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Ellie: So, come on, don't keep us in suspense - how is the new job going?

Christopher: Yeah, ok, not too bad.

Robert: Whoa, calm down mister - we're not accustomed to this tsunami of enthusiam. Not too bad, Wow! Epic!

Ellie: Really - only not too bad, darling?

Christopher: I can do the job, but... it's a lot of people, I don't know. They're all mates. With each other. Not sure I'll fit in. Eventually, I suppose.

Robert: Ah, people, that's always the problem, isn't  it? Real people. Perhaps you should digitise them. Always easier to deal with people when they're on a screen and you're allowed to blast them to bits. Actually, thinking about it, there's quite a few people I'd like to blast to bits. (To Ellie) Your mother for one.

Ellie: Give him time.

Robert: He's had time - time upstairs staring into that laptop. For 18 months

Christopher: I'm doing ok. I'll get used to it.

Ellie: You will, darling, of course you will.

Robert: This is just the start. You've finally got your foot on the ladder. That's what matters. 

Ellie: Have you spoken to Janice?

Christopher: Janice?

Ellie: Janice, you know Janice. She was here when we had the barbecue. The tall one.

Christopher: Doesn't ring a bell.

Ellie: Janice, the tall one with green hair. 

Christopher: Oh her! My God - why would I speak to her?

Ellie: You were getting on like a house on fire.

Christopher: We had a conversation, that's all. About vaccinations. We're being implanted with computer chips. To control our minds. Apparently.

Robert: For goodness sake, why would you talk about that?

Christopher: She didn't want to talk about anything else.  Gave me a crick in my neck. All that looking up.

Robert: What you need to do with women, Christopher, is to show an interest in them. However boring their lives may be. Or, at the very least, pretend to - that's the key. Listen to what they're saying. Women love that. Before you know it, you're pulling back the sheets and away you go.

Ellie: Robert! 
Robert: I'm talking about the dim distant past obviously. 
Christopher: Nineteenth century?  
Robert: My dim distant past.
Ellie: I don't remember you ever being God's gift to women. Outside of your own head.  
Robert: It's... was... all a game 
Ellie: So – you're an expert on seducing women. I can't say I'd noticed.

Robert: I've had my moments, when I was young, before we met, as a matter of fact. Got a few notches on my pistol in those days, I can tell you.

Ellie: Really. I assumed they were warts.

Robert: Come on Ell, be honest, it worked on you.

Ellie: Me? When did you ever seduce me?

Christopher: I think maybe this is the kind of conversation you should be having when I'm out of the country.  

Robert: You're such a prude sometimes, Christopher. Everybody's parents have sex. It's nothing to be ashamed of. The first time...

Christopher: Oh my God.

Robert: The first time we met, I mean. It needed some pretty smooth talking to seduce your mother, I can tell you.

Ellie: Seduce?

Robert: What would you call it?

Ellie: More sort of... falling on top of me.

Robert: I  did have drink or two, I'll admit.

Ellie: I thought you were attempting a reverse somersault into my Tequila Sunrise.

Robert: My elbow slipped on the bar.

Ellie: (Drunken slur) H'llo gorgeous. W'ash a man gotta do to get laid around here? (Normal) Honestly, you wouldn't believe it, my feet barely touched the ground.

Robert: Come on, admit it. You were loving it.

Ellie: Oh is that what it was. I thought it was nausea

Robert: I seem to remember the evening turned out well.

Ellie: You were persistent. I'll give you that. I thought if I slept with you, you might go away

Christopher: Can I just say, it's THIS kind of conversation, over dinner, that probably explains why I've never been able to develop an adult relationship in my life. Can we please talk about something else. The weather, let's talk about climate change...

Robert: You're going to have to engage with the opposite sex at some point.

Christopher: Maybe I am. But not with a six foot woman with green hair who thinks the world is run by giant lizards.

Ellie: Oh Christopher, we just want you to be happy.

Christopher: I am happy. I have a job. I have a flat.  A flat in which, thank God, I can eat my dinner in peace. 

Robert: You know, we've never bought this up before, old man, but, be honest, Christopher. Are you sure you're not gay?

Christopher: What !!?!!

Robert: I've said it for years. I mean it would explain a lot. All those Madonna songs. You've seen that Adele three times.

Ellie: It's nothing to be ashamed of, darling. Not these days. You know, Martha's boy Greg, he turned out gay and they have a whale of time. He takes her out to all the gay bars

Christopher: You sound as if you WANT me to be gay.

Ellie: We're just saying, it wouldn't be a problem.

Robert: Of course not. It might be fun.

Christopher: I'm living in a nightmare.

Ellie: I could introduce you to Greg, such a lovely boy. I'm sure you two would hit it off.

Christopher: Do not. Even. Think about it.

Ellie: It's like when you wouldn't eat broccoli, darling. I said, if you don't try it, you'll never know if you'll like it.

Christopher: Yes and I still hate broccoli. Look, I'm sorry to be such a crushing disappointment to you, but I am actually a boringly normal straight man. I'm a  heterosexual man who happens to like his own company. 

Robert: I told you, you need to stop watching all that porn. 
Christopher: You can talk. 
Robert: I've noticed those muscles on that right arm. You're getting a bit unbalanced, boy..
Christopher: Will you please stop.

Ellie: Yes, Robert. You are so inappropriate sometimes.

Christopher: One day I will meet someone I really like – a woman, a normal sized woman - and then maybe you two can stop meddling in my life.

Robert: Yes, but you can't just sit back and wait for it to happen. What about Tinder? Lots of women out there. And you can have a good look before you meet them. 'Casual relationship' that's the one to ask for. Or so I'm told. If you're just looking for a quick, you know, how's your father..

Christopher: How's my what?

Ellie: You seem to be remarkably well informed about how dating apps work.

Robert: Things I've heard, you know

Christopher: Here's a tip, Dad. When you're looking up iffy stuff on the internet, you need to delete your browsing history.

Ellie: Does that mean he's been looking for woman on dating apps?

Christopher: Amongst other things.
Robert: No, no, no. I was just looking. No harm in just looking is there. You can look at cars for sale. You don't have to buy one. 

Ellie: You are such an old fool.

Robert: I'm fifty-nine. Middle-aged fool, please.

Ellie: If you ever got involved with another woman. I would nail your privates to the shed door and spin you round like a catherine wheel. 

Christopher: Ouch!
Robert: I thought we were talking about our son and getting him fixed up. Giving him the benefit of our experience.

Ellie: I'm not sure that's such a good idea. We don't want him turning out like you.

Robert: Not my fault, if some of my younger female patients – and staff - find me irresistable. 

Christopher:  And you know this how?

Robert: It's the way they look at you. Don't worry, I can tell. 

Christopher: (To Ellie) Is it safe to have him walking the streets?

Robert: You can't deny it, I have a certain presence.

Christopher: So did Jack the Ripper.

Ellie: You know we just want you to be happy. We'd just like to feel you're out there, looking for someone, at least.
Christopher: I've had loads of girl friends.
Ellie: Yes dear, but there's a difference between having friends who are girls, and having a girlfriend.
Christopher: Gosh, who knew?
Robert: That's right. That platonic thing. Never works.
Christopher: So what you're suggesting now is I'm not gay, but I am a virgin?
Ellie: There's nothing to be ashamed of..
Robert: He's twenty nine
Ellie: Shut up, Robert.
Christopher: As a matter of fact, I am not a virgin. I have had real actual sex. With a real actual woman.
Robert: Who?
Christopher: I'm not going to say who...
Robert: Why not?
Christopher: Why should I? It's none of your business
Robert: You might be making her up. 
Christopher: Why? Why would I do that? Actually don't bother answering that question. It is possible I might be lying..  to keep certain interfering parents off my back?
Ellie: We're just trying to help.
Christopher: I don't need help. (Pause) It was Gemma.
Robert: Gemma. The blond one? With the legs?
Christopher:  Yes, the blond one. With the legs. The ones you stared at. All afternoon. 
Robert: Well done, old boy, very well done. I think we should open another bottle of wine.
Ellie: We liked Gemma. She was lovely.
Robert: I'll say she was.
Ellie: Shut up, Robert. She's the one who, we thought, might be THE one.
Christopher:  You only met her once.
Ellie:  Mothers can tell these things.
Robert: Pffft. (Beat) What about fathers?
Ellie:  Fathers know bugger all.
Christopher:  In fact, you're right. She was the one. She was the one for me but, sadly, I wasn't the one for her..
Robert: Let her slip through your fingers.
Ellie: What happened?
Christopher:  I met her at Fresher's Week. Couldn't believe my luck really. So.. beautiful and just so.. nice
Robert: Lovely girl.
Christopher:  You're dribbling. 
Ellie: So what happened?
Christopher:  She left me for the captain of the rugby first team. I don't think she knew how lovely she was. Not till she'd been there a couple of months. Then she started to realise, and I guess she looked at me and thought – I can do better than you. In fact she could have had anyone she wanted. She ended up with some bloke whose dad lived on a boat in St Tropez. Broke a few hearts on the way. Including mine.
Robert: My theory is that most women know exactly how much their pussy is worth.
Ellie:  Don't be disgusting.
Robert: It's true. 
Ellie :  Mine can't be worth much if I ended up with you.
Christopher:  Once again, I would prefer it if you had these conversations when I'm not within a ten mile radius.
Ellie:  We did notice you weren't happy. When you came back that Christmas.
Robert:  Did we?
Ellie:  Yes, we did.
Christopher:  I don't think you realised just how unhappy I was.
Ellie:  What do you mean?
Christopher:  The doctor gave me some pills. To make me feel better. So I took them all. With half a bottle of vodka. Didn't end up feeling particularly cheerful. Especially when they were pumping my stomach.
Ellie:  My God, Christopher. Why didn't you call us?
Christopher:  I did call you. Dad said you were both busy and you'd see me at Christmas.
Ellie :  Oh Christopher, I can't believe we didn't know. 
Christopher:  I didn't want you to know. Anyway I decided, however bad things seemed to be, I would never do something like that again. Everyone gets their heart broken. It's no big deal.
Robert:  I never have.
Ellie :  No, and look how you turned out.
Christopher:  I can never work out which is worst - you two arguing with each other, or you poking your nose into everything I do.
(Doorbell)
Ellie: What's that?
Christopher:  I think you'll find it's the doorbell
Ellie:  No, I mean, who can that be? At this time of night. 
Robert: I dunno, maybe if we answered the door we'd find out. (Pause) Right, I'll go, shall I?
(Exits)
Christopher:  It's a bit late for Jehovah's Witnesses.
Ellie: Why – has the world ended? 
Christopher:  I think we probably would have noticed.
Ellie: Mind you, they didn't have any avocados in Waitrose yesterday. So you never know.
Christopher:  Maybe it's someone collecting for charity. 
(A loud argument is heard off)
Ellie: He always has a big bag of 2ps ready for them.  So embarrassing.
Christopher:  (Getting up) It's all getting a bit heated, isn't it? 
(CHRISTOPHER goes into the bay window and peeps round the curtain)
Christopher:  It's some woman. 
Ellie:  How old?
Christopher: Thirty odd
Ellie: Figures.  
(ELLIE joins CHRISTOPHER at the window)
Ellie: Oh my God, it's that one. Don't let her see us.
Christopher:  Which one?
Ellie: One of his receptionists. The one he's been screwing for a couple months.
Christopher:  Really?
Ellie: Oh, don't worry, he does it all the time.
Christopher:  Still?
Ellie: I know, all a bit pathetic, isn't it. Probably got herself pregnant. God, we're keeping Marie Stopes in business.
Christopher:  Who?
Ellie: Before your time. 
Christopher: But it's horrible. So humiliating for you. Supposing you'd answered the door. 
Ellie: I don't. Ever. I leave it to him. If it's not Jehovah's  Witnesses, it's some woman with mascara running down her cheeks. I think I prefer the distressed women. At least I don't have to buy a War Cry.  
Christopher:  You don't seem to be that bothered.
Ellie: You'd have thought he'd've grown out of it all by now. But no, I think he's actually getting worse. I see him looking in the mirror. Holding that fat tummy in. Combing his hair over the bald patch.
Christopher:  What do they see in him?
Ellie: Father figure, I guess. He's always been a smooth operator. Listens to their whining and moaning. Sympathises. Starts with a gentle hug. Nothing to scare them away. And then maybe a gentle kiss. And then he winds them in.
Christopher:  Doesn't bear thinking about. 
Ellie: What he doesn't realise is that, these days, there's a thin line between seduction and abuse. Even the French have given up on it. He's going to trip up one of these days. 

Christopher:  I knew it went on. Didn't realise the extent of it. Why don't you leave him?
Ellie: My God, why would I do that?
Christopher:  Because he's being unfaithful to you. 
Ellie: I want him to be unfaithful to me.
Christopher:  What?
Ellie:  It doesn't bother me in the slightest. He still pays for my studio, all my materials, my little exhibitions. I can have anything I want – I just wait till he's looking guilty about some tart and then I put on my plaintive voice. 'A new skylight, darling? Of course if it makes you happy'... Silly old fool.
Christopher:  You should divorce him.
Ellie: I did think about that. Saw Philip. He said I'd get the house, the studio, peace, quiet, plus all the money your dad thinks I don't know about. To be honest I can't be bothered. He makes me laugh. He keeps saying, 'Whatever happens, darling, I'll stand by you'. I think he gets it from the dreadful Country and Western music he listens to.
Christopher:  I did notice the lock on your bedroom door.
Ellie: It took me months to persuade him to have separate rooms. Honestly, hearing him guzzling whisky downstairs and then creeping up the stairs with a leer and half an erection.
Christopher:  Okay, okay, okay. This is a picture I do not need in my head. Enough information, thank you.
Ellie: It's getting harder
Christopher:  (Desperately) No, no.
Ellie: No, not that. It's getting harder for him to get these girls into bed. It's not like he's as old as their dads anymore. Now he's as old as their grandads. He'll probably end up on the sex pest register. Or maybe they'll give him an ASBO. He'll be the oldest ASBO in town.
Christopher:  Mum this is terrible
Ellie: Is it?
Christopher:  YES.
Ellie: In what way?
Christopher:  In every way
Ellie: Hold on, hold on. She's off. You have to admire him. He'll have told her he's going to leave me and they can set up in the cottage together.
Christopher:  Cottage?
Ellie: He owns a cottage. A lovely little place with a thatched roof, with dry rot and condensation running down the walls. Calls it his love nest. Thinks I don't know about it. It'll all come out if he tries to divorce me. It would be so much fun. Has to be him that kicks it off though. So I can use all that lovely guilt to screw every last penny out of him.
Christopher:  How do you know so much about his secrets?
Ellie: What do you think his laptop password is? You'll never guess in a million years.
Christopher:  Robert?
Ellie: Correct. I'm so looking forward to being the wronged woman – traded in for a younger model. Anyway, shush, he's coming back. Now Christopher. Not a word. Not A word. Do you understand?
Christopher:  Yes, yes
(Enter ROBERT)
Ellie: (Innocently) Who was it darling?
(ROBERT is distracted. You can tell he's not focussing on what is being said)  
Robert: Just someone looking for the Hawthorn's.
Ellie:  Really? She sounded very unhappy. Perhaps she's dyslexic.
Robert: What?
Ellie: Can't read maps
Robert: Yes, yes, possibly. Anyway I told her the way. Sorted her out.
Ellie: I can imagine. 
Robert: Anyway what were you two talking about. You sound very conspiratorial.
Ellie: Christopher's very worried about global warning. He thinks we need to save the planet.
Robert: Really?
Ellie: Yes. Personally I don't care about the planet. The planet's been around for billions of years. It'll still be around in another billion years once we've gone. We're not even a hiccup. Fuck the planet is what I say. So. I'll go and make coffee, shall I? Leave you two men to have some man talk. Me, I'm just a silly woman without a thought in my head. I won't understand a single word. 
(ELLIE exits) 
Robert: She's very sarcastic, your mother, these days. Don't know where she gets it from.  
Christopher: So what's up?
Robert: Nothing's up. 
Christopher:  You seem very distracted
Robert: Do I?
Christopher: Yes. So?
Robert: It's nothing. Just things, you know. Worrying about my patients.
Christopher: When did you start doing that? 
Robert: How do you mean?
Christopher: I've never known you to worry about your patients before. You usually say they're a pain in the arse.
Robert: One or two of them, maybe. 
Christopher: Pack of whingeing feather-bedded parasites, I think you said
Robert: Yes, well, that was before they sent me on that course..
Christopher: Was that a patient at the door?
Robert: What? No. She was looking for the Hawthorns.
Christopher: So, it was a women asking directions to the Hawthorns. Hmmm. And you had a flaming row with her. What was it – a dispute over alternate routes?
Robert: Mum didn't hear, did she?
Christopher: Mum, no. Don't think her hearing is so good these days.
Robert: Not a word to her, okay.
Christopher: It never happened. 
Robert: What didn't?
Christopher: The mad woman with no sense of direction.
Robert: Eh? No. Don't be daft. It's just this Angie. She's a receptionist at the surgery. Pretty hot stuff, I can tell you.. But you know, she's always had her eye on me. I didn't encourage her one little bit.  They certainly know what they want these women. And they don't stop until.. you know
Christopher: (Sings) Don't stop till you get enough.
Robert: (Not getting the reference)  What? Anyway, I finally gave in. Honestly, these women.
Christopher: What about them?
Robert: So persistent. Anyway. It only happened a couple of times. You know how much I respect your mum. I'd never do anything to hurt her. But you know, I'm a man. We have urges.
Christopher: I thought it was Angie who had the urges.
Robert:  (Hissing) She didn't tell me she wasn't on the pill.
Christopher: And I don't suppose you thought to ask?
Robert: Me? No. Women generally handle that side of things, these days. Don't they? You don't think about it, you know, not when you're raring to go.
Christopher: Can we just have this conversation without ANY sordid details whatsoever. I don't mind sordid details. Just not about my parents.
Robert: So,anyway, you won't believe this.
Christopher: She's pregnant.
Robert: How did you know that?
Christopher: Intuition 
Robert: Really. I've never thought of you as intuitive.
Christopher: Thanks, dad.
Robert: It was only two times. Nobody gets pregnant after two times.
Christopher: I think you'll find that 'only doing it two times' is not a very reliable contraceptive method. Mind you if you only did it standing up..
Robert: That won't make a difference. That's an old wives'...  Oh I see, you're joking
Christopher: We could ask mum, she's an old wife..
Robert: Yes, yes, joking and so on... Very amusing. She wants me to leave Ellie and go and live with her, this Angie.
Christopher: In a lovely country cottage somewhere
Robert: You know about...
Christopher: About what?
Robert: Nothing. Nothing. The thing is these days you don't have to have babies, do you. You only need a couple of pills from Boots. Doesn't even need a prescription. But no, she's determined to go through with it. She wants me to leave mum. I couldn't do that to your mum, she'd be devastated.
Christopher: She would. Definitely.
Robert: At best I'm going to be paying for some kid for the rest of his life.
Christopher: Worked for me
Robert:  (Not hearing) You know sometimes.. sometimes..
Christopher: What?
Robert: Well, sometimes, I don't know... I get the distinct impression that all that this Angie – she's thirty seven by the way - all she actually wants is a baby, and someone to look after them. And maybe not even that – just a baby and child maintenence, and she doesn't care if I'm included in the package or not. It's all so unfair. These days,  I just think I'm this... naïve person whose good intentions are being exploited by all these bloody women.
Christopher: I hope you're not including mum in all this
Robert: What?
Christopher: Mum's not a 'bloody women', is she.
Robert: Well, you say that, but sometimes she doesn't seem to be that bothered about me either. Spends all her time in that studio of hers. All these bridge parties – just an excuse for a piss up if you ask me. She's having a whale of a time and I'm..
Christopher: Shagging your mistress.
Robert: (Not hearing) Left out of the equation completely. I mean I'm the one working my fingers to the bone while she's out there dabbling with her watercolours.
Christopher: You are just a GP. 
Robert: You don't know the half of it. It's not like Dr Kildare these days. 
Christopher: Who?
Robert: It's bloody hard work, I can tell you. All these women and their problems. You've got too much time on your hands, woman. Go and see a homeopath.
Christopher: They don't realise that stuff doesn't work?
Robert: It most certainly does. Gets 'em off my hands straight away. Homeopathy the best medicine for people who've got nothing wrong with them. (Beat) If this Angie lets on what's been happening. I could be struck off. Must talk to Philip about that.
Christopher: She's not a patient..
Robert: No, but she's my employee. I tell you, if this political correctness carries on, there'll be no enjoyment left in life.
Christopher: You know what your trouble is, dad? You're too caring.
Robert: Exactly. You're absolutely right. I've been caring for these people all my life. It's about time someone looked after me.
Christopher: Don't worry. When you go doolally, I'll make sure you go to the finest nursing home with the best toileteers in the country.
Robert: You can laugh, boy, but I tell you, one week they come in making sense, the next, they think they're Adolf Hitler annexing the Sudetenland.
Christopher: So what are you going to do?
Robert: About what?
Christopher: Her, Angie.
Robert: What do you think I should do?
Christopher: I'm sorry - you're asking ME? Blimey, you really must be in trouble. 
Robert: Seriously. You know about these things, you millenials.
Christopher: I don't think the world has changed that much, Dad. I think you just need to make a decision.
Robert: So what should I do?
Christopher: No, YOU have to make a decision. If you're going to stay with mum you have to tell Angie that's what you're going to do. If she wants to keep the baby, you'll fulfil all your obligations money-wise, but you're going to be an absent father.
Robert: Tell her the truth you mean. I hadn't thought of that.  
Christopher: OR. Tell mum you've fallen in love with someone else and you're going to live with them. And that she's pregnant.
Robert: I could never do that to your mother.
Christopher: Yes, I think you'll find you already have done that. All you haven't done is tell her
Robert: I never thought I'd be listening to advice from my son. What to do? My problem is I'm always thinking about other people. Never myself
Christopher: That's it dad. You've always been too caring. 
Robert: Exactly. Too soft, too concerned. Right. Now. She's coming. Not a word
Ellie:  Sorry, that took a while. Dreaming away at the sink again. So. What are we talking about?
Christopher: Climate change 
Ellie:  Really.
Christopher: I think climate change is definitely coming. Especially here.
Ellie:  Really, I didn't know that. Should I start buying sandbags?
Christopher: I think you should start preparing for things to come. We're at a crossroads. Do we go left, right or straight on. No more sitting on the fence.
Ellie:  Honestly, you men do talk such an awful lot of bollocks these days. Coffee anyone?
END
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