My American Uncle

SCENE I

(BERT  IS  SITTING  IN  AN ARMCHAIR FACING THE AUDIENCE. HE IS WEARING TROUSERS  WITH  BRACES  AND  A  VEST; HE IS NOT A PRETTY SIGHT! IN HIS RIGHT  HAND HE IS HOLDING THE REMOTE CONTROL, IN HIS LEFT A HALF-DRUNK BOTTLE OF BEER.)

BERT:  That's  no  good. (CLICK) Opera! (HE PUTS ON AN OPERATIC VOICE) Tralala!  Ugh!  Horrible!  (CLICK)  What's  this? What's it say in the Radio  Times?  (HE  PUTS  DOWN  THE  BEER  BOTTLE  AND PICKS UP THE TV MAGAZINE)  Tuesday.  Tuesday.  Oh,  here  we  are. 'Out of Africa' - a romantic  film  starring  Meryll Streep. Oh, God, not her! She's got a face  like  a  horse.(CLICK)  Ah,  what  about  this?  A bit of sport.  Basketball!  (HE DROPS THE RADIO TIMES AND TAKES A LONG DRINK OF BEER;

HE BELCHES LOUDLY) That's better. (LOOKS AT THE TV SCREEN) Why do they have  all  these  black  fellows  playing  this game? Aren't there any decent  white  men  in America? Give me football any day. That's a game for  real  men!  Mind you, they've even got black men playing football these  days,  and  you  can't  watch cricket without you see a load of bloody  Indians  and  Pakistanis. (HE YAWNS LOUDLY; AGAIN; IT IS NOT A PRETTY  SIGHT!  HE  SLIDES  DOWN  IN THE ARMCHAIR TO MAKE HIMSELF MORE COMFORTABLE  -  HE CLEARLY HAS TROUBLE KEEPING HIS EYES OPEN. HE YAWNS AGAIN.)  Can't  stand  these  American  games, actually. Bloody Yanks.  Think  they  rule the world. Well, they don't. We do. British is best, isn't  it?  That's what I always say. British is best. Yes. Best. Yes.  (DURING  THE LAST PART OF HIS MONOLOGUE BERT HAS BEEN GETTING SLEEPIER AND  SLEEPIER.  WITH  A LAST EFFORT HE PLACES THE RADIO TIMES OVER HIS FACE  AND FALLS ASLEEP, SNORING RATHER LOUDLY; THIS MOVES THE PAGES OF THE RADIO TIMES UP AND DOWN)

(PAUSE  WHILE  THE  AUDIENCE  HAVE  A  CHANCE  TO  OBSERVE  A REAL MAN SLEEPING)

(ENTER  MRS.  CRIPPS,  THE 'DAILY'. SHE DUSTS AROUND A LITTLE, BUT NOT TOO  MUCH.  SHE SWEEPS SOME DUST UNDER THE RUG. BERT GIVES A VERY LOUD SNORE WHICH MAKES MRS. CRIPPS JUMP)

MRS CRIPPS: Oh, lord, Mr Winterbottom, You didn't half give me a jump!  Oh, dear, me heart, me heart! They'll be carrying me off one day, they will!  (TAKES  A  CLOSE  LOOK AT BERT) Oh, look, he's asleep! Ain't he sweet? My Wally always looks his best when he's asleep. (LOOKS CLOSELY AT  BERT  AGAIN)  In  fact, Mr Winterbottom does, too! (SHE SHAKES HER HEAD,  SMILING)  Men,  eh?  (SHE  DOES  A VERY LITTLE WORK, THEN LOOKS AROUND  BEFORE  SMUGGLING  A  PACKET  OF  CIGARETTES  OUT OF HER APRON POCKET).  What  I  say  to  meself  is:  Betty  Cripps,  you deserve a cigarette  after  all that work. Work me fingers to the bone, I do. To the  bone! (SHE STRIKES A MATCH AND IS ABOUT TO LIGHT UP WHEN:) (ENTER CECILY. SHE IS, INCREDIBLY, BERT'S WIFE. WHEN THE AUDIENCE GET TO KNOW THIS  FACT THEY WILL SURELY ASK THEMSELVES HOW THESE TWO GOT TOGETHER.  CECILY  IS  QUITE  ATTRACTIVE, NICELY DRESSED AND SOUNDS EDUCATED. SHE STOPS AT THE SIGHT OF MRS CRIPPS WITH A CIGARETTE IN HER HAND)

CECILY: (SIGHING) Mrs Cripps, I thought I asked you not to smoke while you are working.

MRS CRIPPS: (INSULTED) I wasn't smoking, Mrs Winterbottom.
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CECILY:  No, but you were going to. (SNIFFING) You just lit a match.

MRS  CRIPPS:  (ON  THE  DEFENSIVE)  Well, I'm allowed a rest, ain't I?  After  all  this 'ere work. (REGARDS HER HANDS) Work me fingers to the bone, I do. I deserve a rest, that's what I say.

CECILY:  (EXTREMELY  PATIENT)  You  only  arrived ten minutes ago, Mrs Cripps.

MRS  CRIPPS: This is me tea break. I'm allowed three tea breaks a day.

The union says that.

CECILY: Oh? I didn't know there was a union for cleaning ladies.

MRS CRIPPS: (BEATEN) I'll just go and do the kitchen, then.

CECILY: That's a very good idea. Could you peel some potatoes, too?

MRS  CRIPPS: No, I couldn't. I'm 'ere for cleaning, I'm not a bleedin' cook! (SHE WALKS OUT WITH HER NOSE IN THE AIR)

CECILY:  (LOOKS  AFTER  HER, SHAKES HER HEAD AND SIGHS) She'll have to go,  I'm afraid. (SEES BERT. WALKS OVER TO HIM) Just look at him. Just look  at  him!  Even when he's asleep he doesn't let go of the zapper.  One  of  these  days he'll probably take it to bed with him and try to switch  me  off. Not that he switches me on any more. I mean, he comes home  from  work,  takes  his  shirt  off  and  watches television all evening. (PUZZLED) Why does he have to take his shirt off to watch TV?  There may be a few men in the world who look good without a shirt. But not Bert. Oh, no, not Bert. And then, he snores. I don't think I would mind  it if I woke up to find myself next to a snoring Richard Gere, but  a  snoring  Bert  Winterbottom,  that's  quite a different story.  (LOUD) Bert, did you look to see if we got any post today? (BERT STIRS A  LITTLE,  BUT  DREAMS  ON).  Look  at  him.  I  bet he's dreaming of television  right now. (BERT SMILES IN HIS SLEEP) Well, I suppose 
I'll have to see if there's any post. (SHE LEAVES THE ROOM AND RETURNS WITH AN  AIRMAIL LETTER). That's funny, we don't know anyone in the USA, do we?.  (SHE  TURNS  THE LETTER OVER) I wonder who it's from? I'd better open  it  and  see.  (SHE SEEMS A LITTLE NERVOUS. SHE OPENS THE LETTER SLOWLY  AND  BEGINS TO READ: SHE SEEMS VERY SURPRISED. SHE RUSHES OVER TO BERT AND SHAKES HIM VIOLENTLY. HE BEGINS TO WAKE UP)

BERT: Leave me alone. I'm tired.

CECILY:  Listen to me, Bert Winterbottom!

(BERT  SETTLES DOWN TO SLEEP AGAIN. CECILY GRABS HIM BY THE BRACES AND ALMOST LIFTS HIM OUT OF THE CHAIR)

CECILY:  WILL YOU LISTEN TO ME!

(BERT  STARES AT HER AND SHE AT HIM FOR A MOMENT BEFORE SHE DROPS HIM.

(She hands him the letter)
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CECILY: Here, read this. Out loud.

BERT:  (WITH A GROWING SENSE OF WONDERMENT) Dear Albert. (TO HIS WIFE)

Is that me, Cess?

CECILY: Yes, who else? And for goodness' sake stop calling me 'Cess'.

BERT: Sorry, Cess. Dear Albert, It will sure be a big surprise for you to hear from your Uncle Homer Wishbone II in the good old US of A. (TO CECILY) What's all this about, Cess? (BACK TO THE LETTER) Well, Albert my  boy,  I'm  coming over to the Old Country on November 5th to visit you  and  your sweet wife and cute kids. (TO CECILY) He can't mean us, surely?  He  must have got the wrong family. Our children aren't cute, are they?

(CECILY SHAKES HER HEAD)

BERT:  I  hope  to  be  staying  with  you  for two or three weeks and moseying  around  Good Old London Town. (TO CECILY) What does he mean, Cess? Mosey?

CECILY:  I  think  he  means  to have a look around. And don't call me Cess.

BERT:  Can't  even  speak  Queen's  English, these Yanks. (BACK TO THE LETTER) Don't come to the airport, I'll take a cab. (TO CECILY) A cab?

CECILY: A taxi, dear.

BERT:  Oh.  (READS)  I'll take a cab. Your loving Uncle Homer Wishbone II.  (TO  CECILY)  I  don't  understand  it,  Cess.  Who is this Homer Wishbone  II?  I  didn't  even  know there was a Homer Wishbone I. And what's he got to do with us?

CECILY: With 
you
. He would appear to be your uncle, Bert.

BERT: I didn't know I had an uncle in America.

CECILY: Well, you must have. He just wrote you a letter.

BERT: When does he say he's arriving?

CECILY:  On  November  5th. (THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER IN HORROR) Oh, my God, Bert. That's next week. We've only got a week!

BERT:  (CAREFULLY) What for, Cess?

CECILY:  (TRYING TO BE PATIENT) Bert, why do you think your uncle from the USA is coming to pay us a visit?

BERT: Well, he wants to mosey around Good old........

CECILY:  Of  course  he does, Bert. But try to think a little further.

Look at that name - Homer Wishbone II. What does it make you think of?
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BERT:  Well, I don't know. It's a bloody funny name, isn't it?

CECILY:  (SARCASTICALLY)  It may be a bloody funny name, but it sounds like  a  bloody  rich name to me. Ordinary people who do ordinary jobs have  names  like Bert Winterbottom, not Homer Wishbone, and certainly not the Second!

BERT:  So what?

CECILY:  So,  perhaps  he's  a  film producer. So, perhaps he pays Mel Gibson's  salary.  So,  perhaps  he loves England and the English. So, perhaps he's very old. (SHE PAUSES; THEN SAYS DRAMATICALLY AND SLOWLY) 
SO PERHAPS HE WANTS TO LEAVE YOU ALL HIS MONEY, BERT!

BERT: Jesus!

CECILY: This is no time for religion, Bert, it's time for action.

BERT: (SUSPICIOUSLY) Every time you say that, Cess, something terrible happens. What are you thinking of this time?

CECILY:  If your rich Uncle Homer is going to visit us, we have got to impress  him.  Things  have got to change round here. We have to paint the  house,  get  some  new  furniture,  hang some new pictures on the wall...

BERT:  ....get some new children.

CECILY: (HORRIFIED) Oh, no, I'd forgotten the children!

BERT: I try to do that all the time.

CECILY: (VERY DEFINITE) The children will have to learn how to behave.

BERT: Oh, yes? We've had them for years and they haven't learnt how to behave yet!

CECILY:  And  you will  have  to  stop  watching television and start dressing correctly.

BERT: But Cess.....

CECILY:  AND  STOP  CALLING  ME  CESS! We.......could employ a butler.

BERT:  Are you crazy?

CECILY: And a maid......

BERT: You are crazy!

CECILY:   There's   that   agency   in   town   -  What's  it  called?

Rent-a-Domestic. We could get a butler and a maid from there for a few

days.  It'll  be  expensive, but worth it. (SERIOUSLY) Bert, we've got

one  week.  If  we play our cards right we could be rich at the end of
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it. (DREAMILY) Uncle Homer is going to love us, just love us.

(A  DOOR  SLAMS. PETE, CECILY'S AND BERT'S RATHER HORRIBLE TEENAGE SON WALKS IN. LIKE HIS FATHER; HE IS NOT A PRETTY SIGHT.)

PETE:  Hi.

BERT: Well, at least he got that right.

PETE:  What did I get right?

BERT:  You said 'Hi'.

PETE: Mum always moans when I say 'Hi'. That's why I say it. Why is it right all of a sudden?

CECILY:  Peter, I'd give you this letter to peruse if I thought they'd taught you to read at school. As it is, I'll tell you what's in it.

BERT:  Yeah, listen to this, Pete!

CECILY: Peter.

BERT: What? Oh, yes,.... Peter.

(PETE  LOOKS  FROM ONE TO THE OTHER. HE IS CLEARLY WORRIED ABOUT THEIR MENTAL HEALTH)

PETE:  Look, is someone going to tell me what's going on?

CECILY: Yes, Peter dear...

PETE: (STUNNED) Dear?

CECILY:  (IGNORING  HIM)  ...your father's American uncle is coming to visit us. Next week.

PETE:  He's not having my room.

CECILY:  Of course he is, Peter. You can't expect him to sleep in...in the bunker!

PETE:  So what's special about this guy?

CECILY:  He's very old....

PETE: (NOT IMPRESSED)  Oh, great!

CECILY:  And very rich! And he's a film producer.

PETE:  (VERY IMPRESSED) Oh, great!

BERT:  But, Cess, we don't know......
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CECILY:  Albert, kindly try to get used to calling me Cecily. It is my name,  you  know.  Now,  Peter, things are going to change around here this  week.  Your  great-uncle  Homer  Wishbone  II  (PETE REACTS WITH HYSTERICAL  LAUGHTER).....be serious, please... your great-uncle Homer Wishbone  II,  having  no  children  of his own, intends to leave your father his not inconsiderable fortune......

BERT: (TRYING HARD) But Cecily.......

CECILY:  Don't interrupt me, Albert. .......and of course we shall all do our best to make his stay with us a pleasant one.......

PETE: ..... so that he really leaves us all his money.

CECILY:  Precisely, my dear.

(WE  HEAR  A  LOUD  'YOOHOO'  FROM OUTSIDE. CYNTHIA BREEZES IN. SHE IS CLEARLY THE ACTRESS TYPE)

CYNTHIA:  Greetings  to  you,  my dear parents. And greetings, brother mine.

PETE:  Oh, Gawd!

BERT:  Hello, Cyn.

CECILY:  Cyn. Cess. What are you thinking of, Albert?

CYNTHIA:  Albert! Oh, I like it. Albert. Mmmmm.

CECILY:  Don't  be  silly, Cynthia. We've got a problem and you're not being helpful.

CYNTHIA:  (POUTING) How can I be helpful? I've only just arrived. (SHE FLOATS ROUND THE ROOM)  Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?

PETE:  Oh, shut up, Cyn- (HE LOOKS AT HIS MOTHER) -thia.

CYNTHIA:  Cynthia! Oh, I like it. Cynthia. Mmmmm.

CECILY:  Cynthia dear...

CYNTHIA:  (PUZZLED) Dear?

CECILY:  Your  father's  uncle who lives in America, you know, the one who's  a  millionaire,  a  film  producer  and  dreadfully  old.... He produced Richard Gere's last film.....

BERT: (MAKING A LAST EFFORT)  But Cecily......

CECILY:  ...  He's  coming  to  visit us next week because he wants to leave your father all his money.

CYNTHIA:  A  film  producer.  Oh, I can see my name in lights already,
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Mother dear! Cynthia Winterbottom and Johnny Depp star in.....

PETE:  Not with a name like 'Winterbottom' you won't!

BERT:  Hey, why not? What's the matter with Winterbottom?

PETE:  Dad,  do you know what the kids at school call me? They call me Cold.......

CECILY:  That's enough, Peter. We don't want to hear it, thank you.

BERT:  Well, what?

CYNTHIA:  Cold  Arse,  Dad.  They  call  me  that,  too. You're right, Peterkin, my sweet, it's not really comme il faut for a film star.

CECILY:  Oh,  be  quiet  everybody!  (AFTER  CONSIDERATION)  How about Winterbothom?

BERT: You what?

CECILY:  Winterbothom.  You only need to change the spelling a bit and to pronounce it a little differently - and hey presto! We've got a new name.

BERT:  Nothing  wrong with the old one, is there? (LAUGHS) They called me  Cold Arse at school, too. Things don't really change, do they? (HE FREEZES IN MID-LAUGH BECAUSE CECILY LOOKS SO ANGRY)

CYNTHIA:  Then we'll just add 'de'....

CECILY:  What are you talking about, Cynthia?

CYNTHIA:  About our new name, Mother darling. We'll just add 'de' then we're 'de Winterbothom' and I'm Cynthia de Winterbothom.

PETE:  They  won't  put  that  in  lights,  sis. Cyn Cold Arse is much shorter.  (CYNTHIA  CHASES  HIM  ROUND THE ROOM. IN THE MIDDLE OF THIS ROSA, DRESSED IN BLACK, WALKS IN. SHE IS CLEARLY HORRIFIED.)

ROSA:  What's all this noise about?

CECILY:  Be quiet, you two! Let me tell Rosa what's going on.

(THERE IS SILENCE. CYNTHIA AND PETER ARE INTERESTED TO KNOW WHAT THEIR MOTHER IS GOING TO SAY. CECILY SPEAKS QUICKLY AND BREATHLESSLY)

CECILY:  Rosa,  your  rich, old, American film-producer great uncle is coming here to leave your father all his money.

ROSA:  Rich?

CECILY:  Very.
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ROSA:  Stinking capitalist swine. He's coming here to die, is he?

CECILY: Well, I hope not.

ROSA:  (SLOWLY,  WITH EMPHASIS) You said he's old and he's coming here to leave Dad all his money.

CECILY:  Yes.

ROSA:  Well,  he's  not  having  my  room.  I  don't  want an ancient, toothless capitalist pig dying in my bed. Put him in the bunker.

CECILY: Rosa, that's not very Christian.

ROSA:  (SIGHING  LOUDLY)  Mum,  how  often  do I have to tell you that religion is the opium of the people?

CECILY:  Never again, dear, I hope. Now, no more arguments. We haven't got time for arguments. What we need now is..... action!

ROSA: (CAREFULLY) What sort of action, Mum? Every time you mention the word 'action', something terrible happens.

BERT:  Your Mum wants to hire a butler and a maid, dear.....

ROSA:  A  butler  and  a  maid? Mum, you're a bigger capitalist than I thought. Ugh!

CECILY: Oh, dear, I don't know where you get your communist ideas from, really I don't.

ROSA:  You shouldn't have called me Rosa, should you?

CYNTHIA:  Rosa?

ROSA:  Rosa Luxemburg, idiot!

(CYNTHIA AND THE OTHERS LOOK PUZZLED)

ROSA:  Oh, forget it.

(WE HEAR A VOICE OFF)

GRAN:  When's me dinner ready then? I'm hungry. Cess. Cess! What about me dinner?

(THEY ALL LOOK AT EACH OTHER.)

CECILY:  (HORRIFIED AND REPROACHFUL) Albert. We forgot your mother!

(LIGHTS  DOWN AND THEN OUT. BREAK OF TEN SECONDS, THEN LIGHTS ON AGAIN FOR....)

* 9 -


Scene II

(SAME  AS BEFORE, BUT THIS TIME WITH GRAN. SHE IS RATHER CONFUSED)

GRAN:  I'm  ever so hungry, Cess. All you gave me for me afternoon tea was one mingy little biscuit....

CECILY:  I gave you one little packet of biscuits, mother-in-law. (SHE THINKS FOR A MOMENT) Too many biscuits spoil your teeth.

GRAN:  Why?  I've  got  false  teeth.  How can biscuits spoil me false teeth?  There's nothing the matter with them - Look! (STARTS TO REMOVE HER FALSE TEETH, TO THE GREAT AMUSEMENT OF PETE AND HIS FATHER)

CECILY: (HORRIFIED) Mother-in-law! That is enough!

GRAN: Well, what about me dinner, then? (ALMOST CRYING) I'm a poor old woman.  I  sit  in me room all day and no one comes to talk to me. (TO BERT)  Not  even you, and you're my son. At least, that's what yer Dad always  said. I'm not so sure meself. And what about me grandchildren?  No  time  for  an  old  lady,  of course. Too busy going to biscos and smoking shot.

(PAUSE WHILE THEY TRY TO WORK THAT ONE OUT)

PETE:  Gran, they're called discos - and you either smoke pot or shit!

Not shot!

GRAN:  Don't use rude words like that to me, young man! You're not too old  to  be  put across my knee and smacked really hard on the bottom, you know.

PETE:  You'll have to catch me first, Gran.

CYNTHIA:  Come  on, Gran dear, let's go in the kitchen and see what we can find to eat.

GRAN:  You're  the  only  one  who  bothers  with her old Gran, aren't you, love?

PETE:  She's only after your money, Gran!

GRAN:  No,  she  isn't,  dear,  because  I  haven't  got any. Come on, Cynthia.  We  could  do  ourselves  a milkshake. Which would you like, chocolate or strawberry? (THEY BOTH WANDER OFF IN THE DIRECTION OF THE KITCHEN).

(PAUSE)

CECILY: (HAVING COME TO A DECISION) She'll have to go, Albert.

BERT:  What????

CECILY: (ENUNCIATING CLEARLY) Your mother. She will have to go.
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ROSA:  You  said that about the dog, Mum. Then you took him to the vet and he never came back.

CECILY:  Rosa,  kindly stop being foolish. I don't intend to take your grandmother to the vet ........

PETE: She'd probably bite him!

CECILY:  Peter!  What  I  mean is, your grandmother is not....shall we say.....compost menthol.

ROSA:  (SIGHING) It's called compos mentis, Mum.

BERT:  What do you mean, my mother isn't......what did you call it?

PETE:  Mum's  trying  to say Gran's crazy, Dad. Round the bend. Up the creek without a paddle. Got bats in the belfry. Mad as a hatter.....

CECILY: That is enough, Peter. I think your father has got the message.

BERT: You saying my dear old Mum is mad?

CECILY:  Yes,  I  am, Bert. And don't argue with me. We can't have her around  when  Uncle  Homer is here. She would make a bad impression on him. She'll have to go.

ROSA:  Where, Mum?

CECILY: (MAKING A SUDDEN DECISION) To the Haven of Rest!

ROSA: (HORRIFIED) Mum, you aren't thinking of murdering Gran, are you?

CECILY: (SNAPPILY) Of course not. Whatever makes you say that, Rosa?

ROSA:  Haven of Rest. It sounds..... like a funeral parlour.

CECILY:  Well, it isn't. It's an Old People's Home.

ROSA: You can't just send Gran off to an Old People's Home. She hasn't done anything.

CECILY:  It's  a  home, dear, not a prison. And it would only be for a couple of weeks, until Uncle Homer has gone.........

PETE: ..... after leaving us all his money..........

CECILY:  I'm  going  to  telephone  the  matron  immediately to see if they've got a room free. (SHE MARCHES OUT)

ROSA:  Poor Gran, it isn't fair. Why don't you say something, Dad?

BERT:  To your mother? It's more than my life's worth!

PETER:  Don't  worry, Rosie. It'll do Gran good. She can meet some new
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people,  have a good time, perhaps they've got a 'bisco' there for the over-eighties.......she could smoke shot........

ROSA:  Pete, you really are disgusting, I....

BERT:  Oh,  go away, you two! There's a quiz on TV I want to watch. Go on, off you go!

(ROSA  AND PETE LEAVE. BERT SIGHS, SETTLES DOWN AGAIN AND SWITCHES THE TV ON)

(THE LIGHTS DIM FOR TEN SECONDS AND COME UP AGAIN FOR.....)


Scene 3

(THE ROOM IS EMPTY. ENTER CYNTHIA AND GRAN. CYNTHIA IS CARRYING GRAN'S SUITCASE)

GRAN:  I don't want to go, Cyn. Why is she sending me away?

CYNTHIA:  It's only for a few days, Gran.

GRAN:  But why? What did I do wrong?

CYNTHIA: (WITH EMPHASIS) It's only for a few days, Gran.

GRAN:  Yes,  I  bet she said that to the dog. Then she took him to the vet and.......

CYNTHIA:  No  one's  taking  you to the vet, Gran. You're going to the Haven of Rest.

GRAN:  (WIDE  AWAKE AND SLIGHTLY HYSTERICAL) See what I mean? Haven of Rest!  That's  a  funeral parlour, isn't it?! They only take you there when you're dead, Cyn.

CYNTHIA: (VERY PATIENTLY) It's an Old People's Home, Gran dear.

GRAN: Old People's Home. Why should I go to an Old People's Home? Am I old?

CYNTHIA: (HONESTLY) Yes, Gran.

GRAN:  (BEATEN)  I  suppose  you're  right,  dear.  What time are they fetching me?

CYNTHIA:  (LOOKS OUT THE WINDOW) I think they're here now, Gran.

GRAN:  You  see, nobody comes to say good-bye to me. (ALMOST IN TEARS)

I'm a poor old woman. Nobody loves me.

CYNTHIA:  I love you, Gran.

GRAN:  Yes, you do, Cynthia. Thank you, dear. (PAUSE) You're not after me money, are you?
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CYNTHIA: (PATIENTLY) No, Gran.

GRAN:  That's  good,  dear, because I haven't got any. Did you pack me toothbrush?

CYNTHIA:  Yes, Gran.

GRAN:  That's a good girl.

CYNTHIA:  Don't  worry,  Gran.  Look  on it as a holiday. Two or three weeks without Pete and Rosie and Dad and Mum.....

GRAN:  (AFTER  A  SHORT  PAUSE) You're beginning to make it sound very attractive, dear. Let's go. (PAUSE) Did you pack me toothbrush?

CYNTHIA: (SIGHING) Yes, Gran.

GRAN:  Got  to  look  after  me teeth, you know. (CYNTHIA PICKS UP HER SUITCASE.  GRAN  EMBRACES  HER, ALMOST IN TEARS AGAIN). I shall be all alone there, I don't know anyone, I.....

CYNTHIA:  I'll come to visit you every day, Gran, love.

GRAN:  (LOOKS  AT HER) Will you, dear? (GIVES HER A KISS ON THE CHEEK) You're  such  a  sweet girl. (PAUSE) I hope you're not after me money, Cynthia, because......

CYNTHIA:  .........  because  you  haven't got any. I know Gran. (THEY WALK OUT TOGETHER, CYNTHIA CARRYING THE SUITCASE. A CAR DOOR SHUTS AND A CAR DRIVES AWAY.)

(THE LIGHT DIMS AND COMES UP AGAIN AFTER TEN SECONDS FOR...)


Scene 4

(CECILY  IS ON STAGE, TRYING TO MAKE THE ROOM LOOK PRETTY - A THROW ON THE  SOFA, SOME FLOWERS ON A SMALL TABLE, AN ELEGANT MAGAZINE....THERE IS A SHOUT FROM OFF STAGE WHICH NEARLY MAKES HER DROP THE MAGAZINE)

VOICE: Coooooooeeeeee! It's meeee-heeee!

CECILY:  Oh, no! I don't believe it! Today of all days!

VOICE:  Can I come in then?

CECILY:  (THROUGH  HER  TEETH)  No!  Stay outside in the snow and die!

(SWEETLY) Of course, Joan. The door's open!

JOAN: I know it is. I'm here already. (GIGGLES) What did you say about snow?

CECILY:  Oh, nothing. What did you want, Joan?

JOAN:  I  just  saw  Gran getting into a taxi. Wondered if she was all right.

* 13 -

CECILY: She's fine, Joan. Don't you worry.

JOAN:  Where was she going, then?

CECILY: Away.  (EMBARRASSED PAUSE)

JOAN: Where to, Cecily?

CECILY:  Oh,  for  goodness' sake, Joan! She has just gone into a Home for a few days......

JOAN:  A Home? Why?

CECILY: (SIGHING LOUDLY) I suppose I'd better tell you, although it'll mean  everyone  in town will know it by tomorrow. (SHORT PAUSE) Bert's American  uncle  is coming to stay (SHE CAN'T RESIST) He's frightfully rich and he's leaving Bert all his money!

JOAN:  (SQUEAKS  WITH  EXCITEMENT)  I  don't believe it! (OH, YES, SHE DOES!) Aren't you lucky!

CECILY: (AIRILY) He's a film producer.

JOAN:  Oh!  Oh! Lucky you! (PAUSE) Do you think he's have a look at my Tracy?

CECILY:  Why  on earth should he want to look at your Tracy?

JOAN:  (HUFFED)  Well, she's very attractive, is Tracy. She nearly won that Junior Miss competition last year.

CECILY: (SARCASTICALLY) Nearly!

JOAN:  (IN CONFIDENCE) They say the girl who won......went to bed with one of the judges!

CECILY:   Joan, she was thirteen years old!

JOAN:  You  wouldn't  believe  what  thirteen-year-old girls get up to these days, Cecily!

(ENTER PETER)

PETER: Hi, Joan! How's Tracy?

JOAN:  Still  waiting  for  you  to  ask her to marry you, Pete! (LOUD LAUGHTER)

PETER: Mum, some guy in a funny suit wants to see you.

CECILY:  Ah, that will be our new butler. (JOAN AND PETER LOOK AT EACH OTHER) Sorry, Joan, I haven't got a moment, I'm so busy.

JOAN: Perhaps I can......
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CECILY: No, you can't. (TO PETER) Show Joan out, Peter, please.

JOAN:  Oh,  well,  bye  then,  Cecily.  See you. (TO HERSELF) American uncle! Film producer! New butler! Oh, isn't it exciting!

(THE STAGE IS EMPTY FOR A MOMENT: THEN, ENTER FREDERICK, THE BUTLER)

CECILY:  Come in, James.

FREDERICK:  Please Madam, may I ask you not to call me James?

CECILY:  No?  I thought all butlers were called James. (PAUSE) What do you want me to call you, then?

FREDERICK:  Frederick, Madam, if you please.

CECILY:  (LAUGHS)  Frederick?  Who  on  earth  would want to be called Frederick?

FREDERICK:  I would, Madam.

CECILY:  But why?.......

FREDERICK:  Possibly because it is my name, Madam.

CECILY: (EMBARRASSED)  Oh, how terribly silly of me...

(FREDERICK BOWS CONDESCENDINGLY)

(PAUSE)

CECILY:  Yes, well....... (SHE DOESN'T KNOW WHAT TO SAY)

FREDERICK:  (HELPFULLY)  Madam,  if you would allow me to be so free - The  agency  said  that you are expecting one of your husband's uncles from the United States of America and you need a butler to......

CECILY: (QUICKLY) .....impress him! (PAUSE) I mean, I mean ........ to help with all the extra......

FREDERICK: ....... work, Madam.

CECILY:  Yes, precisely.

(EMBARRASSED PAUSE)

FREDERICK:  Perhaps Madam could tell me......

CECILY:  ........what to do?  Oh, yes, of course, I.........

(EMBARRASSED SILENCE)

FREDERICK:  (HELPFULLY)  We  will  begin  with  breakfast, Madam. Your husband's uncle will ring the bell.......

* 15 -

CECILY: Bell?

FREDERICK:  Madam does, of course, have a bell?

CECILY: (BRIGHTLY) Of course. Somewhere. I think so.

FREDERICK:  Sir - your husband's uncle - will ring for me. I shall ask him  what  he  requires  for  breakfast  and the maid will bring it to him...

CECILY:  The maid.......

FREDERICK:  Madam does, of course, have a maid.

CECILY:  (ALMOST  HYSTERICALLY)  Yes!...... No!...... I mean, not yet!

The - agency is sending a maid round today.

FREDERICK: Let me express the sincere hope that she is more successful at her tasks than the last maid it was my misfortune to experience.

CECILY: Oh?

FREDERICK:  (CONFIDENTIALLY,  A  LITTLE  EMBARRASSED) She was found in Sir's  bed  one morning.....(DRAMATIC PAUSE: FREDERICK SHAKES HIS HEAD SADLY)....... by Sir's wife!

CECILY:  (HORRIFIED)  Oh,  dear. (SHE CONSIDERS) My husband's uncle is very old. I don't suppose he......

FREDERICK:  Does Sir have a wife?

CECILY:  Oh, no! That is to say.......er......

FREDERICK:  (CONFIDENTIALLY)  In  my  experience, Madam, the unmarried ones are the worst!

CECILY: (HORRIFIED)  No!

FREDERICK:  Yes!  However,  perhaps Sir's extreme age will prevent him from  showing  too much interest in the maid......But then, of course, Sir, 
is
 an American............

CECILY: (HOPEFULLY) Perhaps she'll be ugly.

FREDERICK: In my experience, Madam, maids are seldom ugly. If you want an  ugly maid, you have to ask specifically for the agency to send you one. (PAUSE) If they can find one.

CECILY:  Oh, dear. Oh, dear.

FREDERICK:  Madam, I beg you not to distress yourself on that account.  I  shall  consider it my duty to keep the strictest check on the young lady's  morals.  Now, perhaps Madam will be good enough to show me the wine cellar?
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CECILY: (ALMOST HYSTERICALLY) The wine cellar? Oh, dear.

FREDERICK: Is Madam trying to tell me she does not have a wine cellar?

CECILY:  Well, no. (BRIGHTENING UP) We've got a bunker, though!

(IT IS FREDERICK'S TURN TO BE SURPRISED)

FREDERICK:  Madam possesses..... a bunker?

CECILY: (MYSTERIOUSLY AND PROUDLY) An 
atomic
 bunker, James. (FREDERICK LOOKS  AT  HER)  .....er, Frederick. My husband insisted on having one put  in  when we built the house. He's convinced we're going to have a nuclear  war  any  day now and wants us - as a family - to survive it.  (SHE SMILES OVER-BRIGHTLY AND LAUGHS A LITTLE NERVOUSLY)

FREDERICK:  If  Madam will allow me to say so, Mr de Winterbothom is a far-thinking  man.  Very  far-thinking  indeed. (PAUSE) I assume Madam then keeps her wine store in the ...er.......bunker?

CECILY:  (DEPRESSED) We  haven't  got  a wine store. (BRIGHTENING) But we've got two crates of beer....
