SOMETHING WICKED

SOMETHING WICKED

a play for the stage

CHARACTERS

WILLIE   
Sixties. Retired. Intelligent. Working Class. Local. Married to...

PHYLLIS
Sixties. At first appears rather dense but gradually assumes more depth. Mother of...

AMBER 
Twenties. Extremely attractive but spoiled and sullen. Lives next door to...

PANDORA
Twenties. Slightly pregnant. Dense. Married to...

MICHAEL
Who would rather be called Mick. Twenties. Tattooed. Lives next door to..

GEORGE
Thirties. Teacher. Rationalist. Slightly cynical about life. Lives with...

CHRIS
Thirties. Confined to the house by agoraphobia, but with more courage than she thinks. Lives next door to..

MR SMITH
Forties. He looks vaguely normal but his clothes are deeply strange. He is at times childlike, theatrical, camp, hysterical.

SYNOPSIS

Set in the gardens of a row of four modern terraced houses, 'Something Wicked' concerns itself with the arrival of the mysterious and malevolent Mr Smith who, within days of moving in, is wreaking havoc with the lives of his neighbours - driving a wedge between Pandora and Michael, encouraging George into extra-marital dalliance with his neighbour's daughter and digging up dark memories for Phyllis and Willie. But who the devil is he?

	Garden 1
	Garden 2
	Garden 3
	Garden 4

	Willie, Phyllis and Amber
	Michael and Pandora
	George and Chris
	Mr Smith


THE SET


The set looks on to the rear of a row of four modern terraced houses. Each house has a door and a  window that allows us to see inside the house. Most of the set is the rear gardens of each house which are  separated by fences which taper down to an open front stage. Each garden and house is decorated in a manner which reflects the characters who live in them.

House 1.
Owned by Willie and Phyllis - a couple in their early sixties - old-fashioned  carefully kept garden.

House 2.
Owned by Michael and Pandora. Lots of new but cheap furniture. Fussily laid out.

House 3. 
Owned by George and Chris. Two middle-class teachers in their thirties. A scruffy, well lived in home with lots of pine and books lying around 

House 4
Is empty at the start of the play with a FOR SALE sign in the window. No curtains or furniture, and the garden is overgrown.

'Something Wicked' lasts around 2 hours.

Home Tele: 01206 843139

Mobile: 07864799857
(SATURDAY MORNING. 10.00 AM AMBER IS IN HER GARDEN SUNBATHING. GEORGE STROLLS OUT TO THE GARDEN WITH THE PAPERS AND COFFEE. HE NOTICES AMBER WHO IS RUBBING ON SUNTAN LOTION AND THEN GEORGE FINDS IT INCREASINGLY DIFFICULT NOT TO STARE AT HER OVER HIS PAPER. PHYLLIS WALKS OUT INTO THE GARDEN)

PHYLLIS
(TO AMBER) Oh you're out here are you dear (AMBER IGNORES HER) I expect you're doing a nice bit of sunbathing. It's lovely isn't it - so warm? I might come out myself later (NO RESPONSE) You shouldn't spend too long in the sun. It's quite fierce, you know, and you don't notice it with this breeze. You know your dad burns up in a minute. Anything you need - cup of tea? Yes, well, must get on. Just call if you want anything.

(PHYLLIS GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE. AMBER TURNS OVER. MICHAEL COMES OUT INTO THE GARDEN. HE IS DRESSED FOR DECORATING. PANDORA FOLLOWS HIM OUT. SHE IS SMARTLY DRESSED. SHE EASES HERSELF INTO A DECKCHAIR)

PANDORA
Have you finished then?

MICHAEL
I'm just having a break.

PANDORA
You are going to have it finished by the time you go back to work, aren't you?

MICHAEL
I'll try.

PANDORA
I don't like all the mess. I hate living in all this mess.

MICHAEL
When you decorate you have to make a mess. You have to. Anyway, you were the one who wanted it all done before the summer. I'd've liked a bit of a rest, myself. To be honest I think it's a bit much all this: new job, new house, all this decorating. You could help a bit.

PANDORA
I can't. Not in my condition (SHE IS SLIGHTLY PREGNANT)

MICHAEL
Look, I know you have to take things easy. But you are allowed to move about a bit. You don't have to spend nine months in a deckchair.

PANDORA
Michael.

MICHAEL
What?

PANDORA
I'm not sure of the colour.

MICHAEL
What are you talking about?

PANDORA
I'm not sure of the colour. It doesn't look like it did on the card. It's too yellow.

MICHAEL
It is yellow. That's what colour it is. Yellow. How can it be too yellow?

PANDORA
I didn't know it was going to be that yellow, did I? I mean you can't tell. Not till it's up on the wall.

MICHAEL
Just give it chance. You'll probably like it when you get used to it.

PANDORA
I won't get used to it. I don't like it now and I'm never going to like it. I hate it.

MICHAEL
So what am I supposed to do about it?

PANDORA
We could go to B&Q on Monday and choose a new colour. And you could go over it again next week.

MICHAEL
I have to work next week.

PANDORA
In the evening.

MICHAEL
I want to have a rest in the evening.

PANDORA
It wouldn't take long.

MICHAEL
I'm tired in the evening. It's a hard job.

PANDORA
You didn't have to take it. You could have stayed where you were.

MICHAEL
I wanted to stay where I was, remember?

PANDORA
There's no need to raise your voice. You're making me feel all dizzy. You know I don't feel well. Why are you being so horrible to me?

MICHAEL
Look. I'm going to finish the room. We'll talk about it later. 

PANDORA
I think I'd like a cup of tea.

MICHAEL
I'll make some tea - in a minute. If that's alright.

PANDORA
Don't be too long.

(MICHAEL GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE. PANDORA NOTICES GEORGE WHO HAS OVERHEARD ALL THIS)

PANDORA
Sorry about that. He's very touchy these days. I don't know what's the matter with him.

GEORGE
Don't worry. We're all like that, us men. Impossible. Too many chromosomes probably. How's your crack.

PANDORA
Pardon.

GEORGE
Your crack. Over the window.

PANDORA
Oh that. (SHE LOOKS AT THE CRACK IN THE PLASTER ABOVE THE PATIO DOORS) I think it's getting worse. Michael doesn't. He says it's my imagination.

GEORGE
Oh I don't think so. Yours is worse than ours now. They used to be about the same.

PANDORA
I don't like it.

GEORGE
It's just the foundations settling. So my father-in-law says. He's an expert.

PANDORA
Is he a builder?

GEORGE
No, he's a professional expert – on everything.

PANDORA
Anyway we won't be here for long.

GEORGE
No?

PANDORA
I don't like these houses much. They're just little boxes really, aren't they.

GEORGE
Seem alright to me.

PANDORA
I want to live in a cottage in the country - with a nice garden and those big black things.

GEORGE
Guillemots?

PANDORA
No, you know. In the ceiling.

GEORGE
Beams?

PANDORA
Yes, beams.

GEORGE
With some horse brasses on them and roses round the doors and a big log fire.

PANDORA
(DREAMILY) Yes, wouldn't that be lovely. Do you know a place like that.

GEORGE
I believe there's one going in Ambridge.

PANDORA
Where's Ambridge?

GEORGE
It's just beyond the bounds of probability.

PANDORA
Do you know how much it is?

GEORGE
Didn't say.

PANDORA
Of course Michael would need a better job. He's not ambitious at all. He didn't want to go for this job but I told him, 'We can't live on those wages'. I wasn't going to stay in that council house. You can't have dinner parties in a council house, can you?

GEORGE
Have a lot of dinner parties, do you?

PANDORA
Not many. Well, none really. Not yet. But we will. As soon as we know some people - you know, people who like dinner parties. You have a lot of them, don't you?

GEORGE
Every now and again. They're not exactly dinner parties - they're sort of parties with a bit of dinner.

PANDORA
I've heard you. Through the wall. All those people talking at once. Nobody seems to listen.

GEORGE
It's easier that way. So you can all talk at once. Saves time..

PANDORA
Do you have Ferrero Rochers?

GEORGE
Only when the Ambassador comes.

PANDORA
Do you have to have them. At a dinner party? 

GEORGE
It's not compulsory. Not any more. 

PANDORA
Oh...Anyway..I'd better be getting back in. I don't like too much sun. 

(PANDORA GETS UP WITH EXAGGERATED DIFFICULTY)

GEORGE
Take it easy.

(PANDORA WANDERS BACK IN THE HOUSE, GEORGE BACK TO HIS CHAIR. WILLIE APPEARS IN HIS GARDEN)

WILLIE
(TO AMBER) Are you going to lay there all day girl? (NO RESPONSE) Your mother could do with a hand, you know. She's been at it since seven. You know, seven o'clock in the morning. There is such a time, believe it or not. All you ever seem to do is sleep. Sleep up there (INDICATING HER ROOM), sleep down here. Then out half the night. It's like living with one of them vampires.


(WILLIE GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE. AMBER TURNS OVER. MR SMITH APPEARS IN THE GARDEN OF THE EMPTY HOUSE)

GEORGE
(TO HIMSELF) Not really. Vampires don't sunbathe. It turns them into dust. And what about the mirrors - how could she put her lipstick on without a reflection - just can't be done

MR SMITH
I beg you're pardon.

GEORGE
Oh sorry. I didn't know there was anybody there. Having a look round then? There's been loads round looking. Nobody interested in buying though.

MR SMITH
I've bought it.

GEORGE
Really. That was quick. They haven't taken the sign down.

MR SMITH
Yes, I generally do things quickly. 

GEORGE
Did you have it surveyed?

MR SMITH
No.

GEORGE
You're not bothered about the crack then?

MR SMITH
Crack?

GEORGE
The one over the patio doors.

MR SMITH
(LOOKING AT THE CRACK) Cracks don't bother me.

GEORGE
I thought there might be a problem with the mortgage.

MR SMITH
Mortgage? They wouldn't give a mortgage. I'm strictly cash.

GEORGE
My name's George Sands. Looks like we're going to be neighbours.

MR SMITH
I am 'Mr Smith'. And who was that..? (Referring to Pandora) 

GEORGE
That's Pandora. 

MR SMITH
How appropriate. Pandora in a box. And beyond there

GEORGE
The Whites. That's Amber in the garden.

MR SMITH
Mmmm. Interesting body. Nice tits.

GEORGE
I try not to notice. So what do think of your new house then?

MR SMITH
I like its position.

GEORGE
Position? It's in the middle of an estate. Three thousand houses all exactly the same

MR SMITH
Perfect isn't it?

GEORGE
Is it?

MR SMITH
Oh yes, I think all this is very nice. Very nice indeed. Everyone in their own little box. Splendid architecture don't you think - so uncluttered with frills. I mean just look at those windows, perfect rectangles every one. I imagine someone slaved for hours over his drawing board to think up these places. I wonder what inspired him - a shoebox perhaps, a cornflakes packet. And then that little touch of Gothic - each house with its own unique crack. 

GEORGE
You're not very impressed by Elm Park, then? It's a good name though, Elm Park. They call it that because it's not a park and there aren't any Elms in it.

MR SMITH
It's a wonderful place.

GEORGE
Some people find it a bit soulless.

MR SMITH
Oh I don't know about that. I'm sure I can find one or two.

GEORGE
(NOT UNDERSTANDING) You buy what you can afford, I suppose.

MR SMITH
And this is what you can afford, is it?

GEORGE
I'm a school teacher. I'm in it for the job satisfaction.  

MR SMITH
And you get that do you?

GEORGE
No.

MR SMITH
What about your wife?

GEORGE
She doesn't work.

MR SMITH
Then you are poor, aren't you. We'll have to see what we can do about that. 

GEORGE
You don't seem an Elm Park type.

MR SMITH
No. I'm not typical. The last thing I'd call myself is typical - and for that blessing you should be very grateful, very grateful indeed. Now you'll have to excuse me. Things to do, you know.


(GEORGE GOES TO SIT DOWN. HE STARES IN THE DIRECTION OF AMBER. CHRIS COMES OUT FROM THE HOUSE CARRYING 2 CUPS OF COFFEE. GEORGE LOOKS EMBARRASSED AT BEING CAUGHT OUT. THEY SIT DOWN)

CHRIS
 
Who was that?

GEORGE
That was Mr Smith, none other.

CHRIS

Looking at the house was he?

GEORGE
He's bought it.

CHRIS

Really. That was quick. What's he like?

GEORGE
I'm not sure. A bit weird, basically. Said some very strange things. I detected a certain amount of sarcasm in his appreciation of Elm Park.

CHRIS

Your sort of man, then.

GEORGE
I'm not sure.

CHRIS

So, what's happening in the rest of the world then

GEORGE
Well, Amber's staggered out to the sun-bed for the day. Willie and Phyllis are taking it in turns to be ignored by her. Pandora is standing behind Michael with a cattle prod - oh and she doesn't like the colour by the way.

CHRIS

(Aghast) What!

GEORGE
She's going to make him do it again.

CHRIS

He's only just finished it. He's decorated the whole house in a month. It took you 2 years - and you still haven't done the back bedroom.

GEORGE
That's not my fault. You wouldn't decide - pink for a girl, blue for a boy or just brown for our collection of old paperbacks.


(PHYLLIS COMES OUT INTO THE GARDEN)

PHYLLIS
(To Amber) Everything all right, dear. Take no notice of your dad. He's in a funny mood. Are you going to be having any dinner? You don't always do you. Sometimes you don't seem to eat anything at all - and then you go and eat a whole packet of chocolate Hobnobs. I'm sure it's not good for you. Still, I'll make enough for the three of us, shall I? Yes. I'll do that. We can always give yours to the dog.


(AMBER LEANS OVER AND TURNS ON THE RADIO. THE RADIO WILL CONTINUE FOR SOME TIME WITH A MIXTURE OF POP MUSIC AND DJ BANALITIES)

PHYLLIS
Right. I'll, leave you in peace shall I?


(PHYLLIS EXITS)

GEORGE
(HAVING OBSERVED THIS) Are all daughters like that? Maybe its just as well we didn't do the back-room pink.

CHRIS

It wouldn't exactly've put an end to a brilliant career would it?

GEORGE
You're not feeling any better then?

CHRIS

What I feel is what I always feel – empty and useless. Everything's an effort. Not much good to anyone, am I?

GEORGE
It's not your fault.

CHRIS

Isn't it? I can't even walk out of that door on my own. I can't walk to the shops without you there. Makes me laugh, when I think about college - all those discussion groups - 'I'm not going to be stuck at home looking after screaming kids', 'I'm not going to be a housewife' and here I am, a boring housewife who can't even make it to the nearest lamppost without a screaming panic attack. It feels like divine retribution.

GEORGE
It's got nothing to do with 'divine' retribution.  

CHRIS

What is it then?

GEORGE
It's just agoraphobia. 

CHRIS

Oh is that all it is - just agoraphobia. Thank God it isn't serious. 

GEORGE
It's a common thing.

CHRIS

I'm not that sort of person - neurotic.

GEORGE
Just give it some time. That's what the counsellor says.

CHRIS

I'm going to be stuck in this house for the rest of my life. I'm not even a good housewife. In fact, I'm a totally shit housewife.

GEORGE
It doesn't bother me. Really.

CHRIS

No, I know. It's the one thing I can actually do and I can't be bothered to do it.

GEORGE
Do you want to try the doctor again?

CHRIS

You are joking. You can see it in his face: 'Oh God, here we go, another bloody depressed woman'

GEORGE
So what are you going to do?

CHRIS

I don't know.

GEORGE
You know I'll look after you, don't you?

CHRIS

I know. But I don't want to be looked after. I want to be doing something, something for us. If I was working we could get out of this place - we could afford something decent.

GEORGE
I don't want something decent. I like it here. Be honest , where else could we get a house with a crack like that?


(PANDORA AND MICHAEL EMERGE FROM THEIR HOUSE)

MICHAEL
Alright, Alright. I'll change it. You choose the colour and I'll paint it again. I'll do it on Monday. I'll start when I get home from work and I'll have it finished before the milkman comes round. I mean, that's what I've always wanted - to spend the rest of my life doing a job I hate and painting walls I've already painted.

PANDORA
You're being horrible. Why are you being so horrible? You don't hate your job.

MICHAEL
I'm a salesman. Do you know what that means? It means ringing people up who don't want to talk to me, to persuade them to buy things they don't need with money they don't have. And all the time with this stupid fucking grin on my face.

PANDORA
Don't swear. You know I don't like it.

MICHAEL
Nothing I do is good enough is it? I don't dress right, I don't speak right, I make too much noise when I eat...

PANDORA
They used to swear all the time on that council estate. Even little children. I wouldn't bring up my child on a council estate.

MICHAEL
You were brought up on a council estate. I was brought up on a council estate.

PANDORA
Yes, and you swear.

MICHAEL
Everybody swears sometimes. I bet the queen swears sometimes, 'Oh shit, who left that corgi there?'

PANDORA
You shouldn't say things like that about the queen.

MICHAEL
Why not? Do you think she can hear me or something? Has she popped in next door again?

PANDORA
I don't like it when you get annoyed with me.

MICHAEL
Do you think I do?

PANDORA
I just don't like that colour.

MICHAEL
You don't like the colour.

PANDORA
No.

MICHAEL
Alright. Alright. You win. I'll change it. Let's just not argue about it any more. So. I might as well pack it in now, there's no point in finishing it, is there.

PANDORA
Not really.


(HE GIVES HER A NOT-VERY-AFFECTIONATE KISS ON THE FOREHEAD AND GOES BACK IN. SHE WANDERS INTO THE GARDEN)

CHRIS

Hi

PANDORA
Oh hello. I didn't know you were in the garden. Sorry about all that.

CHRIS

All what?

PANDORA
All that arguing.

CHRIS

We weren't listening.(PAUSE) Anyway, I don't like yellow either.

PANDORA
You and George never argue, do you?

CHRIS

No. We used to when we first got married, but I always used to win, so George gave it up. Now he just does what I tell him.

PANDORA
(MISSING THE IRONY) I wish Michael would do what I tell him. He just gets angry at the time. My mum and dad said he would. They didn't want us to get married. I mean, they liked him, but he used to drive this old van, and everyone called him Mick - but I like Michael better, don't you?

CHRIS

Don't his friends call him Mick still?

PANDORA
We don't see his friends much. I didn't like them. His dad calls him Mick, but he's not very well - he's in the hospital.

CHRIS

Oh, I'm sorry. Is it serious?

PANDORA
(WHO HASN'T LISTENED TO THE QUESTION) Oh I hope so (THEN REALISING WHAT SHE'S SAID) I mean, I hope he gets better soon. He won't be able to work anymore - mind you, he's only a plumber. I think I'd better sit down now, my legs are beginning to ache.

CHRIS

You do that. You take it nice and easy.


(PANDORA GOES TO SIT DOWN. AS SHE SETTLES INTO THE CHAIR WITH EXAGGERATED DISCOMFORT, WILLIE EMERGES FROM THE HOUSE.

WILLIE
(REFERRING TO THE RADIO) You shouldn't have that on out here. There's people in their gardens trying to get a bit of peace and quiet and you have to have that thing blasting out all day every day. You ought to show a bit more consideration. We try to be good neighbours to people around here. 


(AMBER LEANS OVER AND TURNS THE RADIO UP. CHRIS GOES BACK INTO THE HOUSE)

WILLIE
I'm obviously wasting my breath here. Whatever did we do to get a girl like you?


(WILLIE GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE)

PANDORA
(Calls) Michael..... Michael..... Michael....... Michael


(MICHAEL ARRIVES OBVIOUSLY HALF WAY THROUGH A JOB)

PANDORA
Michael, she's got that radio on again.

MICHAEL
I was up the ladder.

PANDORA
She's got it on again. Can't you ask her to turn it down?

MICHAEL
Why can't you ask her?

PANDORA
I've sat down now.

MICHAEL
And I was up the ladder.

PANDORA
Yes but you're here now.

MICHAEL
Alright. Alright.  I'll ask her 


(GOES OVER TO THE FENCE)

MICHAEL
Excuse me. (PAUSE) Excuse me (PAUSE) Could you turn it down a bit? Or put some headphones on. 


(AMBER TURNS OVER)

MICHAEL
(SARCASTICALLY) Thank you. Thank you very much. That's much better.

PANDORA
She hasn't turned it down.

MICHAEL
I know she hasn't. What do you want me to do, jump over the fence and do it. 

PANDORA
I didn't think we'd have this sort of problem when we moved here.

MICHAEL
I've done my best, alright. If she's deaf or dumb or stupid then that's not my fault is it?

PANDORA
Could you get me the stool while you're here.

MICHAEL
Yes. 


(HE FETCHES THE FOOT STOOL AND PUTS IT UNDER HER FEET)

MICHAEL
Anything else?

PANDORA
No, thank you, darling. Although tea would be nice.


(MICHAEL GOES BACK INTO THE HOUSE. MR SMITH COMES OUT FROM HIS HOUSE CARRYING A BRIEFCASE)

MR SMITH
It's rather noisy out here.

GEORGE
You're back then

MR SMITH
Yes, I went to get my stuff.

GEORGE
(INDICATING THE BRIEFCASE) And that's it?

MR SMITH
Yes. I don't have a great deal.

GEORGE
What about your furniture?

MR SMITH
(REFERRING TO THE NOISE) I don't think I can put up with all that.

GEORGE
What can you do? I've asked to turn it down before - she just pretends she can't hear you.

MR SMITH
A problem like this requires subtlety. It requires a different approach. Something like this...


(HE POINTS TO THE RADIO AND STARES AT IT HARD. THE RADIO EXPLODES. AMBER RUNS INTO THE HOUSE SCREAMING. MR SMITH SMILES TO HIMSELF AND GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE)

PANDORA
(CALLS IN A WHINING VOICE) Michael.....Michael.....Michael...


(SHE GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE. CHRIS COMES OUT)

CHRIS

What was that bang?

GEORGE
Amber's radio just exploded.

CHRIS

What! You're joking.

GEORGE
He pointed at it and it went 'bang'.

CHRIS

Who pointed at it?

GEORGE
Him. Smith. He stood here and said he didn't like the noise. Then he pointed at the radio. And it exploded.

CHRIS
Are you sure?

GEORGE
Of course I'm sure.I just saw it happen. I mean, I know I said he was weird, but I didn't expect...that


(PHYLLIS AND WILLIE APPEAR FROM THE HOUSE. AMBER STANDS AND THE WINDOW)

PHYLLIS
Well I never.

WILLIE
I've never seen anything like that before. You say it just went bang. Just like that.

PHYLLIS
Perhaps you had it on a bit loud, dear. Well I never.


(MICHAEL COMES OUT OF THE HOUSE WITH PANDORA ON HIS ARM)

MICHAEL
What happened?

WILLIE
I'm not too sure. (TO GEORGE) Did you see it?

GEORGE
Er...no...not really.

PHYLLIS
Well I never did.


(WILLIE PICKS UP THE RADIO CAREFULLY).

WILLIE
Japanese. Less than a year old. Should have bought a British one. I told you.

PANDORA
The telly's Japanese. Do you think its alright?

MICHAEL
It was probably the sun.

WILLIE
Eh?

MICHAEL
It got too hot in the sun. She had it on full blast.

WILLIE
I've never heard of that before?

MICHAEL
Nor me.

PANDORA
Do you think we should call the police?

WILLIE
What for?

PANDORA
I don't know. To warn people.

GEORGE
What,'Warning. Keep clear of all exploding radios'.

PHYLLIS
Well I never.

WILLIE
I don't think it's the IRA, Pandora. Just a radio that went wrong. Still. We'll all get a bit of peace now won't we. I can't say I'm sorry we've seen the back of that thing. Come on dear (TO PHYLLIS) No damage done. I don't think Amber's ever moved so quick on a Saturday before.

AMBER
(COMING OUT FROM THE HOUSE) I'm glad you think it's funny. Nearly gave me a heart-attack.

WILLIE
You'll survive. Just try and relax. Rushing about won't help, you know. Come on Phyllis, we'll be in her ladyship's way out here.

PHYLLIS
Well I never.


(THEY GO BACK INTO THE HOUSE WHILE AMBER GINGERLY RESUMES HER POSITION ON THE SUNBED. MICHAEL STARTS TO GO BACK IN)

PANDORA
You're not going back in are you?

MICHAEL
I've got to finish.

PANDORA
Stay with me.

MICHAEL
There's nothing to be frightened of.

PANDORA
Stay with me. Here.

MICHAEL
I'll be back. In a minute or two.


(HE GOES BACK INSIDE)

CHRIS

Why didn't you tell them?

GEORGE
I'm not sure I saw it myself now.

CHRIS

You told me you saw it.

GEORGE
Yes I know, but you can't make a radio explode. Not just by pointing at it.

CHRIS

It doesn't fit does it?

GEORGE
What do you mean?

CHRIS

It doesn't fit your view of the world. 

GEORGE
What view of the world?

CHRIS

You think everything can be explained. You think everything fits this great scientific pattern. If it doesn't fit, then it isn't there.

GEORGE
Most things can be explained scientifically, yes. I mean, I wish the world was full of poltergeists and  ghosts and flying saucers. But it isn't. And I really wish there was a man up there with a big white beard who was making sense of all this, but there isn't.

CHRIS

How do you know? How can you possibly know?

GEORGE
I believe what my eyes tell me. Everything else is just... superstition.

CHRIS

You've just seen something with your own eyes - and now you're denying it.

GEORGE
Perhaps he's a magician.

CHRIS
(MOVING BACK TOWARDS THE HOUSE) You saw him do it - with your eyes.(POINTS TO HER EYES) You saw him do it. And you can't explain it, can you? 

GEORGE
Not yet. But I will.

CHRIS

Of course you will darling. Of course you will.


(CHRIS GOES IN. MOMENTS LATER MR SMITH RE-EMERGES. GEORGE GOES TOWARDS HIS FENCE)

GEORGE
Did you really do that?

MR SMITH
Yes. Don't you approve. I thought you didn't like the noise.

GEORGE
I don't...but how did you do it?

MR SMITH
It takes practice.

GEORGE
That's it, is it, practice? I've just got to point my finger a few times and I can start exploding Phyllis' garden gnomes.

MR SMITH
Not. Not unless you're a daemon.

GEORGE
A daemon.

MR SMITH
Yes. That's what I am. My real name's not 'Mr Smith'. I just made that up.

GEORGE
Really! Must have taken hours to come up with that one. So. What's a daemon?

MR SMITH
It's a complex area. I don't want to go into it now. 

GEORGE
I'm sorry. I just don't believe..

MR SMITH
Don't believe me. No, well you wouldn't would you? 

GEORGE
It was a good trick, the radio, but that's all it was - a trick. I don't see any reason why I should believe anything else.

MR SMITH
Personally, I don't care what you believe. It's a matter of supreme indifference to me. However....


(MR SMITH PRODUCES A PACK OF CARDS WHICH HE FANS OUT BEFORE GEORGE)

MR SMITH
Pick a card.

GEORGE
What?

MR SMITH 
Go on. Any card.

GEORGE
A card trick.

MR SMITH
Not much gets past you, does it?

GEORGE
It doesn't require supernatural abilities to do a card trick.

MR SMITH
Depends on the trick. Go on. Take one.

GEORGE
I really don't see what this is going to prove.


(GEORGE TAKES A CARD AND LOOK AT IT. MR SMITH INDICATES FOR HIM TO RETURN IT TO THE PACK. WHICH HE SHUFFLES, OFFERS TO GEORGE FOR CUTTING, THEN HE SHUFFLES SOME MORE. HE THEN HOLDS THE PACK UP AND A CARD RISES FROM THE PACK)

MR SMITH
Is this the card you chose.

GEORGE
No.

MR SMITH
It isn't?

GEORGE
No. It's blank. (LOOKS AT THE CARD AGAIN) No it isn't. There's something written on it - in biro. (READS) Janice Hardy.

MR SMITH
Ring any bells?

GEORGE
No.

MR SMITH
Sure?

GEORGE
No.

MR SMITH
Janice Hardy. January 23rd. 11 at night. In the back of an Austin Metro. In a car park. In Western Super Mare.

GEORGE
My God. That was her name wasn't it, Janice?

MR SMITH
It was your first time. You were eighteen. It was all somewhat...how shall we say... premature.(GEORGE IS CONFUSED) You look confused.

GEORGE
I can never work out how people do card tricks.

MR SMITH
You think that was a card trick, do you?

GEORGE
I don't know what it was.

MR SMITH
You're still clinging on, aren't you, to your precious rationality. Tell you what, I will prove to you once and for all, exactly what I am.


(CHRIS COMES OUT INTO THE GARDEN)

CHRIS

George, have you seen the scissors?

MR SMITH
But not yet. Not with her around. Later on perhaps.


(MR SMITH SCUTTLES BACK INTO THE HOUSE)

CHRIS

He's back again then?

GEORGE
Yes.

CHRIS

Worked out who he is?

GEORGE
What do you think?

CHRIS 
It's no good asking me - I'm the irrational one remember. I'm the woman.

GEORGE
I don't think of you as a woman..

CHRIS

Thanks.

GEORGE
You know what I mean. It's only some women who are irrational..

CHRIS

...and no men?

GEORGE
Some men, and a lot of women, are irrational. OK?

CHRIS

So why the exploding radio, Mr Most Men? Hallucination. Shared hysteria?

GEORGE
(HALF-HEARTEDLY) Coincidence?

CHRIS

Pathetic!

GEORGE
Hidden wires?

CHRIS

Well you better check the greenhouse, dear. He may have planted explosives.

GEORGE
Alright. Alright, Just at this moment I honestly don't know.

CHRIS

Exactly. There are some things in this world we don't understand and because we don't understand everything, it's quite possible we don't actually understand anything at all. I. for example, don't understand what the hell I did with the scissors. How can you possibly argue the existence of a rational universe when my bloody scissors disappear every time I want to use them?


(CHRIS CONCLUDES HER ARGUMENT AS SHE DISAPPEARS INTO THE HOUSE. MICHAEL EMERGES WITH A CUP OF TEA FOR PANDORA WHO IS READING A MAGAZINE)

PANDORA
(INDICATING THE MAGAZINE) What do you think of that colour?

MICHAEL
Alright.

PANDORA
Isn't that a lovely room?

MICHAEL
Suppose so.

PANDORA
I'd love to do our room like that.

MICHAEL
Wouldn't be much room for the chandelier.

PANDORA
No, I mean, just the look of it.

MICHAEL
You wouldn't want to live in it, would you. It's a palace. It's not a place you live in. They probably have a little flat off the side. With a kitchen where they make the instant coffee.

PANDORA
She has real coffee. Decaffeinated. They said so on the television. And no chocolate, not even for the kids.

MICHAEL
She's just a woman, you know. She's just a woman who married Prince William. So now they take pictures of her in a palace. She doesn't live there. She lives in a flat and watches East Enders.

PANDORA
She never watches East Enders. Never. I bet she just sits in that room, on those chairs. I wish I was her. A boy and a girl and a palace.

MICHAEL
I thought you wanted a cottage in the country.

PANDORA
I want to have both - she does.

MICHAEL
God help us.


(MICHAEL GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE AND MR SMITH RE-EMERGES)

MR SMITH
She's gone then.

GEORGE
Have you got something against my wife?

MR SMITH
She's not your wife.

GEORGE
She is. In effect.

MR SMITH
But not in the eyes of God.

GEORGE
If we'd have got married, it would have been in a registry office.

MR SMITH
They say He's everywhere. So logically He must be in the registry office too.

GEORGE
How do you know we're not married?

MR SMITH
I believe I was explaining to you who I was - before we were so rudely interrupted. (REFERRING TO AMBER) She has got a lovely body hasn't she. Watch this.


(MR SMITH POINTS AT AMBER. AMBER, WHO IS LYING ON HER FRONT, UNDOES HER BIKINI TOP)

MR SMITH
That's better.

GEORGE
You didn't do that.

MR SMITH
Didn't I?

GEORGE
She always does that.

MR SMITH
Oh you've noticed have you, Mr Common-Law Married Man. Does your...lady, know you lust over your suburban fence for another woman's body.

GEORGE
I don't. Not much. I'm allowed the occasional glance, aren't I?

MR SMITH
Are you? I wouldn't know, I'm sure. Anyway, this is all wasted time. I've got a lot of things to do. I am a daemon and I can prove it to you quite simply. All I need to do is to tell you something about yourself that nobody could possibly know.

GEORGE
Like what?

MR SMITH
When you were seven years old you got a present. It was on Boxing Day. It was a little clockwork train on its own railway. You wound it up and the train went round and round and through a little tunnel. Your mother gave it to you. Only she wasn't too well. You didn't know at the time, perhaps you still don't, but she'd just had a miscarriage. And you weren't very nice that day. You got in a temper and you threw that little train right across the room. You made your mother cry. She went away after that 'to stay with an aunt', they said. Actually she was in hospital. And you blamed yourself for that, didn't you. You thought she went away because you'd been bad. But you hadn't. It's just that sort of thing that children believe. Irrational really.  Not like you are now. And the worst of it was, that train never did come out of its tunnel. It just stayed there - hiding from you because you'd been such a bad, bad boy.


(GEORGE STARES AT HIM. MR SMITH PRODUCES A WRAPPED CHRISTMAS PRESENT AND HANDS IT TO GEORGE)

MR SMITH
Happy Christmas, George.


(GEORGE OPENS THE CHRISTMAS PRESENT. IN IT IS THE CLOCKWORK TOY DESCRIBED BY MR SMITH. HE STARES AT IT. CHRIS COMES OUT)

CHRIS

What's the matter? You look like you've seen a ghost.


(GEORGE HOLDS OUT THE PRESENT SILENTLY)

CHRIS

What is it?


(GEORGE GOES QUICKLY INTO THE HOUSE)

CHRIS
(TO MR SMITH) What's going on, here? What was that?

MR SMITH
I think he's had a bit of shock?

CHRIS

Who the hell are you?

MR SMITH
I'm your new neighbour, 'Mr Smith'.

CHRIS

I know what your name is. I want to know who you are?

MR SMITH
I don't know what you mean.

CHRIS

Yes you do. You know exactly what I mean. There's something weird here. Something weird about you. 


(SHE GOES IN. MR SMITH ADDRESSES HIMSELF TO PANDORA)

MR SMITH
I'm Mr Smith.

PANDORA
Oh yes.

MR SMITH
I'm just moving in.

PANDORA
Oh yes.

MR SMITH
I heard you talking about Kate.

PANDORA
Who?

MR SMITH
The Duchess of Cambridge. You can't help hearing. These gardens are so close together. I've met her.

PANDORA
(GETTING UP) Kate? You've met her? 

MR SMITH
A few times actually. We've chatted, you know.

PANDORA
What's she like? Is she as pretty as they say?

MR SMITH
Oh yes. Much more so than in the pictures. She's got these lovely eyes. You can't help looking at them. It's like being transfixed.

PANDORA
Where did you meet her?

MR SMITH
Oh you know, dinner parties, buffets, charity dos. All very tiresome.

PANDORA
I'd do anything to meet Kate.

MR SMITH
Really. She's quite ordinary really, you know. Not at all snobby. Just like you and me in fact. I'll probably invite her round for tea one afternoon. When William's working. She could bring the kids. She loves scones, did you know that?

PANDORA
Really. What plain ones?

MR SMITH
Or ones with sultanas. She likes both sorts. Trouble is, I'm not very good at small talk. If only I knew a few people locally who could join us. I've only just moved in. I don't really know anyone. 

PANDORA
I'd come.

MR SMITH
Oh no. I wouldn't dream of asking you. It'd be putting you out.

PANDORA
I'd love to come.

MR SMITH
Are you absolutely sure? I really don't like to presume on people, but it would be such a help. I'll see what I can arrange shall I?

PANDORA
I just can't wait to tell Michael.

MR SMITH
Ahhh. Yes. Well. The thing is, Kate does love these little informal get-togethers, but the problem is security. I mean, with ISIS and everything. She has to be so careful.

PANDORA
Of course.

MR SMITH
Let's just keep this one to ourselves, shall we? And the thing is, your Michael, well, he's not quite up to it, is he?

PANDORA
What do you mean?

MR SMITH
He's not quite... suitable, is he?

PANDORA
Oh I see. He is a bit... scruffy, I suppose.

MR SMITH
She's very good with colour. She might be able to give you a bit of advice on your colour scheme.


(THE DOORBELL IN PANDORA'S HOUSE IS HEARD. PANDORA GIVES AN EMBARRASSED SMILE)

PANDORA
Someone at the door. Got to go.

MR SMITH
Don't tell anyone.

PANDORA
I won't. I promise.


(SHE GOES INTO THE HOUSE AS DOES MR SMITH. MOMENTS LATER THE DOORBELL AT GEORGE'S HOUSE IS HEARD. GEORGE, CHRIS, WILLIE, PHYLLIS AND MICHAEL EMERGE INTO GEORGE'S GARDEN)

GEORGE
Let's get in the sun while it lasts. It's not often we get a delegation of neighbours. Haven't we weeded the garden properly or something?

WILLIE
No, no, nothing like that. Just wanted a bit of a word. I asked Mick to come round to save me saying all this twice. I hope you don't mind.

CHRIS

Not at all. You're always welcome. Shall I make some tea.

WILLIE
No, no, we won't stop long. I thought it best not to have your missus here, Mick. Only it's a bit of a worry. And with her in her condition, and all.

CHRIS

What is it Willie? You're getting us worried.

WILLIE
It's about the cracks. Frankly I don't like the look of them. 

MICHAEL
I thought it was just a bit of settling. What do they call it?

GEORGE
Subsidence.

WILLIE
Well that's what the man from the council said. Waste of bloody space,  he was.

PHYLLIS
Dear oh dear.

WILLIE
There's a bloke up on Westway - Bill. I used to know him when I was working. He was foreman on this site when they built these houses.

CHRIS

When it was really Elm Park?

WILLIE
It's never been Elm Park. It was a council in-fill site. A big gravel pit filled with rubbish. They added a bit of top-soil and then built these houses on top.

PHYLLIS
Dear oh dear.

CHRIS

They've done that all over the place, haven't they? It doesn't matter.

MICHAEL
It does if there's methane down there.

GEORGE
Perhaps the council'll give us free gas.

MICHAEL
You want it in a pipe, not coming through the kitchen floor.

PHYLLIS
Dear oh dear, oh dear.

WILLIE
You don't have a problem with infill. Not if it's done right.

GEORGE
And was it?

WILLIE
What do you think? The site contractor was old Higgins. The one who died a few years back. Bloody old crook, he was. Bill did a lot of work for him - none of it with a straight edge, if you take my meaning. Anyway, when they were levelling the site, there was a stream running through - not much of one, but the council said he should run a pipe to carry it away. Only he thought he'd save a few quid and not bother.

CHRIS

But the council inspect these sites.

WILLIE
He waited for a Bank Holiday, bulldozed over the whole place and told them he'd already put the pipe in. Probably slipped someone a few quid too.

PHYLLIS
Dear oh dear.

WILLIE
'Dear oh dear', is right Phyllis. 'Cause that little stream is turning all that rubbish into a bloody great steaming swamp. Who knows what's seeping up from done there.

GEORGE
And the whole lot's slipping down the hill. Hence the cracks.

WILLIE
That's the way I see it. I could be wrong maybe. But I'm afraid I don't think so.

CHRIS

Can't we get these places underpinned.

WILLIE
What to - 20 ton of potato peelings?

MICHAEL
You'd have to go down a bloody long way.

GEORGE
Higgins is dead so we can't sue him. The guarantees of these houses have run out. The council won't do anything. There's nothing we can do.

WILLIE
Maybe there is. Maybe there isn't. Maybe it'll be alright, maybe it won't. We can't tell can we? But  we're stuck with it, 'cause nobody in their right mind's going to buy any of these places. Me and Phyllis put all our savings into our house. Looks like it was money down the drain. 

MICHAEL
I took my job to afford the mortgage - I can't even do that really.

PHYLLIS
It's the young ones I feel sorry for - and there'll be nothing for Amber.

WILLIE
Some good'll come of it then.

PHYLLIS
Willie!

GEORGE
We weren't thinking of moving. But are they safe? And what about him (INDICATING MR SMITH) he just bought that place.

WILLIE
His surveyor better look out.

GEORGE
He didn't have a surveyor.

WILLIE
More fool him then.

MICHAEL
I don't know how I'm going to tell Pandora.

PHYLLIS
The poor thing.

MICHAEL
Still. She wanted to move to a better area. Looks like we're taking the house with us.

WILLIE
Oh well, I thought I'd let you know the worst. Sorry to be the bearer of bad tidings and all that.

CHRIS

Thanks for telling us. I'd rather know the worst.

WILLIE
Come on Phyllis. Her ladyship might need a food bag.

PHYLLIS
I'm going to say hello to next door. What his name?

GEORGE
Mr Smith.

PHYLLIS
Make him feel welcome. See if there's anything he needs.

CHRIS

I wouldn't bother.

PHYLLIS
Why not?

CHRIS

I don't know. It's just a feeling I have. I don't like him.

PHYLLIS
That's not like you, Chrissy.

CHRIS

I know. 

PHYLLIS
I'll just pop in.

WILLIE
You won't stop her. You know that. Anyway, she wants to get a look at the furniture, don't you dear? She won't rest until she's seen the colour of the three piece suite.


(GEORGE AND CHRIS SEE THEM ALL OUT. A FEW MOMENTS LATER MR SMITH AND PHYLLIS EMERGE INTO HIS GARDEN)

MR SMITH
As you can see I haven't managed to get settled in yet. But at least the garden's looking nice.

PHYLLIS
It'll be nicer when you've got the furniture in.

MR SMITH
I have.

PHYLLIS
But there isn't any.

MR SMITH
I like space.

PHYLLIS
But where will you sit?

MR SMITH
The more space the better. I don't like a lot of clutter.

PHYLLIS
What about a bed.. and a cooker.

MR SMITH
I'll manage. (INDICATING AMBER) That's your daughter out there isn't it?

PHYLLIS
Yes. Amber. She likes the sun. She's out there every minute of the day

MR SMITH
She's a very pretty girl

PHYLLIS
Yes, she is isn't she.

MR SMITH
Shame she's such a cow.

PHYLLIS
(TAKEN ABACK) She's....What do you say?

MR SMITH
I said 'Shame she's such a cow'. You've got to admit it. Treats you like dirt. She hates Willie. Everyone says she's a bitch.

PHYLLIS
A lot of teenagers are like that?

MR SMITH
Come on., She's not exactly a teenager any more is she. You've got to admit she's got a nasty tongue on her. If you ask me he's a rude, selfish and thoroughly unpleasant bitch.. Nobody likes her. Except men of course, but you know men. They'll shag a fence post if you put a bit of lipstick on it.

PHYLLIS
I won't have my daughter spoken about like that. Not to my face.

MR SMITH
You'd rather I said it behind your back like all the others do, would you?

PHYLLIS
I think you're a very rude and wicked man.

MR SMITH
We both know why she's like that, don't we?

PHYLLIS
I'm not going to stop and listen to this. I'm going home.

MR SMITH
I say we all know why she's like that, don't we?

PHYLLIS
My husband'll have a word to say to you.

MR SMITH
Because of Jimmy.

PHYLLIS
(SHOCKED) What?

MR SMITH
Because of Jimmy.


(PHYLLIS VISIBLY FOLDS AND EASES HERSELF ONTO A BENCH)

PHYLLIS
What do you know about my Jimmy?

MR SMITH
I know all about him. Lovely little boy wasn't he. How old was he? Four? Five? All those blond curls. There's never been a boy like Jimmy has there - not for you, or poor old Willie. And there you were asleep on that park bench - a bit like that one you're sitting on now. You shouldn't have fallen asleep should you? Not with a little one playing in that sand pit. Maybe it was those pills the doctor gave you. One minute you were watching little Jimmy and the next you were fast asleep. And then you woke up because it had turned cold - a breeze had got up. Perhaps it was the leaves rustling that disturbed you. It couldn't have been Jimmy, could it?  Because he was gone.(PAUSE) They never found him did they? You almost wished they had. Some poor bent little body in a ditch somewhere. (PAUSE) And then, a few years later, along comes Amber. She was even prettier than Jimmy. Funny how people as ugly as you and Willie could produce such beautiful children. You never let Amber out of your sight, oh no. It wasn't going to happen again. And she never had to ask for anything twice, our Amber. She only had to look at a toy and it was hers. Willie knew what would happen, but he couldn't stop you. He knew how she'd turn out - a nasty spoilt little brat. And he was right. One hundred percent right.

PHYLLIS
How could you know all those things? How could you know about the leaves?    

MR SMITH
You'd be surprised - amazed - by what I know.

PHYLLIS
Who are you?

MR SMITH
What would you say if I told you I knew where Jimmy was?

PHYLLIS
He's...dead.

MR SMITH
Is he?

PHYLLIS
He must be?

MR SMITH
How old would he be now..25? Supposing he needed you. Supposing he was in trouble. Supposing he was calling out for his mummy, but all in vain.

PHYLLIS
He's dead.

MR SMITH
But supposing...

PHYLLIS
Do you know?

MR SMITH
I know a lot of things.

PHYLLIS
Can I see him?

MR SMITH
Maybe?

PHYLLIS
If what you're saying is true. If my Jimmy's still alive, you've got to take me to him. You must.

MR SMITH
Phyllis, Phyllis, Phyllis, don't be so impatient.

PHYLLIS
I want to see him.

MR SMITH
All in good time. Now this must be between you and me. Nobody else must know. Not Willie. Not anyone. If anyone else finds out, then you'll lose him again, this time forever. Do you understand what I'm telling you – no one else must know.

PHYLLIS
I understand. I won't tell anyone. Please let me see him.

MR SMITH
I'll try. I can't promise. But I'm going to try and bring him here. I'll see what I can do. I'll bring him here and you can come round - just you – no one else.

PHYLLIS
When?

MR SMITH
Soon.

PHYLLIS
Is he alright? Where has he been?

MR SMITH
I can't say, Phyllis. Things are at a difficult stage. They could go either way. I don't know. You get off home now. I've got things to do. Try not to worry though. I mean, you never know, things might just work out. They do sometimes.


(HE PUTS HIS ARM AROUND PHYLLIS AND LEADS HER OUT. MOMENTS LATER GEORGE COMES OUT. HE LEANS ON MR SMITH'S FENCE WHILE AT THE SAME TIME TAKING SURREPTITIOUS GLANCES AT AMBER. MY SMITH RETURNS AND, UNNOTICED BY GEORGE, COMES TO LEAN ON THE FENCE BESIDE HIM)   

MR SMITH
Coveting thy neighbour's ass?

GEORGE
Sorry?

MR SMITH
Coveting thy neighbour's ass. Thou shalt not, I believe, is the current consensus.

GEORGE
What do you mean?

MR SMITH
And you a married, well sort of married, man. With a woman who depends on you. And here you are thinking such...lurid thoughts.

GEORGE
I suppose you can read my mind, can you? Along with everything else

MR SMITH
I don't need to.

GEORGE
I'd rather you didn't all the same.

MR SMITH
It'd be nice though, wouldn't it. And she's very good. Very very good. When you're married, things can get a bit samey, can't they. Not like that with her.

GEORGE
She is... pretty hot. No doubt about it. But she's also a bitch. And I would never hurt Chris.

MR SMITH
She wouldn't have to know. I can arrange it.

GEORGE
You're joking.

MR SMITH
Try me.

GEORGE
I think I'm going to forget I ever had this conversation.

MR SMITH
That's up to you. But before you do, take another look at that body. And that face. So pretty. And those lips. I can give them to you - for an hour or so. No commitment. No entanglements - apart from your legs, of course.

GEORGE
I don't believe you.

MR SMITH
Like I say, try me.

GEORGE
What's the catch. What do you get out of it?

MR SMITH
Me? I don't want anything.

GEORGE
Then why do it?

MR SMITH
I call it a 'lost leader'.

GEORGE
You want to sell me something.

MR SMITH
I might be interested in a deal later. But this is not part of that. This is just a neighbourly gesture. What do you say?

GEORGE
No.

MR SMITH
Are you sure?

GEORGE
What happens? How do I do it?

MR SMITH
Just climb over the fence. Leave the rest to me. It's up to you. But frankly, if what I hear is true, if you don't, you're going to regret it for the rest of your life.


(HE GOES BACK IN THE HOUSE. GEORGE IS UNDECIDED. HE LOOKS AT HIS OWN HOUSE. AT AMBER. BACK TO HIS OWN HOUSE. THEN HE DECIDES. HE CLIMBS OVER THE TWO FENCES AND STANDS OVER AMBER. AMBER STARTS WHEN SHE REALISES HE'S THERE)

AMBER
What are you doing in my garden?

GEORGE
(NOT EXPECTING THIS REACTION) I..

AMBER
How did you get in here.

GEORGE
I was just....

AMBER
You frightened me, creeping up like that.

GEORGE
I..er..wanted to talk to Willie. I nipped over the fence.

AMBER
You did what. What's the matter with  the door? You don't just come leaping into people's gardens.

GEORGE
No. I know. It was just a whim. Sorry. I didn't think.

AMBER
You could've been anybody. You could've been a pervert. I've hardly got anything on.

GEORGE
So I see.

AMBER
Willie's not in. They're both out, I think. What did you want him for?

GEORGE
Just something we talked about earlier.

AMBER
Must be important to have you leaping over fences.

GEORGE
It was. I got a bit carried away I guess. Sorry.


(AMBER'S ATTITUDE HAS CHANGED FROM HER INITIAL SHOCK - IF INDEED SHE WAS SHOCKED AND AS THE SCENE GOES ON SHE INCREASINGLY TAKES CONTROL OF THE SITUATION, ADOPTING AN INCREASINGLY SEDUCTIVE STANCE)

AMBER
It's funny. I was just thinking about you.

GEORGE
Really. I didn't think you knew who I was.

AMBER
Oh yes. You remind me of a friend of mine. He's very like you. He's married too. Only you wouldn't know it. The way he goes on.

GEORGE
I'm not married. Not officially.

AMBER
I was really thinking about you. It was more of a dream really.

GEORGE
(STILL EMBARRASSED) Was it?

AMBER
You were in my bedroom.

GEORGE
I keep turning up, don't I?

AMBER
No, no. It was alright. I didn't mind. I quite liked it. I like  married men. I don't like married men who pretend they're not. I like married men who say they're married. Then we know where we stand. So we both know there's no commitment involved.

GEORGE
I'm sort of married.

AMBER
I just like to have a nice time. Do you?

GEORGE
Do I what?

AMBER
Do you like to have a good time.

GEORGE
(STILL NOT HANDLING IT WELL) Er. Yes I do.

AMBER
You don't sound very sure.

GEORGE
Oh, I'm sure all right


(AMBER GETS UP AND MOVES UNCOMFORTABLY CLOSE TO GEORGE)

AMBER
And the thing is, with a married man, you can just do it - and then go home. I don't like sharing my bed with someone else. I just like to go home. What do you think?

GEORGE
Yes.

AMBER
Yes what.

GEORGE
I like to do it and then go home.

AMBER
Good. Just so long as we see things in the same way. Nobody knows. Nobody gets hurt. We just have a nice time.

GEORGE
(ALMOST CHOKING) A nice time.

AMBER
You're shaking.

GEORGE
Am I?

AMBER
Men seem to like me. I don't know why. Do you?

GEORGE
I think I've got a pretty good idea.

AMBER
There's this man I know. He said he'd have paid a thousand pounds. Can you imagine that - a thousand pounds. Just for an hour with me. Not that I'm interested in money.


(ABRUPTLY SHE MOVES AWAY FROM HIM AND WALKS TOWARDS THE DOOR)

AMBER
I'm going in now. It's too hot. I'm going to have a shower. They won't be back. Not for an hour or so. I'll see you, then. Close the door after you. Unless, of course....


(SHE GOES IN LEAVING GEORGE STANDING OUTSIDE. HE'S UNDECIDED FOR A MOMENT. LOOKS BACK AT HIS OWN HOUSE. THEN HE FOLLOWS AMBER IN. THE LIGHTS SLOWLY FADE INDICATING THE ONSET OF NIGHT. THE WINDOWS IN THE HOUSES ARE NOW LIT. THE LIGHTS IN MR SMITH'S HOUSE HOWEVER ARE A MULTI-COLOURED FLICKERING SUGGESTING SOMETHING SINISTER GOING ON. SMOKE EMERGES FROM THE DOORS AND WINDOWS AND STRANGE SOUNDS ARE HEARD. THE SILHOUETTE OF MR SMITH APPARENTLY PERFORMING STRANGE RITUALS IS SEEN. GEORGE AND CHRIS EMERGE TO SEE WHAT IS GOING ON. THEY ARE LIT AS IF IN FULL MOONLIGHT)

GEORGE
God, what is the man doing in there?

CHRIS

I don't like him.

GEORGE
I don't like this noise. He didn't mention anything about starting a zoo.

CHRIS

It's more than that. There's something about him - something wicked. What did he say he was?

GEORGE
A daemon.

CHRIS

What's a daemon?

GEORGE
I don't know - a sort of evil spirit I suppose. You don't believe him do you?

CHRIS

Possibly. Don't you? He has to be something.

GEORGE
I don't know. 

CHRIS

You can't spend your whole life saying you don't know. Make a decision for once in your life. Take a stand.

GEORGE
And then find out what you stood for was wrong? 

CHRIS

What do you think that...man..is?

GEORGE
What does it matter what I think?

CHRIS

It matters because I don't think you understand what you're dealing with. Remember that bit in the paper you were laughing at. About those people who found an unexploded shell - and they were using it as a door-stop. They'd no idea how dangerous it was.

GEORGE
We're living in the 20th century. We don't need evil spirits to explain human behaviour any more. It's us who are the evil ones - humanity. We don't need any outside help.

CHRIS

Then what is he?

GEORGE
I keep telling you, I don't know.

CHRIS

He's already got to you, hasn't he. He's only been here a day and he's already upsetting everything.

GEORGE
We're just having a discussion.

CHRIS

I don't mean that. I don't mean that at all.


(THE LIGHTS AND SOUNDS FROM MR SMITH'S HOUSE HAVE BECOME MORE FRANTIC. PANDORA AND MICHAEL EMERGE FROM THEIR HOUSE FOLLOWED QUICKLY BY AMBER, WILLIE AND PHYLLIS)

PANDORA
Where's all that noise coming from?

CHRIS

It's coming from his house.

MICHAEL
Is that smoke? Is it on fire?

WILLIE
What is the man up to? Sounds like he's got a factory in there.

PHYLLIS
It's such a terrible din. You can't hear the television.

MICHAEL
I'm going round to have a word.

PANDORA
No, don't.

MICHAEL
Why not?

PANDORA
Because...Well he's only just moved in, hasn't he. It's not fair to upset him on his first night.

MICHAEL
Upset him! What about us. I'm not putting up with this all fucking night.

PANDORA
Michael! Language!

WILLIE
Me, myself, personally, I think we should sort the fella out straight away. If we don't do it now, we'll be getting this every night. We've got enough problems right now without a steel works opening up next door.

PHYLLIS
Perhaps it's just tonight. He's only just moved in. Perhaps he's doing a bit of decorating.

WILLIE
Funny bloody decorating. What's he doing it with,, a bulldozer? No. If you ask me there's something rum going on in that place. Are you coming round, George?

GEORGE
Er..maybe he will shut up in a while. Let's give him a few minutes.

WILLIE
Alright. If you say so. He's right next door to you. Wouldn't surprise me if he came blasting through your living room wall any minute, sound of it.

CHRIS
(TO GEORGE) You're not going to do anything?

GEORGE
He has only just moved in.

CHRIS

You're frightened.

GEORGE
I'm not frightened.

CHRIS

We're not putting up with this George. If you don't do something, I will.

GEORGE
I'm just saying, let's give him a chance.

CHRIS

To do what - burn the house down. We've got to deal with this. It's no good just standing here talking about it.


(DURING THIS CONVERSATION, AMBER'S ATTENTION HAS BECOME TRANSFIXED LOOKING OVER THE AUDIENCE AND UP TO THE MOON)

AMBER
Look at the moon.

GEORGE
What?

AMBER
Look at the moon - it's huge.

PANDORA
Doesn't it look strange.  

WILLIE
It's just a full moon. What's strange about it?

AMBER
There's a face on it. Look.

PHYLLIS
I can't see a face.

AMBER
Those two dark smudges are the eyes - and there's a nose...

GEORGE
And it's wearing a great big grin. I'm glad someone finds all this funny.

AMBER
I've never seen the moon look like that - it must be a sign of something.

PHYLLIS
My mother used to say, 'When the full moon stays out, the good stay in'.

WILLIE
Your mother used to think she could make it rain by putting the washing out. Your mother was bloody daft.

PHYLLIS
Don't speak ill of the dead.

WILLIE
I spoke ill of her when she was alive. I don't see why I should do anything different now.


(THE NOISE FROM MR SMITH'S HOUSE HAS QUIETENED SO THEY DON'T NOTICE WHEN HE EMERGES WITH A SWIRL OF SMOKE FROM HIS DOOR DURING WILLIE AND PHYLLIS' CONVERSATION. UNNOTICED HE HAS JOINED THEM STARING AT THE MOON)

MR SMITH
(TO THE AUDIENCE. UNHEARD BY THE CAST) They're simple folk, still, these English. I bet Neanderthals stood on this same spot doing the same thing. They're always looking for meaning up there. Give 'em a shooting star and they'll tell you somebody died. Give 'em a full moon and they're all out sniffing the lampposts. They've got laptops, tablets, smart phones, but get 'em under a night sky and they're as daft as chickens with their heads off. Just look at 'em - two thousand years of civilisation and they still think there's a man in the moon.


(HE HOLDS OUT ARMS AND WHISPERS SOME STRANGE INCANTATIONS AND THE MOONLIGHT TURNS BLOOD RED. THE FACES OF THE MOON WATCHERS ARE AGHAST)

MR SMITH
(TO THE AUDIENCE) Now that'll really give them something to worry about!


(HE EXITS, SLAMMING HIS DOOR. BLACKOUT)

END OF ACT 1

ACT TWO


(SUNDAY MORNING. PHYLLIS IS SITTING IN HER GARDEN QUIETLY HUMMING TO HERSELF. GEORGE IS STANDING IN HIS GARDEN DRINKING COFFEE - HE LOOKS AS THOUGH HE HASN'T SLEPT WELL. A MOBILE TELEPHONE RINGS AND MR SMITH EMERGES FROM HIS HOUSE IN A DRESSING GOWN TALKING ON THE PHONE)

MR SMITH
(WITH APPROPRIATE PAUSES) Hello, darling. Lovely to hear from you. Are you working, at all? I know, isn't it awful? So little about. I hear there's something going in (NAMES A TROUBLE SPOT CURRENTLY IN THE NEWS). There's a bit of Earthquake and Famine work around, but you can't live on that, can you. No, absolutely. They only want youngsters these days. Still you know what they say. 'If you pay peanuts...' (THE MAN ON THE PHONE HASN'T HEARD THIS EXPRESSION) No. No. No If you pay peanuts you get monkeys. I'm not even sure Mexicans eat peanuts, do they?(THE MAN ON THE PHONE ASKS MR SMITH IF HE'S WORKING) Yes. Yes. I am as a matter of fact. Well it's a job to say at the moment. It could run and run or I could wind it up tomorrow. Depends so much on the punters. And you know what peasants they are in the sticks.


(MR SMITH SPOTS GEORGE - ALTHOUGH WE'RE NOT ABSOLUTELY SURE THIS WHOLE CONVERSATION ISN'T A CHARADE FOR GEORGE'S BENEFIT)

MR SMITH
Ooo. Can't talk now, darling, punters. Must go.  Catch you later.  George. How the devil are you?

GEORGE
Me? So so. 

MR SMITH
Lovely morning.

GEORGE
Is it? Yes, I suppose it is. I hadn't noticed.

MR SMITH
Bad night?

GEORGE
I've had better.

MR SMITH
Guilty conscience, perhaps.

GEORGE
Perhaps. 

MR SMITH
This is where I have the advantage - no conscience, no guilt. I have perfect peace of mind.

GEORGE
I can't work out how that happened. I don't do things like that.

MR SMITH
Perhaps you were possessed.

GEORGE
Possessed? You think? Are you really a daemon?

MR SMITH
I've told you.

GEORGE
Yes but what is a daemon? Is it like a devil?

MR SMITH
What horny tail and pitchfork sort of thing. What a very quaint idea! You'd never need a costume for fancy dress parties, would you?

GEORGE
Are you some sort of a religious figure?

MR SMITH
Like the Pope you mean?

GEORGE
Well I was thinking more the opposite of the Pope, really.

MR SMITH
I see what you're getting at. So if the Pope was David Cameron, I'd be Jeremy Corbyn. Hmm. Interesting idea.

GEORGE
What about God?

MR SMITH
What about God?

GEORGE
Does He exist?

MR SMITH
No.

GEORGE
He doesn't?

MR SMITH
No.


(A LONG PAUSE WHILE GEORGE THINKS ABOUT THIS)

GEORGE
Of course, that may not necessarily be true - coming from you. You might be lying.

MR SMITH
The very idea!

GEORGE
You saying that God doesn't exist doesn't prove anything one way or the other does it.

MR SMITH
If you say not.

GEORGE
In fact you denying it, might even prove the exact opposite.

MR SMITH
Complicated, isn't it. Anyway. I think we should get back to your guilty conscience.

GEORGE
Are you really a daemon?

MR SMITH
How many times do I have to prove it? 

GEORGE
I've always been a bit frightened about, you know, what happens when you die. I mean, I know it's stupid and everything, but is there a place..where you go..

MR SMITH
Heaven and hell.

GEORGE
Yes. Do they really exist?

MR SMITH
Yes.

GEORGE
What are they like?

MR SMITH
Heaven's very quiet. Like a library.

GEORGE
Who gets there?

MR SMITH
No one. No one gets there. The rules are too strict. You have to go through your whole life being perfect - nobody can do that.

GEORGE
What about a child - a baby who dies - they can't have done anything.

MR SMITH
Ah yes that just it. First you have to have had temptation put before you. Then you have to reject it. If you've never resisted temptation than how can you aspire to Heaven? - you can't, you see. The thing is George, we haven't known each other very long, but I get the impression you're not very good at resisting temptation.

GEORGE
If God exists why doesn't he do something about Syria, about Ebola, about poverty and crime.

MR SMITH
It's a matter of choice, isn't it. Let's imagine that God - if such a person existed - sorted out all the world's problems - sort of plucked missiles out of the sky and dropped food parcels on the hungry - that sort of thing - then you'd just be like that little train I gave you - going round and round on your little track. If you fall off, he picks you up. If you slow down, he speeds you up. If you go too slow... You'd all just be little puppets. So he lets you make your own decisions. Well he would...if he existed.

GEORGE
I just can't believe in the idea of God, or of daemons.

MR SMITH
You can't.

GEORGE
No.

(MR SMITH PRODUCES A COMPLEX LOOKING LEGAL DOCUMENT)

MR SMITH
Then you won't mind signing this.


(MR SMITH HANDS HIM THE DOCUMENT)

GEORGE
What is it?

MR SMITH
It's a contract.

GEORGE
What for?

MR SMITH
Well, basically, in laymen's terms, simply put - it means when you sign it, I get your soul.

GEORGE
What?

MR SMITH
I get your soul.

GEORGE
I'm not signing this.

MR SMITH
If you sign it now I can get it sent off straight away. I can scan it in and email it.

GEORGE
No. 

MR SMITH
Why not?

GEORGE
Because I'm not.

MR SMITH
You don't believe in God. You don't believe in the devil. You don't believe you have a soul. 

GEORGE
I didn't say that.

MR SMITH
It does follow, you know. It's all part of the same package. Anyway, what have you got to lose?

GEORGE
I just don't go around signing legal documents. There's pages of it - all this small print. Anyway what do I get out of it - untold riches?

MR SMITH
Oh no. You've already had your part of the bargain. Last night. Up there (INDICATING AMBER'S BEDROOM). 

GEORGE
I'm not signing this.

MR SMITH
You've got nothing to lose.

GEORGE
...and nothing to gain.

MR SMITH
How very mercenary of you! But you have got something to gain.

GEORGE
What?

MR SMITH
Let me paint a little picture for you. Amber went to sleep early last night - such a ruffled bed. I wonder why? Silly girl, she forgot to take a little something. And even as we speak there's a brave little spermatozoa swimming, swimming, wagging its tail like a tiny puppy. (HE DEMONSTRATES) Swimming, swimming for its life (NOW HE DEMONSTRATES WITH HIS TWO HANDS) This (HIS FISTED HAND) is a little egg, and this (HIS OTHER HAND) is our little friend. Even now in the dim distance he can see her. Their eyes meet across a crowded fallopian tube. They approach each other, they smile sheepishly (HE SLAMS HIS HANDS TOGETHER) They embrace. And two become one. Isn't it romantic. I do so love a happy ending.  Congratulations, daddy, it's a boy!

GEORGE
(SHAKING HIS HEAD) I don't believe you.

MR SMITH
(THREATENING) If you don't sign this paper, then you can say goodbye to your marriage, your sort-of-marriage,  your home, your beloved little crack.


(GEORGE TOSSES THE CONTRACT BACK OVER THE FENCE)

GEORGE
I won't sign it. I won't do it.

MR SMITH
The minute you sign, your worries will be over. 

GEORGE
I don't believe you.

MR SMITH
Even now the cells divide - two, four, eight..


(SMITH HANDS THE DOCUMENT BACK TO GEORGE) 

MR SMITH
...sixteen...thirty-two...sixty-four... Just one little signature. An initial will do. And we flush it all away.


(GEORGE LOOKS DOWN AT THE DOCUMENT)

GEORGE
Wait a minute.


(MR SMITH PAUSES. GEORGE READS A LITTLE BIT MORE)

GEORGE
This is an application for a bus pass.

MR SMITH
Is it?

GEORGE
I thought you said....

MR SMITH
I was having you on. You don't really think people go round offering to buy your soul do you?

GEORGE
Then why do it?

MR SMITH
I was merely making a point, Mr Science-Has-An- Explanation-For-Everything. You wouldn't sign it, would you? You wouldn't sell your soul. Not even you non-existent one. What does that tell you about what you really believe? 


(MR SMITH GOES INTO HIS HOUSE. CHRIS EMERGES)

CHRIS

You're up a bit early. God, you look white. Are you ill?

GEORGE
I'm alright.

CHRIS

You've been talking to him again, haven't you.

GEORGE
Yes, I have.

CHRIS

Well. What did he say?

GEORGE
I can't tell you.

CHRIS

I thought we could tell each other everything.

GEORGE
I can't. Not this time.

CHRIS

What has he done to you, George? This is... not you.

GEORGE
Chris.

CHRIS

Yes.

GEORGE
You know that I love you, don't you.

CHRIS

I think so. I hope so. Not that you say it very much.

GEORGE
We'll be together..whatever, won't we.

CHRIS

You've got to tell me what's happened, George. So far it's just stupid bloody riddles.

GEORGE
I need a bit of time to think things through. I haven't quite worked out what's going on here yet. When I do, believe me, you'll be the first to know.


(HE GOES IN FOLLOWED BY CHRIS. MOMENTS LATER WILLIE EMERGES FROM HIS HOUSE)

WILLIE
There you are. I wondered where you'd got to. You're shivering. How long have you been out here.

PHYLLIS
I don't know. I woke up in the night.

WILLIE
Come inside. Come and have some tea.

PHYLLIS
No. I don't want anything. Not at the moment.

WILLIE
What's up dear? What's it all about.

PHYLLIS
I've been thinking about Jimmy.

WILLIE
I thought it might be that. It's his birthday soon, isn't it?

PHYLLIS
No, not yet. You never could remember could you.

WILLIE
No. I never remember yours either.

PHYLLIS
It doesn't matter. Birthdays don't matter. Willie..

WILLIE
What?

PHYLLIS
Supposing he was alive.

WILLIE
Not that again. I thought we'd got through all this nonsense.

PHYLLIS
But just supposing.

WILLIE
He's gone, Phyllis. He's gone forever. It's no good thinking anything else..

PHYLLIS
There's these men. You read about them.

WILLIE
The boy is dead. That's all there is to it.

PHYLLIS
They never found him.

WILLIE
It doesn't make any difference.

PHYLLIS
You just think that because it's easier. Then you can forget about him. You didn't care about Jimmy..

WILLIE
(IRRITATED) I'm going in to make some tea. I'm not going start all this again, all this going over things again and again and again. What good does it do? You've just got to forget it. You've got to let him go.


(HE WALKS TOWARDS THE DOOR. BUT JUST AS HE REACHES FOR THE HANDLE)

PHYLLIS
Willie....

WILLIE
I know. I know. Come on in dear. Have some breakfast. Then we'll both have a sit in the sun, eh? What about it?


(PHYLLIS TRIES TO GET UP BUT SHE'S STIFF)

PHYLLIS
Willie.

WILLIE
What?

PHYLLIS
I think I'm stuck. I've been sitting here so long I can't move. (A BIT FRIGHTENED) I can't move, Willie.


(HE COMES OVER AND HELPS HER IN)

WILLIE
Come on, yer daft old woman. What are we going to do with you? We're getting too old for all this.


(TIME PASSES. VARIOUS SUNDAY MORNING SOUNDS ARE HEARD FROM THE HOUSES. MICHAEL EMERGES AND IS POTTERING IN HIS GARDEN. PANDORA AND MR SMITH EMERGE INTO HIS GARDEN. SHE IS HANDING HIM A TIN)

PANDORA
I thought I'd bring these round.


(MR SMITH LOOKS IN TIN)

MR SMITH
Scones! With sultanas too! Oh Kate'll love these. In fact I'm glad you've popped round. It's just possible she'll be here this afternoon. She was going to the theatre, but Charlotte has come down with flu. She's at a bit of a loose end. You know how it is.

PANDORA
Really?

MR SMITH
Come and have a sit down. You have to take it easy you know in your condition. I mentioned you to Kate, and she's dying to meet you. She said she'd bring round some of her colour scheme books.

PANDORA
Won't they be a bit expensive. We haven't got a lot of money at the moment.

MR SMITH
I know. It's a shame, isn't it? Your Michael - well to be perfectly honest, he's not very ambitious is he?

PANDORA
He does try.

MR SMITH
Of course he does. Of course he does. It's just well, he doesn't really have the education, does he? I mean, I've nothing against comprehensives, but if you introduced Michael to royalty - he wouldn't really know where to put himself, would he?

PANDORA
I suppose not. I mean, I love Michael, but he's not...he's not...


(MICHAEL HAS MOVED TOWARDS THE FENCE AND IS LISTENING. MR SMITH MOVES TOWARDS THE FENCE TO MAKE SURE THEIR CONVERSATION IS HEARD)

MR SMITH
...not ambitious? No, but he's an honest down-to- earth sort of lad, isn't he?

PANDORA
He didn't want to take on that job. I had to make him. It's much better paid, but he doesn't like it.

MR SMITH
I can't see him climbing that management ladder. I mean, he's keen enough, but he just doesn't have that... spark does he.

PANDORA
He works hard..

MR SMITH
...but basically, when it comes down to it, we have to face it, he is a plodder. He's not a 'can- do' sort of person. I've seen it before..

PANDORA
Are you a manager?

MR SMITH
That sort of area. I do.. manage.. things. I've seen loads of lads like Michael - perfectly honest, decent,, reliable, but no real initiative, no snap, no pizazz (SNAPPING HIS FINGERS). I don't know Pandora, I imagined you married to some smart young executive, organising little dinner parties, keeping his shirts crisp, flirting with the MD.

PANDORA
The empty what?

MR SMITH
MD. Managing director.

PANDORA
Oh yes. Of course. Managing director.

MR SMITH
Still something might come along.

PANDORA
What do you mean?

MR SMITH
Someone else.

PANDORA
Who?

MR SMITH
Some rising young executive, with a BMW, a smart suit and an eye on the main chance.

PANDORA
Michael's my husband.

MR SMITH
Of course. But marriages don't last forever, not these days. There's no shame in divorce any more. To get on, Pandora, sometimes you have to be a bit hard. I've had to in my time. I've left things behind. Things that were holding me back.

PANDORA
I'm never going to meet anyone like that...with a BMW.

MR SMITH
(GETTING CLOSER) Oh, but you have Pandora. You have met someone just like that. Someone who has got a spark. Someone who's going to do something with their life.


(HE'S TALKING ABOUT HIMSELF OF COURSE, BUT PANDORA STILL HASN'T GOT THE MESSAGE)

PANDORA
Who?

MR SMITH
Someone very close by.

PANDORA
Who?

MR SMITH
(PUTTING HIS HAND ON HER KNEE) Someone very very close?

PANDORA
Who?

MR SMITH
(GETTING IRRITATED) Me, for God's sake, you dumb bitch.

PANDORA
What?

PANDORA
You?

MR SMITH
Yes me, who d'you think, the bloody Pope.

PANDORA
But I don't know you.

MR SMITH
I've got it all, Pandora, the car, the houses. I can show you a world you wouldn't believe - Operas at Henley, Regattas at Glyndebourne, the Palace, they'd be parties with Harry. Champagne and strawberries by the river..

PANDORA
I had champagne and strawberries at a wedding once. It gave me the runs.

MR SMITH
(PLACING HIS HAND ON HER STOMACH) We could put his name down for Eton..

PANDORA
But I only met you yesterday.

MR SMITH
A window of opportunity has opened to you Pandora. Grasp the nettle.

PANDORA
I might get stung. 

MR SMITH
Not that sort of nettle, for God's sake.


(MICHAEL HAS HAD ENOUGH. HE GOES OUT THROUGH THE FRONT DOOR AND SLAMS IT. WE HEAR A CAR START UP AND DRIVE OFF)

PANDORA
Michael...


(SHE RUSHES THROUGH THE DOOR AND BACK INTO HER OWN HOUSE AND OUT INTO THE GARDEN)

PANDORA
Michael....Michael...Where are you?


(CHRIS, HEARING THE NOISE, COMES OUT TO INVESTIGATE)

CHRIS

Pandora? What's the matter?

PANDORA
He's gone.

CHRIS

Who's gone?

PANDORA
Michael.

CHRIS

Gone where?

PANDORA
You don't understand. He's gone. Gone off.

CHRIS

You mean he's left you?

PANDORA
He wouldn't leave me, would he?

CHRIS

I don't know, Pandora, I don't understand what you're talking about.

PANDORA
He must have heard me. Heard me talking. To him. To Mr Smith.

CHRIS

Pandora, what did you say to him?

PANDORA
Things.

CHRIS

What things?

PANDORA
I don't know. Things about us, things about Michael. I said he wouldn't ever get anywhere. I shouldn't have said that, should I? I don't mind if he doesn't get anywhere. I don't want him to leave me. I don't know what I'd do without him. I wouldn't mind if he was just a bricky for the rest of his life. 

CHRIS

What did Michael say to you, before he left?

PANDORA
Nothing. He just left. He didn't say anything.

CHRIS

So he might not have heard.

PANDORA
He's never driven off like that, not Michael. He must be so angry. Now he'll never come back.

CHRIS

Listen. Just try and calm down and think about it. If he heard and we can't be sure that he did. If he heard, he's going to be a bit hurt, a bit angry and maybe he needs some time to think about it. When he's done that, he'll come back, and when he does you can tell him you didn't mean those things you said. You can tell him what an idiot you've been and that you're sorry. You're not the first person to say things you didn't mean. I do it all the time.

PANDORA
He just went off - in the car. He's never done that.

CHRIS

What were you doing round there with Smith?

PANDORA
I went round with some scones.

CHRIS

What for? You don't know the man, do you?

PANDORA
I'm not supposed to say.

CHRIS

You're not supposed to say what?

PANDORA
They were for Kate.

CHRIS

Kate?

PANDORA
The Duchess of Cambridge.

CHRIS

Oh  my God.

PANDORA
He said he would invite her round and we'd have tea. I've always wanted to meet her. I dream about her all the time.

CHRIS

And she was going to be round there?

PANDORA
Yes.

CHRIS

Pandora, what would the Duchess of Cambridge doing around here - in a place like this. This is Elm Park not Windsor Castle. She doesn't come to places like this.  Honestly, you are so naive.

PANDORA
Am I? Am I really? What does naïve mean?

CHRIS

That Smith man doesn't know the Duchess of Cambridge. He was lying.

PANDORA
Why would he do that?

CHRIS

What does he do anything? He's up to something. I just don't know what it is.

PANDORA
He asked me to go away with him. I told him I wouldn't. What am I going to do, Chris?

CHRIS

You're going to come round here. I'm going to make us some coffee. And we're going to sort you out.

PANDORA
I don't know what I'm doing.

CHRIS

That's okay but just promise me you won't go near that man again. We're dealing with someone who makes trouble. Do you understand what I'm saying?

PANDORA
Yes.

CHRIS

Come on then. Bring your phone. We'll see if we can work out where Michael's gone.  


(CHRIS AND PANDORA GO BACK INTO THEIR HOUSES. MR SMITH COMES OUT LOOKS AROUND. HE SNAPS HIS FINGERS AND AMBER COMES OUT AND DISROBES READY FOR SUNBATHING. PHYLLIS COMES INTO MR SMITH'S GARDEN.

PHYLLIS
The door was open. 

MR SMITH
Come in. Come in. I was just admiring the view.

PHYLLIS
What, the Waterworks?

MR SMITH
No. No. The view in your garden.

PHYLLIS
Oh, she's out is she? Keeps half the men on the estate ogling. I see 'em peeking through their curtains. They think no one can see them. But I see them. And I know what they're thinking.

MR SMITH
That's men for you, isn't it. Respectable on the outside, and on the inside...a seething mass of unbridled lust.

PHYLLIS
I want you to tell me about Jimmy.

MR SMITH
What about him?

PHYLLIS
You said he was still alive.

MR SMITH
Did I say that?

PHYLLIS
And you knew where he was.

MR SMITH
I don't remember saying that.

PHYLLIS
You did say it. 

MR SMITH
I certainly must have given you that impression, mustn't I?.

PHYLLIS
Yes, you did. Now I want to know what you know about my son.

MR SMITH
They'll be plenty of time for that later. (PUTS HIS ARMS ROUND PHYLLIS) I want us to be friends, Phyllis. I've already got to know Chris and George. Pandora's been round to see me. I think it's lovely to have lots of neighbours popping in and out, having cups of coffee. Lots of gossip. Who's been up to with who. That's why I wanted to move into a place like this. I wanted to be surrounded by friends.

PHYLLIS
I just want to know about Jimmy.

MR SMITH
Do we have to? I thought we could talk about Mrs Mitchell at number 42.

PHYLLIS
I want to talk about Jimmy

MR SMITH
Jimmy who?

PHYLLIS
You know who I'm talking about. Do you know, I beginning to think you don't know anything about him at all. Willie was right.

MR SMITH
(NERVOUS) You haven't told him, have you?

PHYLLIS
No. But he believes that Jimmy is.. gone. That's how he sleeps at night. I never do. 

MR SMITH
I'm sure Jimmy wouldn't be very happy if he thought his own mother'd forgotten him.

PHYLLIS
I haven't forgotten him. I sometimes wish I could, But I can't and I won't. Now, if you've got something to tell me, do it now.

MR SMITH
Let's have a nice cup of tea.

PHYLLIS
I don't want a nice cup of tea. I want to know about my son.

MR SMITH
I've got some lovely scones. The ones with the little sultanas in them.

PHYLLIS
(MOVES TOWARDS HIM SUDDENLY) Tell... me... about... my... son.

MR SMITH
(HIS CHARACTER CHANGES INTO A FRIGHTENED CHILD) Leave me alone. Leave me alone. Bloody witch.

PHYLLIS
Tell me where he is.

MR SMITH
Don't hit me. I get bruises.

PHYLLIS
I want to know.

MR SMITH
(SUDDENLY SPITEFUL) I don't know. He's probably dead. He was stupid, your son. Stupid like you and stupid like that old man of yours. Everybody thinks you're stupid. Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.


(PHYLLIS CLIPS HIM AROUND THE EAR)

MR SMITH
Ouch! You hit me. I'm telling on you. I'm telling my dad. You can't hit me. It's against the law. I'm telling the police. I bet that's what happened to your Jimmy. I reckon you killed him and hid the body. Yeah. See that's why you're crying. Your eyes are all wet.


(PHYLLIS SLUMPS INTO A CHAIR QUIETLY CRYING. MR SMITH RECOVERS HIMSELF)

MR SMITH
(AN ADULT AGAIN) Phyllis. Phyllis. I didn't want it to be like this. I wanted us to be friends. I thought we could talk about things. Let's have that tea. Or coffee. I don't mind.

PHYLLIS
Do you know about Jimmy? Do you? Just tell me, please. If you don't know, just say. I won't blame you.

MR SMITH
Of course I know about Jimmy. I know everything there is to know about Jimmy.

PHYLLIS
What do you mean?

MR SMITH
Haven't you guessed?

PHYLLIS
Guessed?

MR SMITH
I am Jimmy. It's me. That's who I am. I've come back. After all these years. I've come back. So you and me and Willie and Amber. We can all be a family again. Isn't it wonderful? It's me, mummy. The Prodigal Son has returned. Break out the Pork Scratchings. 

PHYLLIS
What are you talking about?

MR SMITH
I'm Jimmy. Honestly. I ran away to the circus. I was a lion tamer.

PHYLLIS
You're nothing of the sort.

MR SMITH
I am. I am.

PHYLLIS
You're not my Jimmy.

MR SMITH
I am. I can prove it.

PHYLLIS
You're not my child. You're a wicked man. You don't know anything about my child.

MR SMITH
Don't you want me back, mummy? Don't you want me any more?

PHYLLIS
I'm going to tell Willie about you.

MR SMITH
Daddy. Don't you think he'll be pleased to see me?

PHYLLIS
Get out of my way


(PHYLLIS RUSHES OUT. MR SMITH FALLS ON ONE KNEE)

MR SMITH
Oh mummy, mummy, don't leave me out in the cold. Take me home. Take me home (NOW AS AL JOLSON) Mammy, mammy, don't leave me mammy. I'd walk a million miles for one of your smiles, my Mammy.

(HE LAUGHS EVILLY AND THEN STOPS SUDDENLY AND GOES INTO THE HOUSE) 

(WILLIE EMERGES FROM HIS HOUSE AND ADDRESSES AMBER. WHILE HE IS DOING THIS CHRIS COMES OUT FROM HER HOUSE AND LIGHTS UP A CIGARETTE WHICH SHE SMOKES WITH GREAT RELIEF)

WILLIE
Amber. Amber. Are you awake? Amber. You never want to listen do you girl. You don't care what you're mother's going through. Sometimes I wish you'd have been the one who disappeared. Who would have cared then, eh? Nobody. Well, maybe a few men. Even they'd have probably have been relieved, if they thought about it. What did we do to you? What did we ever do?


(HE NOTICES CHRIS WITH THE CIGARETTE)

WILLIE
Chrissy! What are you doing with that fag?

CHRIS

(THEATRICALLY) What! God! How did that get there?

WILLIE
After what we promised..

CHRIS

I know. I just needed a smoke.

WILLIE
What about one for me, then?

CHRIS

No. You're not allowed these.

WILLIE
Nor are you.

CHRIS

I'm not the one who had the heart attack.

WILLIE
No, but you're the one who promised we'd give up together.

CHRIS

I suppose I could let you have. Just the one. Come on then. You can come round and have one. But that's all you're getting. They're stale as hell anyway.


(WILLIE GOES OUT THROUGH THE HOUSE AS DOES CHRIS. THEY EMERGE IN CHRIS'S GARDEN. SHE GIVES HIM A CIGARETTE AND HE LIGHTS UP)

WILLIE
Don't you ever lock that front door of yours. Any pervert could walk in?

CHRIS

You're not just any pervert, Willie, you're special.

WILLIE
I asked for that, didn't I. So, what brought this on then?

CHRIS

I don't know. I do know really - George. He's gone funny on me.

WILLIE
I thought you were the funny one.

CHRIS

I was..am...but something's happened to George and I just can't work  out what it is. It's something to do with that bastard next door. What about you? What's driven you to the demon weed. How long has it been?

WILLIE
Look at those hands (HE HOLDS THEM UP) They used to be yellow.'Hands like a Chinaman' my mum used to say. Still what's one fag, eh. It's Phyllis that's got to me. Poor old girl.

CHRIS

What's the matter?

WILLIE
Jimmy of course. That's always been the matter. And ever since she went round there (INDICATING MR SMITH'S HOUSE) it's all started again.I really thought we'd got past it this time.

CHRIS

It's him.

WILLIE
It's not him. It's Jimmy. She just gets like this sometimes.

CHRIS

It's not just Phyllis. It's everyone. That man is getting to everyone. It was George talking to him that started him off. One minute he was OK and the next he'd disappeared into a black hole. He won't talk to me. Michael's gone off too.

WILLIE
What?

CHRIS

Smith got Pandora round there with some nonsense or other, got her to say all these things about Michael. Michael heard it all and now he's driven off in a huff.  George, Phyllis. Michael. He's got to them all. My God, the man's only been here a day. 

WILLIE
It's more than us, you know. You know Mervin down the road?

CHRIS

Merv the perv?

WILLIE
He's been out in the park up to his tricks again. The police were round this morning. I thought he'd put a stop to that. Your next door but one was taken ill in the night. Mrs Hicks is in bed with a relapse - she was burgled. The whole street's falling apart.

CHRIS

Do you know what he told George. He said he was a 'daemon'.

WILLIE
Did he now, did he now? That makes some sort of sense I suppose. Mind you what his type say and what they really mean - not the same thing at all. So he's one of them is he?

CHRIS

One of what?

WILLIE
My grandfather used to tell this tale about a fella like him. He got the story from his dad. Seems like this character moved into the village where he lived and turned the whole place over. Had wives and husbands splitting up, illness everywhere, old feuds dug up, people at each other's throats..

CHRIS

Do you believe in all that stuff – daemons and devils. 

WILLIE
Not really.

CHRIS

What a great weekend this is turning out to be - our houses are falling down and now we've got Beelzebub moved in next door.

WILLIE
What do they call them on the telly – the neighbours from hell.

CHRIS

So, what happened to this bloke?

WILLIE
Him? They locked him in his house and set it on fire.

CHRIS

God.

WILLIE
I don't think God had much to do with it.

CHRIS

When was this?

WILLIE
Not as far back as you'd think.

CHRIS

I don't think setting fire to Mr Smith is much of a possibility, is it?

WILLIE
(CHUCKLING) I don't think it'd go down too well with the police. My Granddad told me how these people work. They get in between people. They find out people's weakness, all the little cracks. Then they prise them open. There's not much that holds us all together you know: - a bit of love, a bit of loyalty, a bit of friendship. It's not enough sometimes. Doesn't take much to tear it all apart. Me and Phyllis, we've always been close, but when we lost Jimmy....we nearly lost each other as well.

CHRIS

I'm sorry.

WILLIE
He knows Jimmy's there between us. He knows we've spoilt our Amber. He knows Pandora's a silly little cow who doesn't know a good man when he's lying next to her in bed. And he knows there's something between you and George.  Chrissy, we can't burn 'im, but we have got to get rid of him one way or another and I reckon it's down to you and me.

CHRIS

Perhaps we should call the vicar.

WILLIE
You're joking. I can't see him taking this one on, can you? He can't even handle the WI.

CHRIS

Police?

WILLIE
And tell 'em what exactly?

CHRIS

So what do we do?

WILLIE
We'll have to go round and take him on.

CHRIS

He blows up radios.

WILLIE
He what?

CHRIS

It was him who blew up Amber's radio. George saw him do it.

WILLIE
He can't be all bad, then. He can't hurt us, Chrissy. He can only make us hurt ourselves. But he's upset my Phyllis and he's going to pay for that. I don't care what he does to me.

CHRIS

I won't be much help.

WILLIE
Don't knock yourself. You've got plenty of courage, girl. More than you know. I've seen it before. It's the big mouths who fold when it comes to a fight. You know your trouble - you've never had a real fight on your hands. Well you have now.  You young have too much time to think these days - better not to think - just to get on and do it. I'm not worried about you. You'll be alright.

CHRIS

I'm glad you think so.

WILLIE
You won't let me down.

CHRIS

So, it's one agoraphobic and an old man with a dicky heart against the bad guy. Not exactly Batman and Robin is it?

WILLIE
Yeah, but we've got one thing he hasn't got.

CHRIS

What's that?

WILLIE
Will power.


(WILLIE STUBS OUT HIS CIGARETTE - WHICH WAS FINISHED ANYWAY)

WILLIE
See. I can give 'em up any time I chose.  Are you ready?

CHRIS

No.

WILLIE
Me neither. What a team! Come on.


(THEY CLIMB THE FENCE WITH SOME DIFFICULTY. WILLIE APPROACHES THE BACK DOOR AND BANGS ON IT)

WILLIE
Come on out you. We want a word with you.


(NO RESPONSE. WILLIE KNOCKS SEVERAL TIMES MORE. FINALLY, MR SMITH STICKS HIS HEAD AROUND THE DOOR)

MR SMITH
What are you doing in my garden?

WILLIE
Get out here. We want to speak to you?

MR SMITH
No. Go away.

WILLIE
What's the matter, scared of a pensioner, are you?

MR SMITH
Just go away. I'll call the police.

WILLIE
(PICKING UP A BRICK) You get out here now or you're getting this brick through your window my lad.

MR SMITH
You wouldn't dare.

CHRIS
(REALISING WHAT HE'S GOING TO DO) Willie!


(WILLIE THROWS THE BRICK THROUGH THE WINDOW)

WILLIE
You're wrong about some things, then.

MR SMITH
(EMERGING FROM THE DOOR) You'll pay for that window. You're nothing but a nasty old hooligan.

WILLIE
The oldest in Elm Park. What are you going to do about it?

MR SMITH
You get out of my garden now. The pair of you. You get out or I'll throw you out.

WILLIE
(APPROACHING HIM THREATENINGLY) You won't do anything, you nasty little bugger. You're going to listen to us.

MR SMITH
(FRIGHTENED, SPITEFUL) Leave me alone. Leave me alone. I hate you. You're a dirty old man. You go with prostitutes. I've seen you down by the docks. You think nobody knows. But I know. I know what you're really like.

WILLIE
Is that the best you can do? Come on son. There must be something worse you can dig up than that.

MR SMITH
Leave me alone and go away.

WILLIE
You're the one that's going away. We don't want you here. We want you out.

MR SMITH
You can't make me. You can't do anything to me.

WILLIE
I'll do whatever I have to. And I'll start with the rest of those windows.

MR SMITH
I'll call the police.

WILLIE
You won't get to that phone.

MR SMITH
You don't scare me.

WILLIE
Don't I. Don't I. (APPROACHING HIM) Then why are you shaking. Why are you sweating like a little pig? What's the matter son, scared of an old man.

MR SMITH
Get away from me. I'm telling on you. I'm telling my dad. He's a detective. He'll get you. He'll get you and kill you.

WILLIE
(SLOWLY AND DELIBERATELY) I want you to go. I want you out of this house. You hurt my wife, you little bastard, and you're going to pay for that.

MR SMITH
Don't hit me. Don't hit me. I won't go. I'm not going.

WILLIE
Get your stuff and get out.

MR SMITH
Wait a minute (SENSING AN ADVANTAGE) There's something wrong with you. I can feel it. Where is it? I know - it's there (POINTING TO WILLIE'S CHEST) Your heart. There's something wrong with your heart.  Listen.. bom... bom... bom. There's a stutter (ADVANCES ON WILLIE) You're heart's not right. You need to be careful. (WILLIE PUTS HIS HAND TO HIS CHEST) If you're not careful, it'll stop. It'll go bom... bom... bom...(PAUSE) Nothing. And then it's all over. I can make it stop. I can make you die.


(WILLIE PUTS HIS HAND TO HIS CHEST IN PAIN AND FALLS BACK INTO THE CHAIR. CHRIS STEPS IN BETWEEN THEM)

CHRIS

Leave him alone. You leave him alone. You've done enough damage to people around here. We want you out.

MR SMITH
George doesn't. George likes me.

CHRIS

He doesn't like you.

MR SMITH
Oh yes he does. He said so. He's my friend.

CHRIS

George doesn't like you.

MR SMITH
He does. He does. He said so.

CHRIS

No one likes you. No one wants you here. Get your things and get out.

MR SMITH
George likes me because I let him do it to Amber.

CHRIS

What! You liar!


(CHRIS SLAPS MR SMITH)

MR SMITH
Ow, you hit me, you nasty bitch. They did it last night. Him and Amber. In the shower, and in the bed. I fixed it for him and he did it. He's my friend now.

CHRIS

I don't believe you.

MR SMITH
Ask him. Ask him why he's been so funny, why he's been so quiet. It's because he's feeling guilty. He can't forget it. He keeps thinking about her. He knows it was wrong. He knows how much it would hurt you. And he knows he can't wait to do it again.

WILLIE
Chrissy?

CHRIS

Are you alright?

WILLIE
It doesn't matter, Chrissy. Even if it's true. It's just because we're men. George loves you. Don't let him (MEANING SMITH) put you off.

MR SMITH
George won't love you for much longer. Not when he finds Amber's having a baby - his baby. George wants children and you can't have them. They only did it once - him and Amber. How many times did you do it: hundreds, thousands, but nothing came out did it. Nothing.

CHRIS

You bastard.

MR SMITH
Anybody can have a baby, can't they. Willie and Phyllis had two and look how stupid they are. But it's too late now, isn't it. The doctors took away your bits. You're not even a woman anymore Have a look at Amber. It's all there on the outside and in here too (HE POINTS TO HIS STOMACH). You won't keep George. Not when he sees his baby. (HE GOES BACK TOWARDS HIS DOOR). She's a lovely sexy fertile thing and you're as barren as an old crone.


(MR SMITH GOES IN AND SLAMS THE DOOR. CHRIS STANDS UNMOVING FOR A MOMENT)

CHRIS

(REMEMBERING WILLIE IS HURT) Oh God Willie. Are you alright?

WILLIE
I'm alright, Don't worry about me.

CHRIS

I thought you said he couldn't hurt us.

WILLIE
Doesn't always do to tell the troops the strength of the enemy. I learnt that in the army.

CHRIS

Thanks for that. 

WILLIE
We can't let him win.

CHRIS

I don't know what we can do.

WILLIE
You didn't tell us. You know, about what he said.

CHRIS

The hysterectomy. I didn't tell anyone. George told everyone I was at my mum's. I didn't want anyone to know.

WILLIE
Why not? It's nothing to be ashamed of, is it?

CHRIS

It was to me. I was ashamed. I was ashamed and then I was depressed. That's when all the panic attacks started. That's when the wheels started to come off.

WILLIE
You should have told us, Chrissy. We knew there was something up. We thought we'd upset you. 

CHRIS

It wasn't you. Are you sure you're alright. I can call an ambulance.

WILLIE
I'll survive. I've had worse.

CHRIS

Come on. I'll help you over the fence.


(CHRIS HELPS WILLIE OVER THE FENCE BUT STAYS IN MR SMITH'S GARDEN)

WILLIE
Aren't you coming?

CHRIS

No.

WILLIE
What are you going to do?

CHRIS

Go in the house, Willie. And don't come out here until I tell you.

WILLIE
He's dangerous. 

CHRIS

Stay inside. And don't look out of the window.

WILLIE
But what....

CHRIS

Just for once, do as you're told, okay.


(WILLIE GOES IN AND CHRIS APPROACHES MR SMITH'S DOOR)

CHRIS

Mr Smith. Mr Smith.

MR SMITH
IN HIS HOUSE, SULLENLY) What do you want now?

CHRIS

I need to talk to you.

MR SMITH
Go away.

CHRIS

Please.

MR SMITH
You'll hurt me.

CHRIS

I won't. I promise.

(MR SMITH APPEARS AT THE DOOR, LOOKING SUSPICIOUS)

MR SMITH
What is it?

CHRIS

I'm sorry about all that - business. Please come out.

MR SMITH
Where's Willie gone?

CHRIS

He's gone home. I told him to go home.

(MR SMITH EMERGES INTO THE GARDEN)

CHRIS

Let's sit down shall we?

MR SMITH
I suppose so.

(THEY SIT TOGETHER ON THE BENCH)

CHRIS

You help people don't you?

MR SMITH
Sometimes. People I like.

CHRIS

I want you to help me.

MR SMITH
Why should I?

CHRIS

I don't know. I haven't been very nice to you, have I.

MR SMITH
You were horrible to me.

CHRIS

I know. I'm sorry. Perhaps we could start again. We could forget about what's happened. We just got off on the wrong foot, that's all.

MR SMITH
I suppose we could try.

CHRIS

You were right. You know, about me. I do want to have children. I've always wanted to have children. Until all this, I never realised how much. There's just this big gap in my life. I didn't realise what it was before.

MR SMITH
I like them too, children. Never got round to having any  though.

CHRIS

The thing is. Could you help me?

(CHRIS PLACES HER HAND ON MR SMITH'S LEG)

CHRIS

If you could help me have children - my own children. I'd do anything.

MR SMITH
Anything?

CHRIS

Anything.

MR SMITH
I suppose there might be a way. But you'd have to be nice to me. You know, friendly, like real neighbours.

CHRIS

I think I could manage that.


(THEY ARE GETTING CLOSER AND CLOSER TOGETHER) 

MR SMITH
Of course they wouldn't necessarily be George's, these children.

CHRIS

I really don't care. George seems to gone his own way anyway. If he can have a baby, why can't I? It's not too much to ask, is it?

MR SMITH
Perhaps if we went inside for a little while - in the warm.

CHRIS

Are you sure you can do this? You're not just saying...

MR SMITH
Listen. I can do anything you want. I can do things that'd make your hair stand on end. I imagine old George's a bit on the - predictable - side. You know. In the sack.

CHRIS

I suppose he is, just a bit. Look, let's not talk anymore. If we're going to do this. If you're really going to give me a baby. I think we should just get on and do it.

MR SMITH
Alright.

CHRIS

What's your first name. I can't keep calling you 'Mr Smith'. Not if we're going to..

MR SMITH
It's... er... John.

CHRIS

Who'd've thought? So, John, time's wasting...


(CHRIS REACHES OVER AND GENTLY TURNS MR SMITH'S HEAD TOWARDS HER AS IF TO KISS HIM. BUT AT THE VERY LAST MOMENT HER HAND DROPS AND SHE TAKES A FIRM GRIP OF HIS CROTCH)

MR SMITH
Arghh!

CHRIS

Now this is what it feels like to be manipulated. How do you like it, you little bastard.(SHE TWISTS HER HAND)

MR SMITH
Arrghh

CHRIS

What's the matter. Don't you like a bit of foreplay?

MR SMITH
Let go, you bitch.

CHRIS

When (SHE TWISTS HER HAND) When I'm ready.

MR SMITH
Arghh.

CHRIS

Next time you're looking for someone to have a go at, don't (SHE TWISTS HER HAND) fuck with me.

(CHRIS RELEASES HIM AND PUSHES HIM TO THE GROUND SQUIRMING)

CHRIS

Now get out.

(SHE KICKS HIM)


MR SMITH
You hurt me, you harpy.

CHRIS

I haven't even started with you yet.


(SHE KICKS HIM AGAIN AND AGAIN UNTIL HE IS FORCED OUT THROUGH HIS DOOR.

CHRIS

And if you ever so much as show your face in this street again I'll nail your bollocks to that tree and use you as a propeller. 

(SHE DRIVES HIM THROUGH THE DOOR AND OUT, WE PRESUME, INTO THE STREET. THE FRONT DOOR SLAMS AND CHRIS EMERGES BACK INTO THE GARDEN AND BREATHES A SIGH OF RELIEF. WILLIE EMERGES)

WILLIE
Has he gone?

CHRIS

I think so.

WILLIE
I'm impressed. You really had him going. 

CHRIS

You weren't suppose to be watching.

WILLIE
I wouldn't have missed that for the world. See , I told you, hidden depths. 

CHRIS

I didn't think he'd go. God. My hands are shaking. 

WILLIE
Come on. Let's get you across this fence.

CHRIS

Supposing he comes back.

WILLIE
I  don't think he will. He'll be out looking for a better neighbourhood - one where the women aren't so rough. But if he does, we'll be ready for him. I'll get the hammer and the nails out of my toolbox ready. He'd make a good propeller.


CHRIS

Shouldn't we stop him? Warn people.

WILLIE
They'll have to deal with him. Just like we did. I think we've done enough for one day. Don't you?

CHRIS

I guess.


(PHYLLIS COMES OUT INTO HER GARDEN AND SITS BESIDE AMBER)

WILLIE
That stuff he said, about the women down at the docks. It's true.

CHRIS

It doesn't matter.

WILLIE
I'm not proud of myself. It's just...

CHRIS

I try not to judge people. Even men. Especially men.

WILLIE
What about George?


(PANDORA COMES OUT INTO THE GARDEN AND SITS DOWN) 

CHRIS

What about him?

WILLIE
He might have been lying, that Smith.

CHRIS

Maybe. But it explains things. Makes sense.

WILLIE
Don't be too hard on him. Like I say, it's just us men. Scrape off half an inch and we're all dogs on heat. 

CHRIS

What about Amber. She's your daughter. Supposing she is pregnant.

WILLIE
We'll have to worry about that if and when... Me, myself, personally, I think it's a bit unlikely.(PAUSE)  I feel sorry for her, myself. Silly little cow. She can't stand it when no one's admiring her, see. We did it, me and Phyllis, we messed her up. Now we have to live with it. Still. Time to go home I think. Don't be too hard on George. Just kick him around the room a few times, that's what Phyllis does to me. You can work it out.

CHRIS

Maybe, maybe.


(THEY EXIT THROUGH THE HOUSE. MINUTES LATER MICHAEL APPEARS IN HIS DOORWAY AND STANDS STARING AT PANDORA. PANDORA NOTICES HIM)

PANDORA
Michael. I didn't hear you come in. Where have you been?

MICHAEL
I've been to see Dave.

PANDORA
Why?

MICHAEL
I've asked him for my job back. If you're interested, he said yes.

PANDORA
What about the mortgage?

MICHAEL
He says there's plenty of overtime at the moment. We can manage.

PANDORA
What about Dexels?

MICHAEL
I'll resign in the morning. Work my notice. Then that'll be it.

PANDORA
Oh.

MICHAEL
It's no good you know. I can't do that job. I'm not wearing a tie for the rest of my life. That's not what I want.

PANDORA
I'm sorry.

MICHAEL
About what?

PANDORA
About what I said, to him. I didn't mean it.

MICHAEL
I love you. You know that don't you. But you're a right snobby cow sometimes. Why can't you accept what we are? We're just ordinary people living in an ordinary house. Why can't that be enough?

PANDORA
I thought you'd left me when you drove off.

MICHAEL
I won't leave you. I told you. I love you. But I'm not putting up with this crap any longer. My name's Mick, not Michael. I'm a bricky, not a salesman. And what is more...

(TEARS OFF HIS SHIRT TO REVEAL HIS VARIOUS TATTOOS)

MICHAEL
...if I want to wear a vest in MY garden I'm going to. Fuck what the neighbours think. 

PANDORA
I'm glad you're back.

MICHAEL
And that room is staying yellow.

PANDORA
I don't mind yellow. It's not too bad.

MICHAEL
Good. Get used to it, because if you want it in another colour, you're going to need a different husband.

PANDORA
I don't want another husband.

MICHAEL
Then act like it.

PANDORA
I expect William and Kate have arguments. When the servants aren't there. 

MICHAEL
You're never going to be a duchess. 

PANDORA
I know.


(MICHAEL GOES BACK INSIDE)

PANDORA
I expect he swears a bit too, William. I bet Kate doesn't though. I wonder if she's got a green room in her palace?


(PANDORA GOES BACK INSIDE.WILLIE JOINS PHYLLIS IN THE GARDEN. THEY SIT ON CHAIRS EITHER SIDE OF AMBER)

WILLIE
He's gone.

PHYLLIS
Who's gone?

WILLIE
Smith.

PHYLLIS
What do you mean, gone?

WILLIE
I mean, gone. Me and Chrissy've got rid of him, frightened him off. Last time we saw him he was scuttling off down the road with his tail between his legs. I don't think we'll be seeing him again.

PHYLLIS
Oh.

WILLIE
You don't seem very pleased.

PHYLLIS
Don't I? I am glad. it's just....(PAUSE) Willie, you don't suppose...

WILLIE
No,  Phyllis. He didn't know anything. Oh, he knew about our Jimmy alright, but what happened to him - no, he knew nothing more than we do. We're never going to know, Phyllis. Never.

PHYLLIS
He was a nasty piece of work, that Smith. Fancy. Dragging up all those memories. What sort of person does that? And why, what does it achieve?

WILLIE
I suppose he just liked manipulating people. There's people like that - up to all sorts of mischief. 

PHYLLIS
People who take away children.

WILLIE
Even people who take away children. (REFERRING TO AMBER) I wish someone would take sleeping beauty here away.

PHYLLIS
Don't say things like that.

WILLIE
Why not? Don't you?

PHYLLIS
No. Well. Sometimes, I suppose.

WILLIE
Perhaps she'll marry some rich bastard who'll buy us a nice house in the country. A big old manor house - one without a bloody great crack down the middle. 

PHYLLIS
I've not done a very good job, have I, with her?

WILLIE
It's not just you. Neither of us has got much to be proud of. Still, with what we went through, I don't suppose anyone would blame us - except your mother of course - and she'd've blamed me for sinking the Titanic, the old witch. 

PHYLLIS
She'll be turning in her grave hearing you.

WILLIE
We'll be alright as long as the stake doesn't come out. (PAUSE) Let's forget about all this shall we - Jimmy and Amber? We've done what we've done and now we'll just have to live with it


(GEORGE AND CHRISSY COME INTO THE GARDEN AND SIT CONSPICUOUSLY APART)

PHYLLIS
Well this won't do, sitting about here all day. There's things to be done. Come on, you too.

AMBER
Are you going inside? Make us a coffee.

PHYLLIS
Make yourself a coffee.

AMBER
But I don't know where the things are.

PHYLLIS
Then it's about time you learned.

AMBER
(WHINING) Dad.

PHYLLIS
And it's no good asking him either. Your dad and me we've got better things to do than wait on you hand and foot. Come on, Willie, it's the servant's afternoon off.

(WILLIE AND PHYLLIS GO BACK INTO THE HOUSE)

AMBER
God. Parents. All they ever think about is themselves.


(SHE PICKS UP A MIRROR AND PREENS HERSELF)

CHRIS

It's true, then.

GEORGE
What?

CHRIS

You and her.

GEORGE
Yes


(A LONG PAUSE)

GEORGE
Say something then.

CHRIS

How could you?

GEORGE
I don't know. It just happened, I'm sorry.

CHRIS

You're sorry. Do you think that makes any difference? Can you give me one good reason why I shouldn't walk out of that door and never come back.

GEORGE
Because I love you. Because it was the most stupid thing I've done in my life. Because it'll never happen again. Because I'll do anything to keep you. And because it would be the first time you've walked out of that door on your own for two years.

CHRIS

Can you just explain something to me. We get on really well. We have a good, if a bit conventional.... love ....life. You're the only person in this whole world I can really rely on. And you go and do that. With her. She's horrible. I mean, I know she's slim and brown and pretty and all that. But she's poisonous. You know she is.

GEORGE
We're men, we can't help ourselves. 

CHRIS

That's not nearly good enough, George. I know what men are like. I've fended off enough of them. But this isn't about sex. It's about trust. It's about you and me. You're not some dog on heat. I know you look over that fence 20 times a day. I don't like it, but I accept it because it's just... hormones or something. That's the animal bit. But the human bit, the civilised bit - that's resisting the temptation to go chasing after some brain dead bimbo. You're the great rationalist, George. You're the one who goes on about what is scientific and reasonable. So tell me, please, what's reasonable about what you did? 

GEORGE
I can't explain it...it was him (MEANING SMITH)

CHRIS

It wasn't anything to do with him. You wanted her long before he came along. He just encouraged you to do what you hadn't got the nerve to do in the first place. What sort of morality is that - you're faithful to me because you're too scared to be anything else?

GEORGE
(PAUSE) So. Where does that leave us?

CHRIS

I don't know. 

GEORGE
I think this is the worst weekend of my life.

CHRIS

Good.

GEORGE
What are you going to do.

CHRIS

Right now, I'm going for a walk.

GEORGE
On your own?

CHRIS

On my own.

GEORGE
Will you be alright?

CHRIS

How do I know?

GEORGE
Shall I come?

CHRIS

No.


(SHE GETS UP AND GOES TO THE DOOR)  

CHRIS

If I stay it's got to be because I want to. Not because I have to.

GEORGE
Good luck then.

CHRIS

One lamppost at a time.

GEORGE
One lamppost at a time.


(GEORGE WALKS OVER AND STARES AND AMBER. THEN HE DRAGS HIMSELF AWAY SHAKING HIS HEAD. HE WALKS OVER AND LOOKS INTO MR SMITH'S HOUSE. HE LOOKS BEMUSED AND GOES TO THE AUDIENCE AS IF TO ASK A QUESTION ABOUT MR SMITH. HE STOPS. GOES TOWARDS THE DOOR AND THEN COMES BACK AGAIN)

GEORGE
The thing is....I mean.....Who was he? What was he? He knew things that he couldn't know. He did things that can't be done. There must be some perfectly plausible explanation. It's just, right now, I don't know. Imagination? Hallucination? I don't get it. It just doesn't make any sense...


(A HEAVENLY CHOIR IS HEARD AND MR SMITH, NOW TRANSFORMED INTO A PERFECT WHITE ANGEL DESCENDS FROM THE SKIES IN A DAZZLING FUNNEL OF WHITE LIGHT. HIS HANDS ARE PRAYING. HE HAS A SERENE LOOK ON HIS FACE. GEORGE STARES WITH HIS MOUTH OPEN. THEN AFTER A PAUSE HE SHAKES HIS HEAD)

GEORGE
No. No. No. Absolutely not!


(HE GOES IN SLAMMING THE DOOR. A MOMENT LATER HE COMES BACK THROUGH THE DOOR)

GEORGE
I mean, what? What is going on? Now you're an angel. With wings. It's getting worse.(VERY CLOSE TO MR SMITH) YOU.. ARE.. NOT.. THERE.


(HE GOES IN AGAIN SLAMMING DOOR. HE COMES BACK. APPROACHES MR SMITH. TOUCHES HIM GINGERLY. RECOILS WHEN HE MAKES CONTACT)

GEORGE
So. First you're one thing. Now, you're something else. What's next, Father Christmas, the Tooth Fairy?


(MR SMITH SHAKES HIS HEAD AND SMILES)

GEORGE
I've got to think again haven't I?


(MR SMITH NODS HIS HEAD)

GEORGE
I thought I understood it all. Looks like I need to start all over again. (PAUSE) I'm going back in now. No offence. But I'd prefer it, when I come back, if you weren't here. I've got some thinking to do. It's been a long weekend. Like I say. No offence. (Moves towards the door). You can't do anything about these cracks, can you? No, I suppose not.


(HE EXITS. MR SMITH TURNS ROUND. POINTS TO AMBER, WHO STANDS UP AND PUTS SOME CLOTHES ON. MR SMITH TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE GENTLY TUTS AND WAGS HIS FINGER AS IF TO SAY 'YOU SHOULDN'T BE LOOKING'. THE HEAVENLY CHOIRS AND DAZZLING LIGHTS RETURN. MR SMITH SLOWLY ASCENDS INTO THE SKY. THE REST OF THE CAST COME OUT AND WATCH. FADE LIGHTS AND THEN MUSIC)

                      -END-
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