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(HELEN, KAY and CHARLY are onstage. here is a kerfuffle in the aisle as GLACIA enters through the audience speaking loudly)
GLACIA: (To an imaginary usherette) Of course I'm not disturbing anyone. It hasn't even started yet, you silly woman. This is what happens when you give authority to ethnic minorities (To her phone) I want to speak to the manager. How many times do I have to say it. I don't care if he is on a coffee break. I wish to speak to him and I wish to speak to him now. No!  I want the organ grinder, not the monkey. What? Well, how am I supposed to know you're black. It's an expression. Of course I am not calling you a monkey. I most certainly am not a racist. I will have you know I have many black friends. Their names? Jazmine, that's one. I most certainly did not just make that up. Look, I am not prejudiced against you because you're black, I am not prejudiced against you because you're stupid, and won't put me through to the manager. I am not prepared to continue this conversation one moment longer. I will ring again in precisely 15 minutes, at which time I will expect the manager to be available. (Hangs up) Honestly, the idiots they employ in these places. So thin skinned. 

(GLACIA arrives on stage and greets HELEN)
Hello darling. (a peremptory hug) God, you look terrible. So gaunt. You really should put some make-up on. You're way past pale and interesting. Where's Terence?

(KAY and CHARLY start retreating to the door)
HELEN: Terry is in hospital.

GLACIA: Of course he is. Typical. 

HELEN: He was in a car crash. Why is that... (unsaid - typical) ?

GLACIA: And the children? I don't bite you know? Hello, Kay. Hello, Charlotte. 

(KAY and CHARLY mumble a greeting)
GLACIA: So. What have you two been up to? What's the matter, cat got your tongues? Terribly shy, terribly shy. Do you think they're a bit backward? Have you had them looked at?

HELEN: Of course they're not backward. You just scare the living daylights out of them. And it's Charly not Charlotte.

GLACIA:  Really? Charly. Well, I suppose if you want your children to sound like dustbinmen...

HELEN: You frighten them. 

GLACIA:  Moi? Surely not. Anyway, it doesn't matter.  I haven't got long. I have a client in an hour. This is all terribly inconvenient.

(KAY and CHARLY retreat out of the door)
HELEN: I'm sorry, but this has to be done.

GLACIA:  What does?

HELEN: We think Terry will have to go to rehab.

GLACIA:  I told you it would get out of hand...

HELEN: What are you talking about? Oh no, not that. He is not an alcoholic.

GLACIA:  Really. He's drunk every time I see him. Are you saying that's just a coincidence? 

HELEN: He drinks when he knows you're coming.

GLACIA:  Oh, p(u)lease....

HELEN: He has a brain injury. They're going to get him walking again. And help him with his speech. He's going to be away... I don't know... months.

GLACIA:  Well, I did warn you...

HELEN: Oh yes, you did, didn't you - don't marry that Terry because he might be in a car accident when he's fifty. I should have seen that coming, shouldn't I? Silly me!

GLACIA: He's the one (unsaid - who should have seen it coming)
HELEN: Don't... Just don't.
GLACIA: Oh dear, poor thing.

HELEN: He does his best.

GLACIA: Not him. You. Still, if people drink and drive you have to (unsaid - accept the consequences).
HELEN: He had two pints. And the accident wasn't his fault.

GLACIA: Fine! If that's what you chose to believe...

HELEN: It was NOT HIS FAULT. (Calming) Anyway, I have to go into hospital too.

GLACIA: When?

HELEN: On Monday.

GLACIA: You said you were feeling better.

HELEN: I thought I was. But. Apparently...

GLACIA: How long?

HELEN: Two to three weeks, they said.

GLACIA: Not to live, surely.

HELEN: No. To be in hospital.

GLACIA: What about the children?

HELEN: That's what I wanted to discuss with you.

GLACIA: Why? Wait a minute, you're not suggesting...(unsaid – I have them) 
HELEN: It would just be for two, maybe three...

GLACIA: No, no, out of the question. There are places, aren't there...?

HELEN: Are you seriously suggesting I put my children into care? 

GLACIA: It's only a few weeks.

HELEN: Yes, and what if the social workers decide I can't look after them after that? Once children get into the system...

GLACIA: I'm sure social workers are sensible about these things.

HELEN: You hate social workers.

GLACIA: My flat isn't big enough.

HELEN: I've already...

GLACIA: You've told them. Without discussing it with me. What about all those 'friends' of yours?

HELEN: We thought about it. But. Matthew and Celia are getting a divorce. Phil is drinking again. Terry's mother's in La La Land. There is no one else. It has to be you.

GLACIA: Why?

HELEN: Because you're my sister.

GLACIA: I don't see what that has to do with anything.

HELEN: You might not have noticed, but you and I are all that's left of our family. Families are supposed to look after each other, aren't they?

GLACIA: You should have thought of this before you had children. No one has ever looked after me.

HELEN: That's because you're so...

GLACIA: So what?

HELEN: I don't know – impregnable. Literally.

GLACIA: I had Warren. And  Russell.

HELEN: Yes, and where are they now.

GLACIA: Montreal and Johannesburg. Good riddance. They were pathetic, both of them.

HELEN: There were nice, normal men.

GLACIA: Exactly. Pathetic.

HELEN: You have to do this. For me.

GLACIA: I'll think about it.

HELEN: No, Glacia, if you think about it, you'll say No. You always do. There's no choice. If I go into hospital and I'm still worrying about them, I'll never come out. Then you'll have them forever. So. In the absence of Cruella De Ville, you're the nearest thing to a human being I know.

GLACIA: I don't know anything about children.

HELEN: You run businesses. You have millionaire clients. You told me you could do anything if you put your mind to it.

GLACIA: Important things. yes. Not clearing up after bloody children. (BEAT) I don't know what they eat.

HELEN: Ask them.

GLACIA: What about school? How do they get to school? I don't run a taxi service.

HELEN: They're used to looking after themselves. They can shop, cook, get themselves to school. They won't be any trouble. I just want to know that there's someone there for them, if...

GLACIA: If what?

HELEN: I just want someone there.

GLACIA: I don't like to be dragooned into things.

HELEN: If there was anybody else, any other way...

GLACIA: I have to go.

HELEN: You'll do it?

GLACIA: I'll pick them up on Sunday. Five o'clock sharp. I'll wait in the car. I can't stand people slobbering over each other.

HELEN: It's called saying goodbye.

GLACIA: Yes, and they can do that perfectly well in the house.

HELEN: I really am grateful.

GLACIA: Yes, well, so you should be. Anyway, we'll see what happens, won't we. And you'll owe me, big time.

HELEN: I'll start saving.

(GLACIA's phone rings)
GLACIA:  Hello. (strutting off) Right. Yes. About bloody time too.

KAY: Mum..

HELEN: Not now.

(Fade. Then lights up on GLACIA's flat. KAY and CHARLY are being addressed by GLACIA )
GLACIA: Now let's get something straight, shall we, I don't like children. I've got nothing against you personally. I just don't like children per se. That's why I don't have any. What I do have is a career. And your mother simply refuses to understand that. She still thinks that we should all love one another. If God had wanted us to love one another he wouldn't have made ugly and stupid people. And that's another thing I hate – stupid people. Now you're going to be here for a few weeks so let's get some rules straight. I don't cook. When you come home from school you take a ready meal from the cupboard, put it in the microwave, eat it and then put the plate in the dishwasher. You make your own beds and keep your rooms tidy. There's a laundry basket and a woman comes to in do the laundry. I don't know her name. She's probably very nice. Any questions?

KAY: Do you know if mum's going to die?

GLACIA: Sensible questions.

KAY: But do you?

GLACIA: How would I know that? I'm not a doctor.

CHARLY: Yes, but what do you think?

GLACIA: Sometimes people die and sometimes they get better. Lots of people have cancer and get better. Maybe your mum will be one of them. You're not going to cry are you?

CHARLY: No.

GLACIA: These are the keys to the front door. (Hands them keys) Don't the lose them or you'll pay for new ones to be cut. Oh, and if you want to talk to me, leave a note on the dresser and I'll talk to you in the evening. 30 minutes should be enough, shouldn't it? That's fifteen minutes each. You only get ten minutes at the doctor these days. Why should I be any different? (BEAT) That's it. You can go away now.

(KAY and CHARLY exit)
GLACIA: And keep out of my bathroom.

(Fade. Then lights up. GLACIA is seated at a table working on her laptop)
CHARLY: You need to talk to Kay

GLACIA: Did he make an appointment? There was nothing on the dresser.

CHARLY: I thought you were joking.

GLACIA: I don't make jokes.

CHARLY: Yeah, I noticed. He won't come down. You have to go to him.

GLACIA: Why?

CHARLY: Because he's in his room. And he's crying.

GLACIA: Yes? And?

CHARLY: I've never heard him crying like that before.

GLACIA: Your parents are both in hospital. They may never come home. He'll have to get over it.

CHARLY: You're supposed to be looking after us.

GLACIA: No. I'm putting up with you. That's entirely different.

CHARLY: Why are you such a bitch?

GLACIA: Because I have to be. Can't you shut him up? I can't concentrate with all this kerfuffle.

CHARLY: He wants you to hear.

GLACIA: Why?

CHARLY: So you'll help him.

GLACIA: Why can't he ask?

CHARLY: God, you're thick sometimes.

GLACIA: He's behaving like a child.

CHARLY: Well, he would, wouldn't he? Because that's what he is. A child. He's being bullied. He has bruises, which you might have noticed if you weren't so up yourself all the time.

GLACIA: His teacher should sort it out.

CHARLY: It doesn't work like that. If he goes to the teacher, nothing'll happen. And even if the teacher does do something, they'll just get him again, outside of school.

GLACIA: They should be punished.

CHARLY: Then they'll punish Kay even more.

GLACIA: For goodness sake. What do we pay these people for? (calls up the stairs) Kay come down here. Now. Leave him to me.

(CHARLY hovers at the door. KAY comes in, reluctantly)
GLACIA: Stop crying. Wipe your eyes. Honestly you're too old for this. Now. What do you want me to do?

KAY: What do you mean?

GLACIA: What do you want me to do about the bullying?

KAY: I'm not being bullied.

GLACIA: Please don't waste my time. Charlotte's has told me everything.

KAY: It's alright. It doesn't matter.

GLACIA: Of course it matters. What are their names?

(Silence)
GLACIA: Well?

CHARLY: He won't tell you. He knows it'll just make it worse.

GLACIA: Then you'll (meaning Charly) have to tell me.

KAY: What are you going to do?

GLACIA: I'm going to deal with them.

KAY: Don't tell her.

CHARLY: James Slater. He's the worst one. The others just join in.

KAY: There's nothing you can do.

GLACIA: I'll be the judge of that, if you don't mind. Now go back to your room and stop crying. You're supposed to be a man.

CHARLY: No, he's not.

(Fade. Lights up on alleyway. JAMES is leaning against a wall, sullenly smoking)
GLACIA: Are you James Slater?

JAMES: Yeah, so what?

GLACIA: I have a nephew called Kay.

JAMES: Lucky you.

GLACIA: You've been bullying him.

JAMES: Never heard of him.

GLACIA: Really? I must have the wrong person then.

JAMES: Must have.

(GLACIA approaches him. She snatches the cigarette out of his mouth and throws it away. She then grabs his hair with both hands and smashes his head against the wall. JAMES falls to the ground, groaning. Glacier puts her stiletto on his neck)
GLACIA: Go near him again, you little fuck, and I'll put this stiletto right through your scrawny fucking neck.

(GLACIA takes her foot off him and JAMES runs away, coughing)
JAMES: Fucking mad woman.

GLACIA: Yes. Fucking mad woman. Now you know who you're dealing with. 

(Fade. Lights up on GLACIA's flat. GLACIA is at her laptop. CHARLY  enters)
CHARLY: My God. What did you do?

GLACIA: I dealt with James Slater.

CHARLY: They said you nearly killed him.

GLACIA: People exaggerate.

CHARLY: What if he goes to the police?

GLACIA: He won't go to the police. He hasn't got the intelligence. Anyway, what if he does? I'm a respectable business woman and he's revolting little scroat. Who do you think they'll believe?

CHARLY: You can't do stuff like that.

GLACIA: Oh I think you'll find that I can. I think you'll find I just have. So. How was your mum?

CHARLY: You'd know if you went see her.

GLACIA: I don't like hospitals.

CHARLY: Nor does she.

GLACIA: I'm not very good with people who are ill. I'm not a particularly sympathetic person.

CHARLY: Really? Who'd've guessed? She's not very good actually. I don't think she's getting any better.

GLACIA: It's early days. She'll get there.

CHARLY:  What happens if she doesn't?

GLACIA:  She will.

CHARLY: Yes, but what if she doesn't?

GLACIA: Then she'll die.

CHARLY: I mean to us.

GLACIA: Your father'll have to cope.

CHARLY: He doesn't know who he is.

GLACIA: Then you'll have to look after him. You can all look after each other. It'll be wonderful. It'll be like the Waltons.

CHARLY: Who are the Waltons? How can we look after him? Kay and I are still at school.

GLACIA: You can't stay here forever. I never agreed to that.

CHARLY: So you'll put us out on the street will you?

GLACIA: Don't be so melodramatic, girl. You'll cope. We all have to cope. I've done it all my life.

CHARLY: Doesn't seem to have made you very happy?

GLACIA: Happy! Have a walk round the precinct sometime. Halfwits with bags full of rubbish they don't need, spending money they don't have. All desperately trying to make themselves happy. I'm successful. I don't need to be happy.

CHARLY: God, you are such a cow. 

GLACIA: Yes, and do you want to know why? Then I'll tell you. My mother hated me. All she cared about was my sister, your bloody mother. I never got a word of praise from that woman. She never hugged me. Never showed me any affection. And as for my father, he was all over me. Disgusting. Your parents don't just fuck you up, they make you what you are. I'm just like a... like a... old rag doll, tossed in the gutter without a second thought.

CHARLY: I'm sorry I didn't realise.

GLACIA: Yes, and do you know why

CHARLY: No.

GLACIA: Because it's a pack of lies. You should see your face. Honestly. My parents were so lovingly boring I thought I'd never escape from their clutches. God, it was like being smothered with treacle. I couldn't breathe in their presence. Now they're dead, thank God, and I'm free. Free to be what I want to be. And if I choose to be a hard faced nasty bitch. That's just what I'll be.

CHARLY: Why do I bother talking to you?

GLACIA: No idea. But don't worry, I'm not really listening.

CHARLY: I give up.

(Fade. Lights up on GLACIA, still at the laptop. KAY tries to tiptoe past)
GLACIA: Come here Kay. I want to speak to you

KAY: What?

GLACIA: Have you been sobbing again. Get a grip boy.

KAY: I'm not crying.

GLACIA: Of course you are. Is it those boys again?

KAY: No.

GLACIA: They leave you alone?

KAY: Yes.

GLACIA: What is it then?

KAY: I hate school. I hate the other kids, the teachers. I'm no good at anything.

GLACIA: School doesn't matter. I was running my first business by the time I was fifteen. Those teachers knew nothing. I refused to turn off my phone so they excluded me. By the time I was seventeen I was earning more than all of them put together. 

KAY: Mum says you need... (unsaid - qualifications) 
GLACIA: Qualifications. No. I passed all my exams but it wouldn't have mattered if I hadn't. Just get through it. Do the best you can. If you fail, who cares.

KAY: Mum and Dad. It's going to worry them.

GLACIA: Your parents have other things to think about. Just take no notice. I never did. And my parents weren't half dead.

KAY: Why do you say such cruel things?

GLACIA: My mother never loved me....

KAY: What?

GLACIA:  Oh never mind. Go and do your homework. You can see how busy I am.

(Fade. And music. Lights up on KAY who sits by an empty suitcase. Enter CHARLY)
CHARLY: You haven't even started packing yet. We've got to go at twelve. I can't wait to get out of this place.

KAY: I'm not going.

GLACIA: Mum's home already. And dad'll be home in two weeks.

KAY: I'm not going home.

GLACIA: What?

KAY: I'm not going home. I'm staying here.

GLACIA: For God's sake, why?

KAY: I can't bear to watch mum dying.

GLACIA: She's not dying.

KAY: She is. You know she is.

CHARLY: She's still got a chance. She needs you. We all need you. Especially when dad comes home? 

KAY: I can't stand it. I can't bear seeing them like that.

CHARLY: We're a family. We do things... You really want to stay with... with her.

KAY: I'm like her

CHARLY: No, you're not. You're nothing like her. She doesn't care about other people.

KAY: I don't want to care about other people. I want shut them all out... forget about them.

CHARLY: It's her, isn't it? She's made you think like this.

KAY: I just want to be somewhere safe, somewhere quiet. I don't want to be around people who are ill all the time.

CHARLY: It's not people – it's mum and dad.

(Enter GLACIA)
GLACIA: You're too late. We've agreed

CHARLY: You haven't.

GLACIA: He wants to stay.

CHARLY: Don't you think that's wrong?

GLACIA: No. Why?

CHARLY: Because mum and dad need him. You don't.

GLACIA: I don't mind him being here.

CHARLY: You don't even like children.

GLACIA: I like someone here when I'm out. This part of town is crawling with drug addicts and homeless people. They're always breaking in. I'd give them all the drugs they want. They'd be dead in a week. Anyway, I have to be away for two days on business.

CHARLY: So you need him as a guard dog?

GLACIA: I don't need him at all. But. I don't mind him being here. I don't like coming home to a place that's cold and empty.

CHARLY: I'd've thought that would suit you just fine.

GLACIA: Oh, well done, well done. You're learning, girl. There's hope for you yet.

CHARLY: He needs to come home.

GLACIA: No, you need him to come home. That's an entirely different thing. People should make their own decisions. (back on the phone) Hello, hello. Can you hear me. I've been on hold for twenty minutes. This is simply not good enough.

CHARLY: Can't you just let him go?

GLACIA: Who?

CHARLY: Kay.

GLACIA: Let him go? He can go whenever he wants. I don't have him chained up in the cellar. People are free to do whatever they want.

(GLACIA starts to walk back up the aisle as KAY and CHARLY stare at her pathetically)

GLACIA:  Hello, hello. I have been waiting twenty minutes. I asked to speak to your supervisor. Don't you understand English you silly little man. What? What? Well how am I supposed to know you're a dwarf, I don't have XRay vision. I have nothing against short people. Racist abuse? Never heard such nonsense. We wouldn't be having this conversation if you'd done as I asked in the first place. 

(GLACIA turns back to address the audience)

GLACIA: Oh for goodness sake, don't look so glum. Charlotte will keep on at him until he goes home and then they can all have nauseating group hugs for the rest of their boring, pointless lives. If it's a happy ending you want, take it. What do I care? I've got better things to do. Well! Clap then. Do I have to do everything around here?
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