.

EXIT MIKE DOWN THE HALL.

SANDRA: (Poking her head out of the bedroom.) Violent? 
Mike, come back! Mike! 
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CLAIRE SINGS 'DIAMONDS ARE A 
GIRL'S BEST FRIEND'  (OFF) AND 
SANDRA QUICKLY RETREATS INTO THE 
BEDROOM. SHE TURNS THE KEY IN THE 
LOCK.

ENTER CINDY UP THE LADDER, 
FOLLOWED CLOSELY BY STEVE.

CINDY: Damn and blast! What a thing to have to do to get
into your own house. The bell doesn't work - 
we're locked out - and there's no-one in to 
welcome us.

STEVE: Well it's your own fault, Cindy! You shouldn't 
keep losing your key.

CINDY: And I might have known we'd be walking from the 
station. Dad never gets anything right.

STEVE: (Sitting down on the sofa.) I do think you're 
being a little harsh on your dad. He may not have
got the message.

CINDY: (Cindy crossing to the answer-machine and 
pressing the button.) I bet he did. Let's have a 
listen! 

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

(Geoff's voice, sounding rather nervous.) Hello, 
darling! It's… it's …  it's me, Geoff. If you 
haven't left yet, please p…p…pick up the phone. 
(silence) Oh hell, I suppose you've already left.
Well, In case you're in the bathroom or 
something, I was just phoning to say that 
J…..J….Judo has been cancelled - damn power cut. 
There goes our evening together. Unless - I say, 
I could come round to your place for a… a…. 

CINDY PUSHES THE OFF SWITCH.

CINDY: Goodness, must be a wrong number. Well, perhaps 
Dad didn't get the message after all. Well, what 
do we do now, Steve? I was hoping Mum would be in
to cook us a lovely lasagne or something.

STEVE: (Patting the sofa beside him.) Well, I can think 
of something we can do to pass the time - and 
then we could go out for a take-away later.

CINDY: (Sitting beside him.) And just what might that 
be, Casanova?

STEVE: Well, you know - what we've been practising but 
haven't perfected yet.
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HE EMBRACES HER VIOLENTLY, KISSES 
HER AND PUTS HIS LEG ACROSS HER.

CINDY: Hey, hey, HEY! Just a minute! I'm all hot and 
bothered from the journey. I think I shall just 
go and have a quick shower. My bedroom is just 
along the hall. (In an American accent.) Meet me 
there in fifteen minutes, Sam.

SHE EXITS DOWN THE HALL.

CINDY: Sam? Oh, I see! 

STEVE: Steve settles into the sofa and closes his eyes. 
Just then the lights go out.

MIKE: (Off) Bugger!

THE ROOM IS DIMLY LIT BY THE MOON.

STEVE: Oh hell! Now what do I do? Just a minute! Cindy 
says she likes practising with the lights out. 
This'll be even better.

THE KEY TURNS IN THE BEDROOM DOOR 
AND SANDRA ENTERS LOOKING FOR 
MIKE. JUST THEN, STEVE COUGHS.

SANDRA: (In a whisper.) There you are, darling. 
(Crossing to the sofa.) Is this another of our 
little games - nursie looks after patient in a 
power-cut?

SANDRA: (In a whisper) What do you mean and why are we 
whispering, Cindy?

SANDRA: Cindy? Oh, I see - you want me to be Cindy - then
I shall be Cindy. Let's do it here, shall we? 
While the lights are out.

SHE THROWS HERSELF ONTO STEVE 
WITH MUCH SMACKING OF LIPS.

STEVE: Ababa etc…..
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HE TRIES TO SPEAK BUT FINDS IT 
IMPOSSIBLE WITH SANDRA'S MOUTH 
CLAMPED OVER HIS. AFTER A FEW 
MOMENTS IT GOES QUIET AND THEY 
STAY ENTWINED. ENTER GEOFF 
PULLING CLAIRE ALONG BY THE HAND. 
THEY STUMBLE A LITTLE, CLEARLY 
TIPSY, AND EXIT INTO THE BEDROOM, 
LOCKING THE DOOR BEHIND THEM. THE 
TWO ON THE SOFA ARE TOO BUSY TO 
NOTICE.

CLAIRE: (As they exit) It's alright, uncle must be 
outside, fixing the bell - and the lights.

GEOFF: Is it safe? I mean, for an elderly man?

CLAIRE: I don't know, but at least we won't be disturbed.
(They exit) 

THE SOUNDS OF KISSING, BREATHING 
AND CUDDLING ON THE SOFA BEGIN TO 
CRESCENDO. THE LIGHTS COME ON 
BRIEFLY AND THEN GO OF AGAIN. 
SANDRA SCREAMS AND SLAPS STEVE 
VERY HARD ACROSS THE FACE SO THAT 
HE FALLS OFF THE SOFA, FLAT ON 
HIS FACE.

SANDRA: (In a hoarse whisper) Who the devil? You pig. 
I've never been so insulted.

SHE STROPS OFF INTO THE KITCHEN.

STEVE: Cindy, no wait!

HE IS STILL STUNNED BY THE BLOW 
AND STAGGERS ACROSS THE ROOM. 
STILL BELIEVING SANDRA WAS CINDY 
AND THAT SHE HAS GONE TO HER 
ROOM, HE EXITS DOWN THE HALL.
A POLICE CONSTABLE APPEARS AT THE 
TOP OF THE LADDER, SHINING A 
TORCH AROUND.

CONSTABLE: Hello! Is anyone at home? Hello!
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(HE CLIMBS IN THROUGH THE WINDOW 
AND SHINES HIS TORCH AROUND THE 
SITTING ROOM. HE TURNS THE LIGHT-
SWITCH ON AND OFF A FEW TIMES AND 
CURSES WHEN IT DOES NOT WORK. HE 
CROSSES TO THE BEDROOM DOOR AND 
TRIES THE HANDLE. WE HEAR THE 
DOOR UNLOCK AND GEOFF APPEARS, 
QUICKLY CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND 
HIM.

CONSTABLE: Good evening, sir.

GEOFF: Who the devil are you?

CONSTABLE: As you may surmise by my uniform, I am an officer
of the law, sir. Are you the owner of this flat?

GEOFF: A… a… a… well, not exactly - but I do know the 
owner.

CONSTABLE: I see! In that case, you won't mind telling me 
the owner's name.

GEOFF: It's Claire.

CONSTABLE: And the surname, sir?

GEOFF: Um, er, Claire um.

CONSTABLE: Know the owner well, do we, sir?

GEOFF: Well, as a matter of fact… I… I… 

CONSTABLE: It's just that we have had reports of a break-in 
in progress. A man was seen climbing up this very
ladder and in through this very window.

GEOFF: How very inconvenient!

CONSTABLE: And it happens that he answers to your 
description. I am going to have to ask you to 
accompany me to the station.

GEOFF: But I haven't done anything wrong. I… I… was 
locked out and the doorbell didn't work.

CONSTABLE: We have to ring our own door-bell to get in do 
we, sir? Not old enough to have our own key yet?

GEOFF: But, you don't understand.

CONSTABLE: I do hope you'll come quietly, sir.
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HE TAKES OUT A PAIR OF HANDCUFFS 
AND SWIFTLY CUFFS GEOFF.

GEOFF: Now you just look here - I shall complain to my 
M.P., you know.

CONSTABLE: (Leading Geoffrey to the hall.) All in good time,
sir. All in good time.

GEOFF: (Off-stage) Hey, you haven't done that 'you are 
not obliged to say anything' bit….

CONSTABLE: All in good time, sir. All in good time.

THE FRONT DOOR CLOSES. ENTER 
SANDRA FROM THE KITCHEN, CARRYING 
A LIGHTED CANDLE AND SOBBING.

SANDRA: Where is that Mike? I've been assaulted by a 
stranger. We must call the police.

SANDRA: (Crossing to window and peering out.) Mike! Mike,
are you there? I've been raped - almost. I would 
have been if the lights hadn't come on. 
(Impatiently now.) Mike! Mike, are you down 
there? 

SHE LEANS FURTHER OUT AND LOSES 
HER BALANCE, FALLING OUT HEAD 
FIRST. SCREAMS DIMINUENDOING AND 
ENDING IN A THUMP AS SHE FALLS 
INTO A VERONICA BUSH. ENTER CINDY 
AND STEVE FROM THE HALL, WEARING 
ONLY TOWELS.

STEVE: Let's try again shall we? I'm sorry if I was too 
rough earlier.

CINDY: What on earth do you mean earlier. Oh, you mean 
before you had a shave. That's alright I like to 
kiss an unshaven man.

STEVE: Why did you run off like that, Cindy?

CINDY: I told you, I went to have a shower.

STEVE: No, I mean after that. When we were … Practising 
on the sofa.

CINDY: I have no idea what you are talking about, honey.
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STEVE: Oh I see - you'd rather forget that whole episode
and start afresh. Good idea! Come over to the 
sofa. There's plenty of room for two - even in a 
horizontal position!

CINDY: I hope the springs are good.

THEY CUDDLE UP ON THE SOFA, STILL 
WRAPPED IN THEIR TOWELS. NOISES 
OFF, OF AN AMBULANCE TAKING 
SANDRA TO HOSPITAL.

STEVE: You're lovely and warm.

CINDY: So are you. This is an unexpected pleasure having
an evening to ourselves with no-one to disturb 
us.

ENTER GRANNY UP THE LADDER.

GRANNY: Yoo hoo! Anyone at home?

STEVE: Good lord, someone's coming up the ladder. Who on
earth is it?

STEVE JUMPS UP FROM SOFA, NOT 
REALISING THAT CINDY IS TREADING 
ON HIS TOWEL. HE TRIES TO EXIT TO 
THE HALL BUT DOES NOT MAKE IT AND 
FREEZES IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 
ROOM, JUST AS GRANNY ENTERS. HE 
QUICKLY SNATCHES THE TABLE CLOTH 
FROM UNDER THE ANSWER-MACHINE BUT 
IT IS FAR TOO SMALL TO COVER MUCH.

GRANNY: Why hello, young man. Have we met?

STEVE: Who the devil are you?

GRANNY: (Rising and crossing to Granny.) Steve, this is 
my Granny, Mrs Dobson - Granny, this is Steve, my
boyfriend.

GRANNY: Very pleased to meet you, Steve.
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SHE SHAKES HIS HAND AND THE TABLE-
CLOTH FALLS TO THE GROUND. CINDY 
SCREAMS AND GRANNY FAINTS AND IS 
CAUGHT BY STEVE, WHO GENTLY PUTS 
HER ON THE FLOOR. SIMULTANEOUSLY, 
MIKE ENTERS FROM THE HALL AND 
CLAIRE ENTERS FROM THE BEDROOM. 
BOTH FREEZE AS THEY TAKE IN THE 
SCENE. STEVE DESPERATELY TRIES TO 
COVER HIMSELF WITH THE CLOTH 
AGAIN BUT CINDY SNATCHES IT TO 
FAN HER GRANNY. STEVE COVERS 
HIMSELF WITH HIS HANDS.

CLAIRE: My God! Cindy? 

CINDY: Mother! Father!

MIKE: What are you doing here, and who is this naked 
man?

CINDY: This is my boyfriend, Steve. I brought him home 
for you to see.

CLAIRE: We did not need to see quite so much of him. 
(Noticing Granny) Mother! What on earth? Cindy, 
what's happened?

CINDY: I think she's fainted.

MIKE: I'm not surprised, it's probably many years since
she had so much excitement. What's she doing 
here, anyway?

CINDY: I have no idea. She must have seen the ladder and
climbed up it.

MIKE: As for you, young man, I think you'd better get 
dressed and leave.

STEVE: But I … I …

MIKE: (Sternly) Immediately!

STEVE: Yes, sir. (Exits down the hall.)

MIKE: And you, young lady - you have some explaining to
do.

CINDY: Well, it wouldn't have happened if you'd been at 
the station to meet me.

MIKE: Oh, I see - it's my fault, is it?
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CLAIRE: She's coming round.

MIKE: Who is? Not another visitor, surely.

CLAIRE: No, it's mother. She's rallying.

GRANNY: Where am I? What's happening?

CLAIRE: You're going to be alright, Mother. You've just 
had one of your dizzy spells.

GRANNY: What's that you say? 

MIKE: DIZZY SPELLS!

GRANNY: (Disappointed) Oh! Then it was all a dream.

CLAIRE: What was?

GRANNY: I dreamed I was talking to a handsome young man 
and he was stark…

CLAIRE: Yes, well never mind that now. What are you doing
here and why on earth did you climb up that 
ladder?

GRANNY: That what?

MIKE: THAT LADDER!

GRANNY: Why shouldn't I? Everyone else has.

MIKE: What do you mean everyone else? 

THEY HELP HER ONTO A CHAIR.

GRANNY: Well, I had a call from Mrs Thompson over the 
way.

MIKE: Oh, here we go - the old bat who thinks she works
for MI6. She has a pair of binoculars grafted to 
her brow. It's about time she had them surgically
removed.

GRANNY: Don't interrupt me, Michael! You know how 
invaluable the neighbourhood watch can be when it
comes to fighting crime.

MIKE: Yes, but what about when it comes to gossip and 
innuendo?
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GRANNY: She was only trying to be helpful. After all, 
it's dark and you don't expect to see a line of 
people climbing in a first floor window off a 
ladder.

CLAIRE: I do think Mrs Thompson may be exaggerating, 
mother.

GRANNY: It's all in her log - she showed me.

MIKE: She keeps a log?

CINDY: Smelling salts!

CLAIRE: I beg your pardon?

CINDY: That's what Granny needs to perk her up. Have you
still got some in your bedroom drawer?

CLAIRE: Why yes, I ..... no,   no I don't think I have.

CINDY: Well, I'll have a look anyway.

CINDY BEGINS TO CROSS TO BEDROOM 
BUT CLAIRE BLOCKS HER WAY.

CLAIRE: No! You can't go in there. I'll go and look!

MIKE: (Blocking Claire's exit.) That won't be 
necessary.

CLAIRE: Why not? 

CLAIRE: I'm nearer - I'll go.

MIKE AND CLAIRE JOSTLE A LITTLE.

CLAIRE: Let me go.

GRANNY: It's alright, I have some here. (She produces a 
bottle.) The doctor recommended I carry some with
me after my last nasty turn.

MIKE: (Aside) She's not the only one having nasty turns
tonight.

CLAIRE: You just have a nice sit down, Granny, and I'll 
get you a lovely cup of coffee.

CROSSES TOWARDS THE KITCHEN.

MIKE: I'll do it.

CLAIRE: It's alright, Mike, I can manage.
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SHE EXITS TO KITCHEN. MIKE 
WATCHES WITH TREPIDATION, FEARING 
SANDRA MIGHT BE IN THERE BUT 
REALISES HE IS SAFE, FOR THE TIME 
BEING.

MIKE: Now, you can explain yourself later. In the 
meantime, I suggest you get dressed.

GRANNY: But I am dressed.

MIKE: Not you, I mean Cindy.

CINDY: Yes, father.

MIKE: And right now, I'm going to fix the damned door-
bell - and the lights. (Exits)

GRANNY: It's very hot in here, dear. I need some fresh 
air.

CINDY: I'll open the window for you - oh it is open! Why
don't you sit on the balcony, Granny? There's a 
comfy chair out there already.

GRANNY: Thank you lovie, I would like that.

CINDY: Come on then, let's get you up.

HELPS HER TO HER FEET AND 
INSTALLS HER ON THE BALCONY.

GRANNY: Thank you, dear.

CINDY: Mum'll bring you your coffee in a minute. I'll 
just go and dress.

GRANNY: Alright ducks.

EXIT CINDY

GRANNY: What excitement. That Adonis seemed so real. I 
must have put too much sherry in the trifle. I 
think I'll get another couple of bottles 
tomorrow.

ENTER CLAIRE WITH GRANNY'S COFFEE.

 

24.

24



CLAIRE: Here we are, Mother. This'll do you good. I put 
extra sugar in it for you. (Looks around for 
Granny but the room is empty.) Now where's she 
gone. I suppose she's in the loo -  it's all the 
excitement. (She puts the coffee on the table 
and exits to the bedroom.) (In a whisper) Geoff? 
Geoff, where on earth are you?

THE PHONE RINGS AND THE ANSWER-
MACHINE CUTS IN.

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

We are sorry we are unable to take your call at 
the moment. Please leave a message after the tone
and we will call you as soon as possible.  
(tone)

CONSTABLE: (Voice) Good evening, this is Wimbledon police 
station. We are ringing to advise that you lock 
all your doors and windows. There is a prisoner 
on the loose, dressed as Bruce Lee, who may be 
dangerous. He is suffering from delusions and 
seems determined to gain access to your property.
This criminal has been arrested once this evening
but has escaped from custody. He has given the 
name Geoffrey Farlington-Smith but we believe 
this to be false. Please contact the station on 
your return. (tone)

GRANNY: (Entering from the balcony.) It seemed so real. 
Reminded me of my Herbert, but he was a much 
bigger man, of course! Ah, my coffee. (Picks up 
the cup and notices a bottle of sherry under the 
table.) Perhaps if I put some of this in my 
coffee I might have sweet dreams tonight!

SHE SLURPS SOME OF THE COFFEE AND 
FILLS UP THE GAP WITH SHERRY. SHE 
PUTS THE BOTTLE BACK AND BEGINS 
TO EXIT. HAVING SECOND THOUGHTS 
SHE GOES BACK FOR THE BOTTLE, 
PICKS IT UP AND EXITS. THE 
AUDIENCE SEE HER ON THE BALCONY, 
ALTERNATELY SIPPING COFFEE AND 
SWIGGING SHERRY FROM THE BOTTLE.

ENTER CLAIRE FROM THE BEDROOM, 
LOOKS INTO THE KITCHEN AND 
MUTTERS.

CLAIRE: Where on earth is Geoffrey? How many places can 
there be to hide in a flat this small? (Exits to 
the hall)
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THE PHONE RINGS AND THE ANSWER 
MACHINE CUTS IN.

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

We are sorry we are unable to take your call at 
the moment. Please leave a message after the tone
and we will call you as soon as possible.  
(tone)

GRANNY: (Sings.) Roll out the barrel, we'll have a barrel
of fun!     (etc… then snores…)

ACT 1 SCENE 2

THE POWER IS STILL OFF. GRANNY IS 
ON THE BALCONY. SHE HICCUPS 
LOUDLY AND GIGGLES. CLAIRE ENTERS 
FROM THE HALL AND EXITS INTO THE 
BEDROOM, STILL LOOKING FOR GEOFF. 
ENTER STEVE, FURTIVELY, UP THE 
LADDER AND IN THROUGH THE WINDOW. 
HE IS SNEAKING ACROSS THE ROOM 
TOWARDS THE HALL DOOR WHEN THE 
LIGHTS SUDDENLY COME ON. 

STEVE: (Shocked. Putting his hands up.) Alright, don't 
shoot. I'll come quietly.

GRANNY IS WOKEN BY THIS AND GETS 
OUT OF HER CHAIR.

GRANNY: (Aside) What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?

LOOKING AROUND AND SEEING NO-ONE 
THERE, STEVE BREATHES A SIGH OF 
RELIEF. HE CROSSES TO THE HALL 
DOOR AND EXITS JUST AS GRANNY 
ENTERS, SHERRY BOTTLE IN HAND.

GRANNY: (Holding up the bottle.) Cor, this must be 
working, I saw him again. I think it was the same
boy. Who can be sure when they have clothes on?

SHE EXITS AND SITS ON BALCONY. 
ENTER CLAIRE, WHO LOOKS BEHIND 
THE CHAIRS FOR GEOFF. SHE OPENS 
BOTH CUPBOARD DOORS TO LOOK 
INSIDE IN CASE HE IS HIDING 
THERE. SHE EXITS INTO THE 
KITCHEN, SHAKING HER HEAD.

CLAIRE: (As she exits) He must have gone. He could at 
least have said goodbye!
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ENTER GEOFF, THROUGH THE WINDOW, 
WITH SOME DIFFICULTY AS HE IS 
STILL HANDCUFFED. HE IS HOLDING 
HIS JUDO TROUSERS UP AS HIS BELT 
HAS BEEN CONFISCATED BY THE 
POLICE. THE FRONT DOOR CLOSES 
WITH A BANG AND GEOFF IS ALARMED. 
GRANNY HEARS THE BANG AND GETS 
OUT OF HER CHAIR. GEOFF TRIES TO 
OPEN CUPBOARD 1 BUT CANNOT DO 
THIS AND HOLD HIS TROUSERS. HE 
LETS GO OF HIS TROUSERS AND THEY 
FALL TO HIS ANKLES. GRANNY ENTERS 
AGAIN, WIELDING THE SHERRY BOTTLE.

GRANNY: (Spotting Geoff with trousers around his ankles) 
My goodness, it certainly does work - and it gets
better the more you take. Why have I not 
discovered this before?

GRANNY: Exits onto balcony and sits.

GEOFFREY CONCEALS HIMSELF IN 
CUPBOARD 1 JUST AS MIKE ENTERS 
FROM HALL AND CROSSES TO THE 
BEDROOM DOOR AND CLAIRE ENTERS 
FROM THE KITCHEN. MIKE GIVES A 
START WHEN SHE SPEAKS.

CLAIRE: So, you've fixed the lights then!

MIKE: Ah, ah, ah yes. I have.

CLAIRE: What about the bell?

MIKE: And the b..bell.

CLAIRE: Good! Have you seen mother?

MIKE: No, I haven't, thank goodness.

CLAIRE: I can't find her anywhere - I'm worried that 
she's wandered off and got lost.

MIKE: Perhaps she's just gone home.

CLAIRE: But she's not well. Anything could happen.

MIKE: Not well, or inebriated? Why don't you go and 
find her? I'm going to bed.

CLAIRE: Yes, I think I will. I'll just get my coat from 
the bedroom.
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MIKE: (Panicking) No! (He blocks the door.)

CLAIRE: I beg your pardon!

MIKE: I…I'd rather you didn't.

CLAIRE: Why not? It's chilly outside.

MIKE: Not cold enough for a coat. Your mother hasn't 
got one.

CLAIRE: Then all the more reason to take mine. Now, 
please get out of my way. Why do you not want me 
to go in the bedroom. Have you got something to 
hide?

MIKE: Yes - I mean no!

CLAIRE: Well, which is it - yes or no?

SHE BRUSHES HIM ASIDE AND EXITS 
INTO THE BEDROOM. MIKE SINKS INTO 
AN ARMCHAIR, PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS 
HANDS AND ROCKS BACK AND FORTH, 
WAITING FOR THE EXPLOSION. ENTER 
CLAIRE.

CLAIRE: Just as I thought.

MIKE: (Standing) Look, I can explain everything……

CLAIRE: It was over the back of my chair. (Putting her 
coat on.) What do you mean 'you can explain 
everything'?

MIKE: Oh, nothing darling.

CLAIRE: Goodnight.

MIKE: Goodnight, dear.

EXIT CLAIRE TO HALL AND MIKE TO 
THE BEDROOM. THE FRONT DOOR SLAMS 
AND GRANNY GETS OUT OF CHAIR.

MIKE: (Off) Sandra! Sandra, where the devil are you 
hiding. 

GRANNY STAGGERS IN AND SWIGS FROM 
THE BOTTLE, ONLY TO FIND IT EMPTY.
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GRANNY: Dash it all, my medicine's dried up. (Peers 
around.) And it seems to have stopped working - 
the visions have gone. (She spots the second 
bottle.) Aha, I'm in luck. A repeat prescription.

SHE STRUGGLES TO GET THE CORK 
OUT, LOSES HER BALANCE AND FALLS 
DOWN BEHIND A CHAIR, IN VIEW OF 
THE AUDIENCE. ENTER MIKE.

MIKE: Where are you hiding, you naughty thing you. (He 
searches behind the other chair. Granny raises 
her hand.) Playing hard to get again are we? 
(Granny shakes her head.) Just wait till I find 
you, you wicked old girl, I'll just have to teach
you not to be naughty. (Granny nods vigorously) 
And you know what that means, don't you? (Granny 
nods more vigorously and grins broadly.) That's 
just what you wanted tonight, wasn't it. (More 
nods. Granny coughs quietly) Ah, so there you 
are. Now, I'm going to close my eyes and count to
three - and when I open them again I expect to 
see you standing here in front of me. (He closes 
his eyes and Granny crawls out and staggers to 
her feet.)  One, two, three…

MIKE HEARS HEAVING BREATHING IN 
FRONT OF HIM AND ON THE COUNT OF 
THREE HE EMBRACES GRANNY AND 
KISSES HER. ENTER CLAIRE FROM 
HALL DOOR.

CLAIRE: Mike, what the hell are you doing?

MIKE OPENS HIS EYES AND SCREAMS. 
HE TAKES OUT A HANDKERCHIEF AND 
WIPES HIS MOUTH VIGOROUSLY. 
GRANNY PASSES OUT AND FALLS 
BEHIND THE CHAIR OUT OF SIGHT.

MIKE: I…I…I…

CLAIRE: I know menopausal men like to have a last fling -
but with my mother?

MIKE: I can explain everything.

CLAIRE: Go on then.

MIKE: No I can't.
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CLAIRE LOOKS FURIOUS AND MIKE 
BACKS AWAY FROM HER AS SHE 
APPROACHES. HE STUMBLES AND PUTS 
HIS HAND ON THE ANSWER-MACHINE 
BUTTON. CLAIRE LISTENS IN HORROR 
TO THE RECORDED MESSAGE. NOW 
MIKE'S FACE SCREWS UP IN A RAGE.

ANSWER 
MACHINE: 

(Geoff's voice, sounding rather nervous.) Hello, 
darling! It's…. it's….it's me, Geoff. If you 
haven't left yet, please p…p…pick up the phone. 
(silence) Oh hell, I suppose you've already left.
Well, In case you're in the bathroom or 
something, I was just phoning to say that 
J…..J….Judo has been cancelled - damn power cut. 
There goes our evening together. Unless - I say, 

CLAIR PULLS THE CABLE OUT OF THE 
MACHINE.

MIKE: So little Miss Perfect has a secret she's been 
keeping from me, does she?

CLAIRE: No, it's not how it seems. It's all quite 
innocent.

MIKE: Is it, DARLING? Could I come round to your place 
for a …… game of tiddlywinks?

CLAIRE: No, of course not, I… I… Oh, you're impossible! 
(She struts off  into the kitchen and Mike 

MIKE: Yes!

CLAIRE: I can smell that scent on you every time you've 
been to tennis, you know.

SOUNDS OF POTS AND PANS FLYING 
AROUND AND LOTS OF SHOUTING. 
ENTER STEVE FROM THE HALL. HE 
STOPS DEAD WHEN HE HEARS THE ROW. 
A FRYING PAN FLIES OUT OF THE 
KITCHEN AND HE DUCKS. ALARMED, 
STEVE GOES TO HIDE IN CUPBOARD 1. 
THE DOOR STICKS SO HE HIDES IN 
CUPBOARD 2 INSTEAD. AS THE DOOR 
CLOSES, IT GOES QUIET IN THE 
KITCHEN.

CLAIRE: (Off-stage) Mike! Mike, are you alright? Speak to
me!
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ENTER SANDRA THROUGH THE WINDOW. 
HER HEAD IS BANDAGED AND SHE IS A 
LITTLE UNSTEADY ON HER FEET. SHE 
LOOKS AROUND THE ROOM AND HEARS 
SNORING SOUNDS COMING FROM GRANNY.

SANDRA: (In a whisper.) Mike, is that you? (Searching 
for the source of the snoring sounds.) Mike, are 
you there?(Looking behind the chair and seeing 
Granny.) Oh my God! Who the hell are you?

GRANNY BABBLES SOME NONSENSE. 
THERE IS A CRASH FROM THE KITCHEN 
AND SANDRA QUICKLY EXITS TO THE 
BEDROOM.

ENTER MIKE, STAGGERING, WITH 
BLOOD POURING FROM A HEAD WOUND. 
CLAIRE FOLLOWS CLOSELY.

CLAIRE: Mike, oh Mike, what have I done? Here, lie down 
on the sofa. Try not to get blood on it! I wasn't
to know you wouldn't duck when I swung that 
saucepan. (She picks up the phone.)

EXIT CLAIRE TO THE KITCHEN.

GEOFF COMES OUT OF THE CUPBOARD 
AND LOOKS FOR THE SOURCE OF ALL 
THE NOISE. ENTER CLAIRE FROM THE 
KITCHEN WITH A BANDAGE AND STOPS 
DEAD WHEN SHE SEES GEOFF.

CLAIRE: Geoff, where on earth have you been? I've looked 
everywhere for you.

GEOFF: I can explain, but it's a long story.

HE HOLDS UP HIS CUFFED HANDS AND 
HIS TROUSERS FALL DOWN.

CLAIRE: Geoffrey, this is not the time - and I told you 
I'm not into bondage. You've got to help me. 
Mike's hurt!

GEOFF: (Pulling up his trousers.) Mike who? 

CLAIRE: My husb… Uncle. Look! (Pointing to where Mike is 
lying on the sofa.)

GEOFF: Good lord, what happened to him?

CLAIRE: Never mind that, I've got to get help. You stay 
with him.
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SHE EXITS DOWN THE HALL. THE 
FRONT DOOR BANGS. GRANNY MOANS 
AND GEOFF THINKS IT WAS MIKE. HE 
BANDAGES MIKE'S HEAD.

GEOFF: It's alright old boy, your niece has gone for 
help. (Mike groggily sits up.)

MIKE: Who the devil are you?

GEOFF: You don't look old enough to be Claire's uncle.

MIKE: Not the bloody family tree again. (He passes 
out.)

GEOFF: I need some water to clean you up - the kitchen. 

(EXIT GEOFF TO KITCHEN.)

STEVE COMES OUT OF THE CUPBOARD 
AND LOOKS DOWN THE HALL. THE DOOR-
BELL RINGS AND STEVE QUICKLY 
HIDES IN CUPBOARD 1. GEOFF ENTERS 
FROM KITCHEN.

CONSTABLE: (Off-stage) Hello! Is anybody home. This is the 
police.

GEOFF: The police! (He panics) They've come for me. 
Quick, Geoffrey, hide. There's no-one here to let
them in. (He hides in cupboard 2.)

GRANNY STAGGERS TO HER FEET AND 
GOES TO ANSWER THE DOOR. ENTER 
SANDRA FROM THE BEDROOM, LOOKING 
UNSTEADY ON HER FEET. SHE HEARS 
VOICES IN THE HALL AND  HIDES 
BEHIND AN ARM-CHAIR. ENTER GRANNY 
WITH THE POLICEMAN.

CONSTABLE: Are you the owner, Madam?

GRANNY: It's not working so well this time.

CONSTABLE: What would that be, Madam?

GRANNY: The medicine. I can't see through your uniform.

CONSTABLE: I beg your pardon?

GRANNY: It must be wearing off.
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SHE STAGGERS ACROSS TO FIND 
ANOTHER BOTTLE BUT FALLS OVER 
BEHIND THE CHAIR AGAIN. SHE 
SNORES.

CONSTABLE: Certainly not! It's new issue - about six weeks 
old.

THE FRONT-DOOR SLAMS.

CONSTABLE: Are you expecting someone, madam? 

HE TURNS AROUND TO FIND GRANNY 
HAS VANISHED. ENTER CLAIRE.

CLAIRE: Goodness, how did you get in?

CONSTABLE: I was let in, madam, by an elderly lady.

CLAIRE: I've been looking everywhere for her. Where is 
she now?

CONSTABLE: Vanished, madam.

CLAIRE: Yes, she's quite good at that. Now, can I help 
you, constable? 

CONSTABLE: Au contraire, madam. I have come to warn you 
about a crazed idiot on the loose in these parts.

CLAIRE: Really?

CONSTABLE: He was arrested attempting to break into this 
very house by climbing in through an open window.
You can't mistake him. He's dressed in judo gear 
and his hands are cuffed.

CLAIRE: (Visibly startled.) Oh my!

CONSTABLE: Unfortunately, he escaped from police custody. Do
you have a torch? I would like to search outside 
for clues.

CLAIRE: Certainly there should be one…..

SHE OPENS CUPBOARD 2 AND CLOSES 
IT SWIFTLY WHEN SHE SEES GEOFFREY 
WITH HIS TROUSERS AROUND HIS 
ANKLES.

CLAIRE: No, I'm sorry. We don't have a torch. 

MIKE GROANS.
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CONSTABLE: What was that?

CLAIRE: I'm so sorry - it's my tummy. I've had no dinner 
tonight. If you don't mind I'll go and put the 
dinner in the oven.

CONSTABLE: Certainly, madam. And if I might just take a 
quick look around, just in case?

CLAIRE: If you must. (Exits to kitchen.) 

THE CONSTABLE SNOOPS AROUND, 
UNAWARE OF THE UNCONSCIOUS MIKE, 
SLEEPING GRANNY AND CONCEALED 
SANDRA.

CONSTABLE: (Noticing the open window.) Aha, the ladder in 
question.

HE CROSSES TO THE WINDOW.
ENTER CINDY IN HER NIGHTIE. SHE 
IS HEADING FOR THE KITCHEN BUT 
STOPS WHEN SHE SEES THE CONSTABLE 
WITH HIS HEAD OUT OF THE WINDOW.

CINDY: Oh no you don't. Damned opportunist thief. I 
suppose he saw the ladder and thought he'd climb 
in.

CINDY GRABS THE CONSTABLE'S LEGS 
AND TIPS HIM OUT OF THE WINDOW. 
TURNING, SHE NOTICES MIKE LAID 
OUT ON THE SOFA. 

CINDY: (Admonishing) Dad, been on the sherry again? 

SHE EXITS INTO THE KITCHEN. MIKE 
EMITS A LOUD MOAN.

SANDRA: (Coming out from behind the chair) Mike, is that 
you?

MIKE: (Barely conscious) Where is she?

SANDRA: Who?

MIKE: My wife.

SANDRA: Poor Mike, you must be concussed. You're not 
married, remember?

MIKE: Then, who are you?

SANDRA: I'm Sandra.
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MIKE: Pleased to meet you, Sandra.

(HE PUTS OUT HIS HAND AND TRIES 
TO STAND BUT WOBBLES.) 

SANDRA: Come on, let's get you into bed. You could do 
with some paracetamol.

SHE HELPS HIM HOBBLE INTO THE 
BEDROOM. EXIT

GRANNY: (On the floor) Roll out the barrel, we'll have a 
barrel of fun… (Trailing off…)

GEOFFREY STEPS OUT OF THE 
CUPBOARD AND BENDS OVER TO HITCH 
UP HIS TROUSERS. AT THIS MOMENT, 
STEVE OPENS HIS CUPBOARD DOOR A 
CRACK TO PEEP OUT, THEN, SEEING 
THE COAST IS CLEAR, HE FLINGS THE 
DOOR OPEN. THIS HITS GEOFFREY ON 
THE HEAD AND HE FALLS DOWN 
UNCONSCIOUS. STEVE HEARS VOICES 
IN THE KITCHEN AND EXITS DOWN THE 
HALL, UNAWARE OF THE UNCONSCIOUS 
GEOFFREY.

CLAIRE: (Off-stage) I think you had better go straight to
bed.

CINDY: Good! I will.

ENTER CINDY FROM THE KITCHEN AND 
EXITS TO THE HALL, IN A STROP, 
NOT NOTICING THE UNCONSCIOUS 
GEOFF.
THE DOOR-BELL RINGS. ENTER CLAIRE 
FROM THE KITCHEN  AND EXITS DOWN 
THE HALL. ENTER SANDRA ON HER WAY 
TO THE KITCHEN. HOWEVER, SHE 
HEARS VOICES IN THE HALL AND 
QUICKLY EXITS TO THE BEDROOM. 
ENTER CLAIRE WITH AN AMBULANCE-
MAN.

MEDIC 1: And you say he tripped, madam, and fell?

CLAIRE: That's right.

MEDIC 1: Where is the patient?

CLAIRE: He's on the sofa. (Seeing Mike has gone) No he's 
not.
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MEDIC 1: I presume this is he, madam, (pointing at 
Geoffrey) or do you have a collection of 
casualties.

CLAIRE: No, I mean yes, I mean. What's going on?

MEDIC 1: (Kneeling over Geoff and feeling his pulse.) I 
presume he is your husband.

CLAIRE: No he's not - I mean yes, he is.

MEDIC 1: It's alright, my dear, it often happens, you 
know. Close relatives often suffer shock and 
become confused when they see a loved one 
injured.

CLAIRE: I'm not confused! Am I?

MEDIC 1: I'll tell you what - why don't you go and make us
a nice cup of sweet tea. Raising the sugar levels
often does the trick.

CLAIRE: Alright. I'll just be in … the kitchen. (She 
exits.)

THE AMBULANCE-MAN STARTS TO 
BANDAGE GEOFFREY'S HEAD. ENTER 
CINDY.

CINDY: What's happening here? Who is this?

MEDIC 1: Who are you?

CINDY: I live here, when I'm not at college.

MEDIC 1: Ah, then you must be the daughter.

CINDY: Brilliant! But who's this?

MEDIC 1: I thought it was your father.

CINDY: (Taking a good look) No, even after ten pints he 
doesn't look this bad.

GEOFFREY COMES ROUND JUST AS 
CLAIRE ENTERS.

CINDY: Mummy, who is this man?

CLAIRE: Just an ambulance-man, dear.

CINDY: No, I mean this man!
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GEOFF: Did she say mummy? 

MEDIC 1: Ah, good, he's coming round. This is her mother, 
sir, and you've had a nasty bang on the head.

GEOFF: (To Claire) I thought you weren't married.

MEDIC 1: You've lost me now. Look, let's help him up and 
get him into bed. Where is the bedroom? 

CLAIRE: Just there. 

THEY HELP GEOFF TO HIS FEET. AS 
THEY CROSS TOWARDS THE BEDROOM, 
THE DOOR OPENS AND MIKE ENTERS, 
SUPPORTED BY SANDRA. BOTH COUPLES 
FREEZE AS THEY SEE ONE-ANOTHER.

CLAIRE: Michael, I think you have some explaining to do.

MIKE: And so do you. (Enter Steve.) You again? I 
thought I'd sent you packing.

STEVE: You did but I… I…

CINDY: Daddy, what's happening? Who are all these 
people?

SANDRA: What do you mean Daddy?

THERE IS A LOUD HAMMERING AT THE 
DOOR.

MIKE: I think I'll just get that - shall I? (He 
staggers off down the hall.)

CLAIRE: (To Sandra) So what do you think you're doing 
with my husband?

SANDRA: That's not your husband. It's your brother. He 
told me you were possessive - but you're plain 
deluded.

GEOFF: You can talk! What a way to carry on with her 
uncle. What are you anyway, his nurse or his 
lover?

CLAIRE: Whose uncle?

ENTER MIKE WITH ANOTHER AMBULANCE-
MAN AND THE POLICEMAN, WHOSE HEAD 
IS BANDAGED.
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CONSTABLE: (Pointing to Geoff) There he is - it's him. 
Arrest that man!

MEDIC 2: Steady now, constable, you've had a nasty bump on
the head.

SANDRA: Daddy, what are you doing here?

CONSTABLE: Sandra, I thought you were at tennis. What 
happened to your head?

SANDRA: What happened to yours? Mike, my father.

MIKE: And who's the karate kid.

GEOFF: Not karate - judo. And I'm a black belt, so you'd
better watch out.

MIKE: Where is your belt?

GEOFF: He took it when he arrested me and put me in 
these.

HE HOLDS UP THE HANDCUFFS AND HIS 
TROUSERS FALL DOWN. GRANNY, STILL 
HIDDEN, STARTS TO SING 'IF YOU 
WERE THE ONLY BOY IN THE WORLD 
AND I WERE THE ONLY GIRL'.

CINDY: Come on Granny, time to go to bed.

SHE HELPS GRANNY OFF THE FLOOR, 
WHO SPOTS GEOFF WITH HIS TROUSERS 
DOWN.

GRANNY: Hey, it does work after all. I say young man, are
you busy tonight?

CINDY: I think I'd better make everyone a nice cup of 
tea.

                                  
BLACKOUT

 
CURTAIN

 

38.

38


