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(MALCOLM enters with a tray of uneaten food. SARAH is seated, reading) 
MALCOLM:  Nothing.

SARAH:  Again?

MALCOLM:  This can't go on.

SARAH:  You're absolutely right. (Beat) What can't go on?

MALCOLM: Her. All this.

SARAH:   Can't it?

MALCOLM: No, it can't.

SARAH:  If you say so, dear.

MALCOLM: She can't spend the rest of her life in her room. This has been going on... How long has it been going on? 

SARAH:  One year, one week and two days. Roughly. One year, one week and two days since the little bastard stabbed her in the heart and slunk away.

MALCOLM: She just needs a good talking to.

SARAH:  Gosh, do you think so? You don't think the semaphore is working then?

MALCOLM: We're just indulging her. We've let it go on and on. I really think it's about time to draw the line. It's what she needs.

SARAH:  Is it? If only I'd known, I could have just drawn a line. It would have saved so much... hassle, so much... heartache.

MALCOLM: I don't think sarcasm helps.

SARAH:  Funny that. Because I find sarcasm helps a great deal. 

MALCOLM: It might have helped if there'd been a bit less... letting her have her own way.

SARAH:  Don't knock yourself, Mal,  I'm sure you tried your best.

MALCOLM: I mean you... with her.

SARAH:  Oh I see. You mean, me. I indulged my daughter. Right. So when she took the overdose I should have said 'Come on, girl, snap out of it. You'll be right as rain in the morning'. After all, it's only pills. Nobody ever died from an overdose, did they?

MALCOLM:  You let her do what she wants. As soon as she was a teenager you let her do what she wanted. Letting her go on the pill.

SARAH: Oh, okay, I should have let her get pregnant, should I? That'd teach her. She won't do that again in a hurry. It hurts, Mal, having babies. Did you know that?

MALCOLM:  She was too young...

SARAH:  For what?

MALCOLM:  For all that.

SARAH:  She was sixteen. It all works when you're sixteen, you know. The whole factory's ready to start production. Anyway I don't remember you objecting.

MALCOLM:  I'm no good at that stuff. It's too embarrassing. That's your job.

SARAH:  To be embarrassing?

MALCOLM:  To deal with that sort of stuff. Your job.

SARAH:  Really. I don't remember applying for it. I do Hannah, and you do Harry, is that it? How is all the old man-to-man stuff going? Given him all the facts, have you?

MALCOLM:  Not yet.

SARAH:  Why do I find that unsurprising, I wonder?

MALCOLM:  You let her get totally obsessed with Will.

SARAH:  Ah, right, we're back to Hannah, are we?

MALCOLM:  She was devastated when it finished.

SARAH:  And I should have stopped it before that happened?

MALCOLM:  Yes

SARAH:  How?

MALCOLM:  You... We... should have sent him packing. If you'd have said, I'd've put my foot down. You only had to say.

SARAH:  The thing is, I didn't know, not being clairvoyant, she was going to fall that desperately in love, did I? These things fizzle out sometimes. I put her on the pill because I didn't want her pregnant. Because she was starting to think that, if she could get pregnant, they would get married and live happily ever after. Whereas my assessment of Will was that, nice as he was, at the time of the first missed period, we wouldn't see him for dust. It didn't happen, but he still disappeared, and he still broke her heart. And now all the King's horses and all the king's men can't put her together again. Now she lives up there and we live down here and I no longer have the faintest idea what to do with her. Do you?

MALCOLM:  She hardly touched this.

SARAH:  She hardly touches anything.

MALCOLM:  Do you think she's anorexic? 

SARAH:  I don't know. Probably. She's everything else.

MALCOLM:  Maybe she needs to see someone.

SARAH:  Who do you suggest –  (Gordon Ramsey)?

MALCOLM:  A therapist.

SARAH:  She did, remember.  She saw a therapist and the therapist told her it was all the fault of her parents. That's us, by the way. I paid that silly bitch fifty pounds an hour so she could tell my daughter that she is being brought up by two tossers who should be in therapy, not her. Thank you so very much for that, Mrs Freud.  

MALCOLM:  She looks really skinny.

SARAH:  She does. And if you remember, Will told her, just before he dumped her, her bikini looked a bit tight. Well done, Will. Shatter, her confidence completely, why don't you? At least you could have kept that observation to your fucking self, you little twat.

MALCOLM:  People go right down.

SARAH:  She eats perfectly well. She just doesn't eat the stuff we give her on a tray.

MALCOLM:  What does she eat?

SARAH:  Mars Bars, Toffees, Creme Eggs, Toblerone.

MALCOLM:  That's not very healthy.

SARAH:  Really, Doctor Watson, what would you prescribe- cabbages and cous cous?.

MALCOLM:  Where does she get them from?

SARAH:  Listen carefully, Malcolm, this is how it works. I pretend I am bulimic, so I have secret stores of sweets and chocolate all around the house. I am the one with the problem, remember. She thinks she is the only one who knows this. Men having the observational powers of a mole with cataracts. So. When she's hungry she goes round the house looking in all 'my' secret places. She only ever takes half, in case I might notice. Think of it as an all-year-round Easter Egg Hunt for grown ups. And that, is how I feed my daughter.

MALCOLM:  Complicated. Devious.

SARAH:  Isn't it, just.

MALCOLM:  I know it's not your fault. I don't think it's either of us, really? I thought we were pretty good parents.

SARAH:  We were. We are. Just not quite prepared for the hormone tsunami.

MALCOLM:  I'm no good, am I?

SARAH:  It's not your fault, Mal. No. This is all down to Will. But Will just did what all boys do – get their legover, and then retreat the minute the word love creeps into the conversation. He's a little shit. All boys are little shits, including our son, if he gets the chance. 

(Sound of a car drawing up)
MALCOLM:  Hold on, there's a car.

SARAH: Yes, there's a lot of those on the road these days. Some sort of invasion, do you think? 

MALCOLM: It's stopping.

SARAH:  Oh God, I haven't even tidied up yet.

(MALCOLM goes over to window) 
MALCOLM:  Blimey, they don't pay them much these days. It's a complete wreck. Wait a minute. I think I recognise that car. God, it's Will's. How does he keep it on the road?

SARAH:  Will?

MALCOLM:  Yes, Will. What's he doing here?

SARAH:  Hold on, I'll use my super powers and read his mind. 

MALCOLM:  He's coming up the drive. Shall I let him in?

SARAH:  No send him away. Tell him never darken our doors again, you little shit.

MALCOLM:  He's already in.

(WILL thumps up the stairs)
MALCOLM:  He's gone straight upstairs. What's going on?

SARAH:  Oh God. We can't go through all this again.

MALCOLM:  Maybe he's just picking up his stuff.

SARAH: Possibly. More likely he's found he's actually missing her and we are about to witness the reconciliation. Which is inconvenient because I've spent the last twelve months convincing Hannah what a total loser and useless waste of space he is and how she's so much better off without him. So I will now be blamed for having said all those nasty things about Will, who's suddenly become Mr Wonderful again.

MALCOLM:  What shall we do?

SARAH:  Nothing.

MALCOLM:  Nothing?

SARAH:  Nothing.

(MALCOLM looks out of the window) 
MALCOLM: There's another car. This must be her. I hope she doesn't think that's our car out there. It's got green mould on it. How can a car go mouldy?

SARAH:  I still haven't cleared up.

(Doorbell rings)
MALCOLM:  Too late

(MALCOLM goes out to the hall and returns with PAM who carries an over-stuffed file of papers)
MALCOLM:  Come on through. Sorry about the mess, my wife's a bit of a slut.

SARAH:  He's just joking. He likes to make jokes. That's a good thing. Isn't it?

PAM:  Of course. Please don't worry. I've known a lot worse.

SARAH:  Husbands?

PAM:  Messes.

SARAH:  Oh, right.

MALCOLM:  Can I get you a cup of tea?

PAM:  No, no. I don't have very long.

MALCOLM:  Shall I... call the undertaker?

SARAH:  That's the last joke you'll be hearing from my husband. (Patronisingly) We don't want domestic violence while the social worker's here, do we darling? Please, have a seat.

(They all shake hands and sit down) 
PAM:  I'm Pam.

SARAH:  Sarah. And Malcolm. He's the one who isn't funny.

PAM:  Right. So. This is just a quick, informal session, for us to meet, get to know each other and to kick the whole process off. Please don't worry about presenting me with some perfect home and perfect life. I'd be very suspicious if I saw that. Life is messy. Why pretend anything else? So, you have two children already: Hannah and Harry who are teenagers, and you would like to adopt a third child. You would like a baby but are prepared to take a toddler. Even one with some disabilities.

SARAH:  My sister has a child with spina bifida. We know what it means... looking after a child like that.

(The sound of bouncing bed springs)
PAM:  You do know there are lots of children out there looking for a home, so you may not find the perfect baby which is what, lets face it, everyone wants these days.

(The sound of bouncing bed springs)
SARAH:  We do understand

MALCOLM:  It's Harry.

PAM:  I see. Right, I'd just like to get an idea of your current financial situation. No need for details, just a general picture.

(The sound of bouncing bed springs)
MALCOLM:  Harry. Again.

PAM:  Is it safe? It does sound as if he's coming through the ceiling.

MALCOLM:  It's a trampoline.

PAM:  Trampoline. 

MALCOLM: Trampoline.

PAM:  Don't you usually have them in the garden?

MALCOLM:  He likes to do it all year round.

(The sound of bouncing bed springs)
PAM:  I see. Right. So, you both work, but you, Sarah, work part-time.

SARAH:  I was going to go full time, but I thought I'd give Harry another couple of years.

PAM:  Sounds like a very active boy.

SARAH:  He is.

PAM:  And if you adopted, would you continue working?

HANNAH (Offstage): Yes, Yes. Yes, yes. Yes, yes

SARAH:  If it was a baby I'd stop work completely, you know, for a time.

HANNAH (Offstage):  Yes, Yes. Yes, yes. Yes, yes, Oh no. Damn.

PAM:  What would you say your attitude to child care is?

MALCOLM:  We believe children need a bit of freedom to develop their own personalities. But we're not a soft touch. We will put our foot down if necessary.

HANNAH (Offstage): Oh God, oh God.

PAM:  How are your children doing at school?

MALCOLM:  Harry is doing really well.

PAM:  And Hannah?

HANNAH (Offstage):  Oh God, oh God.

SARAH:  She's having a bit of a break. Not really sure about a career yet. But she's clever. We think she'll get there in the end

HANNAH (Offstage):  Oh God, oh God. That's it. That's it. Oh oh oh

PAM:  And financially. What would you say your situation is?

(The sound of bouncing bed springs)
MALCOLM:  We're quite comfortable. I mean, we have a fairly hefty mortgage, but we believe in living within our means, even if it means being a bit, you know, frugal.

(The sound of bouncing bed springs)
SARAH:  Perhaps you'd better go and see what's happening upstairs, Malcolm.

MALCOLM:  Yes, I'll just go and see what's happening upstairs, shall I?

(MALCOLM exits. We hear thumps as he goes upstairs. Then we hear a scream and a muffled  conversation. PAM and SARAH sit, looking upward, in embarrassed silence)
MALCOLM (Offstage):  What on Earth are you up to?

HANNAH (Offstage):  Haven't you heard of knocking, for God's sake.

MALCOLM (Offstage): I'd say there's enough knocking going on here already

HANNAH (Offstage): Oh my God, dad.  Why do you have to be so embarrassing?  Get out of my bedroom for God's sake.

MALCOLM (Offstage): We've got someone here to talk about adopting a child. She must think we live in a lunatic asylum. 

WILL (Offstage): I'm going.

HANNAH (Offstage):  Don't go. Please don't go

WILL (Offstage): I need to get out of here.

(WILL thumps down the stairs. Door slams. Old car is heard trying to start then roars off)
HANNAH (Offstage):  Get out, get out. He was coming back to me. Now you've scared him off. You have totally ruined my my life. I hate you. Why do you always have to be such a fuck-up?

(Door slams. MALCOLM thumps down stairs and enters. SARAH and PAM re-animate)
SARAH:  Are you sure you won't have a cup of tea.

PAM:  I don't think so.

MALCOLM
Just a little domestic thing.  All sorted now. 

SARAH:  Anything else you'd like to ask?

PAM:  I think I've probably heard enough for the time being

MALCOLM: I can show you the room.

PAM:  Perhaps next time.

MALCOLM:  There will be a next time, then.

PAM: It's a complicated process. I have to report back.

MALCOLM: We've got a lovely garden.

PAM:  I'll probably be going now.

MALCOLM: I don't suppose it would help, if I explained what was going on here.

PAM:  Not really, no.

MALCOLM: I mean every family has it's up and downs.

PAM:  Yes. I noticed. Anyway, very pleased to meet you.

(They shake hands)
MALCOLM:   We'll be hearing from you, will we?

PAM:  Oh yes, you'll definitely be hearing from me. Goodbye Sarah, Malcolm.

MALCOLM:   I'll see you out, shall I? 

(MALCOLM leads her out)
MALCOLM:   Not really necessary. Door's only just there. There's me rambling on as usual. See you later. 

(SARAH is sitting with her head in her hands)
SARAH: See you later! See you later! Fat bloody chance.

MALCOLM:   At least it wasn't a total disaster. Was it?

SARAH:  What planet do you live on, Malcolm?

MALCOLM:   It's just families. I'm sure she's seen it all before. It could have been worse.

SARAH:  Yes, it could, couldn't it? She could have walked in on us feasting on your mother's intestines.

MALCOLM:   Steady.

SARAH:  I expect they'll be bussing in dozens of babies by the end of the week.

MALCOLM:   I think I'll just finish up in the garden, shall I?

SARAH:  Yes, I think that's best. You do that. And I'll meanwhile I'll nip up and strangle our daughter to death.

MALCOLM:   We're the worst parents in the world, aren't we?

SARAH:  Probably.

MALCOLM:   We'll laugh about this one day.

SARAH:  Will we?

MALCOLM:   (Points out) Garden.

SARAH:  (Points upward) Daughter.

MALCOLM/SARAH: Happy days.

(FADE)

THE END
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