HOME, SWEET HOME

(On stage there is a sofa; three elderly ladies are sitting squashed together on it. We can also see two occasional talbles andtwo chairs, perhajs a television, a picture or two. Nothing about this place is attractive, and] the old ladies sitting on the sofa seem to take notice of their surroundings. Enter SISTER MARGARET with a bowl and three spoons.)

SISTER M.: (loudly and very cheerfully) Good morning ladies. How are we this morning then? Time for your medicine ! (all three ladies get medicine out of the same bottle with different spoons) There now, that wasn´t so bad, was it ? Matron will be pleased with you. (The ladies show no reaction) Oh, dear, oh, dear We are having a bad day, aren´t we? (She walks out out quickly, shaking her head JUAN enters left, with a broom. He sweeps very slowly across the stage, sighing sadly, amd sweeps back again to exit left.)

(The three old ladies react to nothing that is going on in the room. Enter MARIA FITZGERALD, known as FITZ, from right. She looks with exasperation at the old ladies for a moment, then shakes her head. Enter JUAN from left again carrying suitcases. He dumps them on the stage left and returns for more, dumps them, leaves the stage sighing: `Is soooo heavy; cases, heavy; Madre de Dios!!!`. FITZ watches with great interest. The old ladies still do not react. Enter JOHN WELLINGTON Sr., JOHN WELLLNGTON Jr., FENELLA WELLINGTON, MATRON and MR CECIL BAGSHOT.)

BAGSHOT: (rubbing his hands; in an excessively unctous tone) Mr Wellington, may I welcome you to Restwell Home for Senior Citizens? Ah, yes, welcome you sincerely very sincerely, yes. (He doesn´t seem to know what else to say) We welcome you most, most sincerely. (Another pause) Ah, yes, well, Matron here will look after you from now on. (Loud) Mr - er -Wellington (there is some confusion about who is meant) - ah, yes, (over-emphasizing, with a ghastly smile, with an exaggerate bow) JUNIOR, of course,.....perhaps you would care to step this way to my office? (The two men leave the stage. MATRON regards FENELLA, who shrinks and fumbles a cigarette out of her handbag. MATRON glares at her until she puts the cigarette back again, then she glares at JOHN Sr., who tries a simile but gives up in the face of such opposition.)
MATRON: Good morning, Mr Wellington. I am the Matron, as you have just heard. You will be in room 14. lt is a single room. (She regards him disapprovingly) NO VISTS FROM WOMEN.

JOHN Sr.: I beg your your pardon?

MATRON: Visits from ladies are not allowed in gentlemen´s rooms.

JOHN Sr.: Are the ladies not allowed visits from ladies, either?

MATRON: (Regards hirn with a look that says: `We got a difficult one here!`) Of course the ladies can visit each other in their rooms, as the gentlemen can......

JOHN SR.: (with a simile) visit the ladies?

MATRON: (icly, she understands no fun) I thought I made that clear, Mr Wellington. No visiting the ladies in their rooms, and the ladies may not visit you in your room.

JOHN Sr.: (rather sadly) I don t suppose they'll want to

FENELLA: Oh, Daddy John, please don´t be difficult! (to MATRON) Daddy John lost his

wife two years ago, you see, and he hasn´t been the same since. It was so tragic. (She begins

to cry a little, wipes her eyes and nose quite prettily. She takes the cigarette out again, thinks

better of it and puts it away.)

(JOHN Sr. is embarrassed, MATRON has no patience with such women. She gives FENELLA a stony look. FENELLA shrinks again.)

MATRON: Is this all your luggage, Mr Wellington? 

JOHN Sr.: Yes, most of it. There is just a big box of books which my son will deliver tomorrow.

MATRON: (looks at him in horror and says in wisper) Books? 

JOHN Sr.: Yes, Im one of these old sillies who read books!

MATRON: (without looking at John Sr. Calls loudly) JUAN! Juan! Drat that fellow where, does he get to? He's never there when you need him! JUAN!

(Enter JUAN from left, looking as if he expects MATRON to hit him)

JUAN: Si, Matron?

MATRON: (slowly and loudiy as if speaking to an idiot) Juan, take Mr Wellingtons luggage to room 14, please. (JUAN looks as if he hasn´t understood) Oh, these foreigners! TAKE- LUGGAGE- ROOM- 14- QUICK! !!! (JUAN snatches up the luggage and runs, off right. MATRON returns her attention to JOHN Sr.) Now back to you, Mr Wellington. What medication do you take?

JOHN SR.: Medication? I don't take any medication. I'm not ill, I'm just a little bit old. That doesn't count as an illness, does it?

MATRON: We'll have to see about that. Never known an old person without medication yet. Diabetes?

JOHN Sr.: Pardon?

MATRON: (with exaggerated patience) Have you got diabetes, Mr Wellington? Heart trouble? High blood pressure? Are you incontinent?

JOHN Sr.: What?

MATRON: (loudly and nastily) DO YOU WET THE BED, MR WELLINGTON?

FENELLA: Oh, really, Matron, that´s not a very nice.... (her words tails off at MATRON´S angry look).

JOHN SR.: (with an attempt at humour) Haven´t wet the bed since I was a boy, Captain! (he

salutes. MATRON does not find that funny.)

MATRON: This is the television room, there´s a lounge next door. The dining room is at the end of the corridor. Each room has in own en-suite bathroom. I shall go and see that Juan has taken your things to the right room. Foreigners, you know. Can´t trust them. Lazy so-and-so, the lot of them. Can´t even speak the language. (Halfway to the door, she turns round.) You will follow me in a few minutes. (Exit)

JOHN Sr.: (whistles) She´s a tyrant, isn´t she?

(FENELLA begins to cry a little. She takes her cigarettes out and looks around for an ash-tray)

JOHN Sr.: (gently) What are you looking for, Fenella, dear?

FENELLA: (almost in tears) The ash-tray, Daddy John.

JOHN Sr.: (gently) No smoking in here, Fenny, love.

FENELLA: (crushed) Oh. (She takes out a packet, extracts a tablet and swallows it quickly, turning her head away from JOHN Sr. So he doesn`t see her.)
JOHN Sr.: Don´t worry, Fenny.I´1l be all right.

FENELLA: I don`t want you to be here, Daddy John. I want you to be with us. But you know what John´s like. He´s so nervous. He´s got a lot of stress at work.

JOHN Sr.: That´s right. Dont worry. It´ll be like a holiday. And anywav it isn´t for ever.

FENELLA: No. Do you think I can smoke outside?

JOHN Sr.: I´m sure you can, dear. Out in the garden, eh?

(He watches her go. Silence. He looks around and sees FITZ. She smiles and across to him)

FITZ: Hello. (she gives him her hand.) I´m Maria Fitzgerald. Bloody stupid name. Everyone calls me Fitz. You can, too, if you want.

JOHN Sr.: Why, that´s very nice of you. My name´s Wellington. John Wellington. (Pause) You can call me John.

FITZ: (laughing) I must say that sounds better than Wellie, any day (Looking after FENELLA) Who´s the girl who can´t give up smoking?

JOHN Sr.: The girl who...? Oh, you mean Fenella, my daughter-in-law.

FITZ: She's a little nervous, isn´t she?

JOHN Sr.: Very. She swallows those hille pills all the time. She thinks I don´t know.

FITZ: Yes, they all think we old people don´t know what´s going on. 

JOHN Sr.: But we do.

FITZ: Yes, because we´ve got more time to observe people, to think about what they´re doing. (Pause) Why are you here?

JOHN Sr.: My wife died two years ago. Fenny says I haven´t been the same since, as if I´m an idiot. But she´s right. Not that I'm an idiot, I mean. Just that - life isn´t the same as it was when my wife was alive. (Pause) My son John insisted I should go and live with them. They´ve got a lovely house, five bedrooms, three bathrooms, a big garden...... My son works in the City. He´s very well off. In fact, he is stinking rich. (they laugh) They´ve got tw teenage daughters, Fenny is a bundle of nerves, my son has no time for anyone - he decided I needed to spend a few weeks in a Home. (Pause) And what about you? You got children?

FITZ: No, no kids. Probably better that way. (Pause) My husband died when I was twenty-three. It´s so long ago that if  didn´t have a photo of him I would forget what he looked like. (she smiles wryly) I came here for the company. I didn´t want to be alone anymore. Most of my old friends have died off or they live miles away. I used to be an actress, you know.

JOHN Sr.: (interested) You didn´t, did you?

FITZ: Yes, not a famous one, but I was quite good at it. (Pause) It was a lovely life, but theatre people end up all over the place. My best friend Daisy went to Hollywood in 1955. She looked like Marilyn Monroe, so she thought she had a good chance.

JOHN Sr.: And did she?

FITZ: In films? No! But she married a millionaire, divorced him four years later and has lived off the fat of the land ever since. She invited me to go and live with her. (dreamily) She´s got a big white house with a swimming-pool in the garden.

JOHN Sr.: And why didn´t you go?

FITZ: I don´t know. Haven´t seen her for the last twenty ears. She could have changed by now. (Pause) Sometimes I wish I had gone. I often wish that.

JOHN Sr.: Oh, why? Because the sun always shines in Califomia?

FITZ: (seriously) John, I said I came here for the company. Look around. (She waves her hand towards the old ladies on the sofa) Look at them. They´re dead from the neck up and dead from the neck down. The only thing about them that´s alive is their mouths. Swallow this, swallow that. Eat this eat that. And then there's Matron. She seems to think this place ia a prison camp and she´s the sergeant.

(Enter JOHN Jr. and MR BAGSHOT)

John Jr.: (unfriendly) Dad, where´s Fenella?

JOHN Sr.: Out in the garden.

John Jr.: Oh, smoking again I suppose. Or swallowing a couple of her little pink pills.

(changing his tone, very breezy and over-friendly) Well, Dad, I´ve arranged everthing with Mr Bagshot here, and you´ll be fine. It´ll be like a holiday. And after all, it won´t be for ever.

JOHN Sr.: No, John.

BAGSHOT: We hope you will enjoy your stay here, Mr Wellington. Your room looks out over the park. It´s very comfortable. All the latest in furniture for the elderly. And a colour television!!

JOHN Sr.: (seriously) Oh, goody!

JOHN Jr.: (warningly) Dad!

BAGSHOT: We have a very good cook here. She knows all about the finest French cuisine. Delicious food, you know. Well, I´ll leave you now. Goodbye, Mr Wellington (the usual confusion) ......er......Mr Wellington. (Exit)
JOHN Jr.: (irritated) For God´s sake, where´s Fenella? We´ve got to go.

(Enter FENELLA)

JOHN Jr.: Where the hell have you been?

FENELA: In the garden, darling. Looking at the squirrels. And the rabbits. They´re so sweet.

JOHN Jr.: Squirrels and rabbits indeed. (darkly) Cigarettes and pills.

JOHN Sr.: Don´t be mean, John. Come and give us a big hug, Fenny. (she rushes into his arms, they hug each other) Tell the girls to comc and dee me sometime.

FENNY: (almost wispering) There really are squirrels and rabbits, Daddy John.

JOHN Sr.: I believe you, my sweet. Bye bye, now. (FENNY cries a little)

JOHN Jr.: Oh, for heaven´s sake, Fenella! Since when have you been so interested in nature? Perhaps you should try working in the garden sometime. (to his father) Yes, well, Dad. It sems very nice here. (Pause) Must go. Bye. We´ll be visiting you again soon.

(He seizes FENNY´S arm and hustles her out)
(Enter JUAN and MATRON)

MATRON: Come along, Mr Wellington. Time for your afternoon sleep. (she notices FITZ) Oh, and for yours, too, Mrs Fitzgerald. Your medicine is on the table by your bed.

FITZ: (quietly) You know where you can put your bloody medicine, you stupid women!!!

MATRON: Did you say something, Mrs Fitzgerald?

JUAN: (seriously) Is bloody medicine, Matron. Fitz say. Not good.

MATRON: Oh, shut up, Juan. Try again when you´ve learnt a bit of English.

JUAN: Si, Matron. I do. Every day I learn a little more.

MATRON: (sighs) Mr Wellington, this way please. (They exit one side, FITZ the other. There is a short pause. Enter SISTER MARGARET with tray, bottle and spoons.)

SISTER M: Here we are again, ladies (she looks out of the window) Lovely weather today. You should be out in the garden watching the rabbits. They´re really sweet. And the squirrels! (They don´t react.) Ah, well. Time for our medicine. (same procedure as last time) Matron will be pleased with you. (she looks at the old ladies again. shakes her head and leaves as she speaks) Oh, dear, oh, dear.

SCENE TWO

(Same as before, but there are two more old ladies on the chairs: MRS PEARL SMYTHE, MRS FISHER and MISS CHRISTINE PLUMM. The others still do not react)

MISS PLUMM: I call it disgusting.

MRS SMYTHE: Oh, you´re perfect right Miss Plumm. Perfectly. (Pause) What is?

MISS PLUMM: What is what? (understanding) Oh. Men. Disgusting. Men.

MRS FISHER: Oh, for Goodness´ sake, Miss Plumm, what are you talking about?

MISS PLUMM: Having men in this place. It´s disgusting. If I had known that they would have men here, I would have gone to another home, just for women.

MRS SMYTHE: I, too, Miss Plumm. After all, you never know.

MRS FISHER: Never know what, Mrs Smythe?

MRS SMYTHE: Well, where they come from. Men. What sort of family. Whether they have class...and....and....

MISS PLUMM: Breeding. Good manners. Whether they know how to treat ladies. (darkly, with great meaning) And other things....

MRS SMYTHE: For example, using the toilets and......

MRS FISHER: But Mrs Smythe, we all have our own toilets.

MISS PLUMM: (with great meaning again) I mean they´re by the lounge .......................... and

next to the dining-room!

MRS FISHER: (puzzled) What are, the men?

MISS PLUMM: No, silly, the toilets of course. (darkly) I´ve seen men go in there. And women.

(Suddenly one of the sofa ladies, MRS SNOOKS, comes alive and speaks)

SNOOKS: I hope they don´t go in there together. I don´t want to go to the toilet and find a man there. I want to have my privacy when I go to the toilet.

PLUMM: Men allways leave the toilet seat up. No class.

SNOOKS: That´s not nice.

MRS DAVIES: (suddenly coming alive) What isn´t nice, dear? I thought it was very nice.

SNOOKS: Eh?

DAVIES: That medicine. (she licks her lips) Delicious it was. Better than chocolate.

SNOOKS: We were talking about men, Dora.

DAVIES: Oh, dear, I don´t want to do that. Men aren´t nice at all. I was married to one, you know.

MRS WISE: (suddenly coming alive) Isn´t it time for supper? Im hungry.

PLUMM: (exasperated) We were talking about men in the toilet, not supper!

WISE: Last night we had lamb cutlets. I would rather have chicken. And a nice bit of gravy. And perhaps chips.

FISHER: Well, there aren´t so many men here, Miss Plumm.

WISE: We haven´t had chips for ages.

SNOOKS: I think we should complain.

MRS SMYTHE: About the chips, dear? I find them quite tasty, although I prefer rice myself.

SMYTHE: No, about the men using our toilets. They´ll be using our toothbrushes next.

DAVIES: (to WISE) Some vanilla ice-cream would be quite delicious, I feel. Especially

after chicken and chips.

WISE: (quite excited by this culinary prospect) Oh, lovely!

PLUMM: Well, I´m going to complain to Matron. It is not good enough.

FISHER: What about, Miss Plumm? Men using our toothbruches?

PLUMM: No, that we don´t ever get ice cream. We pay over one thousand pounds a month for this place and dont even get ice crearn. It´s disgusting.

WISE: (wistfully) I love ice cream. 

(Enter COOK (MAISIE))

MAISIE: Hello, ladies. Time for lunch. Hungry, are we?

FISHER: What´s on the menu, Maisie?

MAISIE: Irish stew, mashed potatoes and carrots. 

SNOOKS: I hate Irish stew. I hate carrots. What´s for pudding? 

MAISIE: Jelly and cream.

WISE: Ice cream? Vanilla ice cream?

MAISIE: No Mrs Wise dear, just cream.

PLUMM: What colour?

MAISIE: What, the eream? White of course.

PLUMM: Oh, for heaven's sake, Maisie. I mean the jelly.

MAISIE: Green.

DAVIES: I prefer red jelly myself.

PLUMM: I hate green jelly.

MAISIE: Come on then, ladies, if you don´t hurry the gentlemen´ll be there first and there´ll be nothing left for you to eat!!!

SMYTHE: Oh, goodness me, we can´t have that. Come on everyone.

PLUMM: I hate men.

DAVIES: I prefer ice cream myself  

(Exeunt)

SCENE 3

(Enter MATRON and MR BAGSHOT)
BAGSHOT: Well, Matron, how are things going in our home-sweet-home, our home from home? Any deaths this week?

MATRON: No, unfortunately. Mrs Fisher hasn´t been too well - her heart is causing her problems again - but it doesnt seem to stop the woman eating. She really has an astonishingly good appetite for such a sick old lady.

BAGSHOT: Yes. I'm worried about these good appetites. Good appetites spoil the profit, you know.

MATRON: (sadly) Yes, I know.

BAGSHOT: You remembered what I said about only giving the old people two potatoes each for lunch, didn't you? And not too much meat?

MATRON: I did, Mr Bagshot, I did.

BAGSHOT: I am convinced that more than two potatoes, say three or even (with horror) FOUR, accompanied by large pieces of meat, are not good for old people.

MATRON: Nor for the profits Mr Bagshot, eh? (they both laugh)
BAGSHOT: No, indeed Matron. No healthy appetites, thank you! (Pause) Weil, perhaps we´ll be lucky with Mrs Fisher. (Pause, slowly) Matron, I have been thinking very hard about putting the rates for the home up. At the moment we take one thousand five hundred pounds a month from our residents. That hardly covers costs. How about ............ two thousand?

MATRON: The good treatment the old people get here is worth it, Mr Bagshot.

BAGSHOT: Ah, yes. And with 24 old people here that´ll be (he works it out) ......... an increase of twelve thousand pounds a month. (Pause) It´ll mean a little more for you. Matron.

MATRON: (simpering) Oh, thank you, Mr Bagshot. (discussing this happy situation they leave the stage)

(Enter JUAN, sweeping across stage. He look very sad, as usual. MARGARET enters from the other side.)

MARGARET: Oh, hello, Juan. Are you busy?

JUAN: Am always busy. `Juan do this, do that`. All day am busy. Matron allwys saying `do this, do that`. (MARGARET smiles sympatheticaly) Sister Margaret, you a1lways saying, you allways saying my name correctly.

MARGARET: What do you mean?

JUAN: You saying `Juan`. Matron allways saying `Juan`. Then saying bad things about foreigners.

MARGARET: You mustn´t listen to her Juan. Just do your work, like I do, and don´t listen to her.

JUAN: Is not easy. She is having very loud voice. (he imitates her) Juan! Come here! 

MARGARET: Oh, she has a very loud voice all right!

(From offstage we hear MATRON shout `Juan! Come here!`in a very loud voice)

JUAN: (to MARGARET) You understand? (loud) OK, am coming Matron, (then, in a very quiet voice) old cow!

MARGARET: (laughing) Oh, Juan your English gets better every day!

(they leave the stage in opposite directions).

