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TABLE MANNERS

First presented by the Library Theatre Co., Scarborough
in June 1973 and subsequently by the Greenwich Theatre
Company in May 1974, and in London by Michael
Codron at the Globe Theatre in August 1974, with
the following cast of characters:

Norman Tom Courtenay
Tom Michael Gambon
Sarah Penelope Keith
Annie Felicity Kendal
Reg Mark Kingston
Ruth Bridget Turner

The play directed by Eric Thompson
Setting by Alan Pickford

The action passes in the dining-room of a Victorian
vicarage-type house during a week-end in July

ACTI
Scene 1 Saturday, 6 p.m.
Scene 2 Sunday, 9 a.m.
ACTII
Scene 1 Sunday, 8 p.m.
Scene 2 Monday, 8 a.m.

Period - the present






ACT 1

SCENE 1

The dining-room. Saturday, 6 p.m.

It is a fine evening, the sun streams through the french windows of the room.
There are four chairs with a solid table, a sideboard, two window-seats and
a couple of easy chairs. The raom is large and high-ceilinged, and like the
rest of this Victorian vicarage-type building, badly needs redecorating

As the CURTAIN rises, Annie in a baggy cardigan, jeans and raffia slippers,
enters with a flower vase of water. She thumps this down in the middle of
the table, picks up the roses which lie beside it and drops them into the vase.
She gives the whole lot a final shake and that, as far as she is concerned,
concludes her flower arrangement

Sarab (off) Hallo! Hallo, we're here!
Sarah enters. She wears a light summer coat and dress. She is breathless

Annie Sarah!

Sarah (embracing her) Annie dear . . .

Annie Good journey?

Sarah Oh, yes, yes, not too bad. Reg drove far too fast as usual but we got
here—oh, it’s lovely to come down. I've been looking forward to this
week-end away from it all for weeks. Week-end? It’s barely a day.
You've no idea how that dreary little house of ours gets me down.

Annie Ob, it’s not bad.

Sarah Try living there sometime. Not a decent shop, not a cinema, not
even a hairdresser—except some awful place I can’t go into because of
the smell. I said to Reg, for goodness’ sake you’re an estate agent,
surely you can get the pick of anywhere and then we finish up in some-
where like that. You’re so lucky, Annie, you have no idea. Just to see a
tree once in a while and the birds—1I really miss it. Now then, how are
you, let's look. Oh, Annie darling, you look just the same. Your hair. . .

Annie (self-consciously smoothing her tangle) 1 know—1 haven’t brushed it
today. I washed it, though, this morning.

Sarah What’s the good of washing it if you don’t brush it. It’s like a gorse
bush.

Annie Well, nobody sees it. The postman, the milkman, couple of cows
and Mother.

Sarah And Tom.

Annje Oh, yes. Tom.
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Sarah You mustn’t forget Tom. And how’s Mother?

Annie No better, no worse. She hasn’t felt like getting up, not for weeks . . .

Sarah Well, you should make her. She needs to.

Annie Old Wickham says if she doesn’t want to, don’t make her.

Sarah Wickham? Oh, yes, I've never really cared for him. His eyes are
too close together. Still, I suppose he’s all right as a doctor. He must be
better than ours. I mean, this business with my back was practically
criminal.

Annie Your back?

Sarah Surely I wrote and told you? I'm sure I did. I was so upset I wrote
to everybody.

Annie Oh, yes.

Sarah Annie, I must buy you a new jumper, remind me.

Annie I’'m attached to this one.

Sarah I should think you are—you were wearing it at Christmas. We'll
have to chisel it off you . . . Mmm, lovely flowers. Now tell me. Where
are you going?

Anpie When?

Sarah For your week-end, where are you going?

Anpie Well . ..

Sarah Oh, come on. Don’t be so secretive.

Annie Well—I was going to Hastings.

Sarah Oh, lovely! Hastings is gorgeous. I think I was there with Reg
just before we were married. There’s a heavenly little pub some-
where . . .

Annie No, well I couldn’t get in at Hastings.

Sarah Couldn’t get in?

Annie No, it was all booked. I forgot it was summer.

Sarah Oh. Yes. Well, where are you going?

Annie 1 rather fancied East Grinstead.

Sarah East Grinstead?

Annie Yes.

Sarah What an extraordinary idea. What on earth made you choose
there?

Annie Well, it sounded—interesting.

Sarah Yes, I suppose it is. I’ve never heard of anybody having a holiday
in East Grinstead. I suppose they do—but I've never heard of anybody.

Annpie Well, 1 am.

Sarah Yes. I think I'd have almost preferred Eastbourne but . . . (Display-
ing her outfit) Do you like this?

Annie Super.

Sarah (taking off her coat, touching the back of the chair for dust, then
putting the coat over it) It was like a tent on me when I bought it, but
I had it altered. I'm rather pleased. Now, you’re to leave everything to
me. I’'m taking over. Just tell me what pills and potions Mother has and
when she has them and then off you go.

Annie I've written it down somewhere. I'll show you. The only difficult
things are her drops.
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Sarah Oh well, if they’re difficult Reg can cope with them. He’s going to
do most of the running up and down stairs anyway. I mean, this is a
a holiday for me, too. She’s his mother. He can do something for her
for a change.

Annie How is he?

Sarah Reg? (With a big sigh) Oh well, he’s still Reg you know. I've tried
God knows I've tried, but he’ll always be basically Reg. You'll know,
he’s your brother after all. There are times when I think he’s sleep-
walking. I have to force him to make an effort. Heaven knows how he
runs a business. I'd certainly never let him sell a house of mine.

Annie I've left you a cold supper.

Sarah Oh, you shouldn’t have bothered.

Annje Well, I knew you wouldn't want to be . . .

Sarah You shouldn’t have bothered.

Annie I left it all out for you on the——

Sarah You really shouldn’t have bothered.

Annie —Xkitchen table.

Sarah Lovely.

Annie I was just laying things in here.

Sarah Oh, there’s no need for that. We'll eat with our fingers. We're on
holiday, for heaven’s sake.

Annie We do have knives and forks. (She takes two sets of knives, forks
and spoons from the sideboard to the table

Sarah I'll find them, don’t bother. Now please, just get changed and go.

Annie Okay. (She starts to move to the door)

Sarah Oh. I nearly forgot. How’s Tom?

Annie Tom? Oh, fine. I think.

Sarah Still seeing a lot of him?

Annie Oh, yes. He’s generally around. When he's not out curing his sick
animals. He’s here at the moment, actually. The cat’s got something
wrong with its paw.

Sarah (arranging the flowers) It must be fascinating being a vet. It’s a pity
in a way he’s not a proper doctor.

Annie He is a proper doctor. He just prefers animals to people.

Sarah That came from the heart.

Annie No. He just likes animals. Don’t think he’s very fond of our cat,
but he likes most animals,

Sarah Yes, he’s a bit—heavy going, isn’t he? I've always found him a
trifle ponderous. Perhaps it’s shyness.

Annje No, I think he’s probably ponderous.

Sarah So he hasn’t—er—shown any more interest ?

Annie In what?

Sarah Well, you. At Christmas, we thought he was beginning to sit up
and take notice of you just a little. Pricking up his ears.

Annie Like a mongrel with a pedigree bitch.

Sarah Yes, well . ..

Annie Honestly, stop trying to pair us off. He just comes round when he’s
bored, that’s all.
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Sarah A man doesn’t spend as much time as Tom does round here without
having a very good reason. Believe you me. You doa’t have to be
psychic to know what that is.

Annie Well, if it’s that he’s never asked for it and even if he did he wouldn’t
get it. So I don’t know why he bothers. (She sets out the knives and
forks)

Sarah Annie! You're getting dreadfully coarse.

Anmnie Oh, you're just a prude. (She takes out two side plates, two napkins
and two rush mats, and sets them on the table)

Sarah No, I'm not a prude. No, I’ve never been called that. You can’t
call me a prude. That’s not fair, Annie. I mean, I don’t care for smutty
tatk or dirty jokes. I just don’t find them funny. Or particularly tasteful.
But that isn’t being a prude. That’s normal decent behaviour which is
something quite different.

Annie Yes.

Sarah 1 won’t have the television set on at all, these days.

Anmnie Anyway, all that happens is that Tom comes round here like he has
done for years. I feed him. He sits and broods. Sometimes we talk. That’s
all.

Sarah Talk about what?

Annie (disarranging the flowers as she moves around the table) Oh, super
exciting things like does the kitchen ceiling need another coat and
distemper and hardpad and foot and mouth and swine vesicular disease.
Then I pot Mother and retire to bed—alone—itching.

Sarah Oh.

Annie And count diseased sheep crashing headlong into the gate. Look
for all I know he may be passionately in love with me. He may be
flashing out all sorts of secret signals which I just haven’t noticed. But
he’s never even put a hand on my knee. (Reflecting) God forbid.

Sarah But you’re fond of him?

Annie He's—very kind. Yes, I like him a lot. I sometimes miss him when
he’s not here. I suppose that means something.

Sarah Yes. You see, I was rather hoping—I know it’s wicked of me—I
was rather hoping that you were both planning to go off for this week-
end together.

Annie Oh. No.

Sarah You're not, are you?

Annie (uneasily) No. Not at all.

Sarah Are you sure?

Annie Of course I'm sure.

Sarah You’re looking very shifty.

Annie I'm not. Honestly. No. Stop it.

Sarah Stop what?

Annie Looking at me like that.

Sarah Like what?

Annie Like that. Stop it.

Sarah You’re a dreadful liar.

Annje I’'m not.
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Sarah Listen, if you are, there’s no need to keep it a secret from me. 1
mean, you said I'm a prude but I've just proved I'm not, surely? I
mentioned it first. I think it’s splendid. I think if you and Tom were to
get away from this house, away from Mother and everything—it’s the
best thing you could do. It’s what you both need. (She kisses her) Very
sensible.

Annie Yes.

Sarah Have a lovely time. 1 only wish it were me. Not with Tom, of
course. But I think that’s what we all need now and then, don’t we?
A nice dirty week-end somewhere. Oh, it’s so exciting. I am pleased
you're doing it. I think the best bit is waking up in the morning in a
strange room and finding some exciting-looking man beside you and—
you’ve got a double room?

Annie It’s a bit more complicated than that.

Sarah Oh? How do you mean? You haven’t got a double room?

Annie No, it’s just . . .

Sarah What? You're not pregnant?

Annie No.

Sarah Oh, thank God.

Annie No, it’s just—oh golly, 1 didn’t mean to tell you.

Sarah Tell me what?

Anmnnie It’s awfully sordid. You're sure you want to hear?

Sarah Of course, I want to hear.

Annie It’ll shock you.

Sarah My dear, I’ve been married for eight years. I've had two children.
I think I’ve just about secn everything there is to see. I defy you to
shock me. I honestly defy you.

Annie Well. Last Christmas, when you were all here . . .

Sarah Yes?

Annie You and Reg and Ruth and Norman. And then you and Reg left
early . ..

Sarah Bcecause Denise didn’t want to miss her dancing classes—yes?

Annie And then after that, Ruth was ill . ..

Sarah Or so she said.

Annie Well, she was flat on her back with something for a week and that
left Norman and me—more or less to cope. Tom was in Scotland on a
course.

Sarah Ycs?

Annie Anyway.

Sarah I'm beginning dread{ully not to like the sound of this one little bit,

Annie Anyway. Golly, I'm getting dreadfully hot.

Sarah Go on. What?

Annie Well, you know Norman, he’s . ..

Sarah Yes, I know Norman very well.

Annie He’s not a bit like Tom. I mean, just the opposite to Tom. Norman
doesn’t bother with secret signals at all. It was just wham, thump and
there we both were on the rug.

Sarah Rug?
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Annie Yes.

Sarah Which rug?

Annie The brown nylon fur one in the lounge . . . (She starts to giggle)
Sarah (irritated) What is it? Why are you laughing?

Annie (unable to control herself) Does it matter which rug?

Sarah I don’t think it’s funny.

Annie No, nor do I. I'm sorry—it’s just I'm so embarrassed—oh, gosh . ..
Sarah Annie, pull yourself together.

Annie (helplessly) Yes . ..

Sarah (thumping the table) Annie, what happened on the rug?

Annie Everything happened on the rug.

Sarah Does Ruth know?

Annie No.

Sarah Or Tom?

Annic No. (Drying her eyes) Oh, dear . . .

Sarah Well, I blame Norman. That is absdlutely typical—fur rug!

This starts Annie off again

It’s just the sort of thing . . . Annie, will you stop making that ridiculous
noise—typical behaviour.

Annie blows her nose

Is that it? Was that the only occasion?

Annie Oh, yes. Ruth got better and they both went home.

Sarah I suppose it could have been worse. That poor woman. I mean, |
don’t have a lot of time for Ruth, as you know. Personally, I find her
snide little remarks, her violent ups and downs just too much to cope
with. I know she’s your sister, I'm sorry for talking like this. However,
I would not wish my worst enemy married to a man like—not even
Ruth. Heaven knows why they married. Never understood it. What did
she see in him?

Annie Norman says it was uncontrollable animal lust that drew them
together.

Sarah Norman told you that?

Annie Yes. He says it’s died out now. They are like two empty husks.

Sarah Yes. Hardly surprising. Well, believe me, you’re well clear of that,
dear. You’re well clear of that one.

Annie You don’t think I should then?

Sarah What?

Annie Go.

Sarah Go where?

Annie This week-end.

Sarah This week-end ?

Annie With Norman, To East Grinstead.

A pause

Sarah You were planning to go with Norman to East Grinstead ?
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Annie Yes. He couldn’t get in anywhere else.

Sarah You’re not serious?

Annie Yes.

Sarah But how could you even think of it?

Annie He asked me.

Sarah What has that to do with it?

Annie Well, I wanted a holiday . . .

Sarah Yes, but—this wouldn’t be just a holiday. I mean, I mean, you
just don’t go off on holiday with your sister’s husband.

Annie It was only a week-end. I needed a holiday.

Sarah Well, you could have gone on your own.

Annie (slightly angry) 1 didn’t want to go on my own. I'm always on my
own,

Sarah But did you realize what you would be getting yourself into?

Annie Well—the way Norman put it—it sounded simple. Just a week-end.

Sarah Norman will put it any way which suits Norman. Did you think of
Ruth? And Tom?

Annie Oh, to hell with Tom. He could have asked me if he’d wanted to,
but he didn’t. If I wait to be asked by Tom, I won’t even get on an old
folks' outing,

Sarah Well, what about Ruth?

Annie That’s up to Norman. He wrote to me and then he phoned and
asked me and I suddenly thought, well yes—I think, actually if I'm being
really truthful and, knowing Norman, I didn’t think it would ever
happen.

Sarah You were certain enough about it to get Reg and I down. We've
had all the trouble of having to take the children to their grandparents
so that we wouldn’t have to bring them down here because we knew
they would disturb Mother. I've had all the trouble of delegating
responsibility for the Bring and Buy Sale which I’'m sure will be a
disaster because I'm the only one among them with any sort of organizing
ability. And Reg has had to cancel his golf.

Annie I’'m sorry. I've been feeling sick all morning. I'm sorry.

Sarah Yes, well I'm sure we all are.

Annie Well . . . (She moves to the door)

Sarah Where are you going?

Annie I don’t know. I was just—I don’t know.

Sarah I think it’s just as well we are here. You quite obviously need a rest.
Now, I want you to sit down here and leave everything to me.

Annie No, it’s all right, I ...

Sarah And let’s get this quite clear to start with. You are not going any-
where. Not while I'm in this house.

Annie What about my week-end?

Sarah You can have your week-end here. Reg and I will cope. That’s
what we came down for. You can rest. You can certainly forget the
idea of going anywhere with Norman. That’s final. You’re staying here.

Annie Yes. I rather thought I would be.

Sarah What you need is rest.
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Tom enters from the garden

Tom Ah.

Sarah Tom! How nice to see you, Tom. (She shakes Tom’s hand)

Tom Hallo, Sarah. Keeping fit?

Sarah Tom, I've just been saying I think Annie’s honestly been overdoing
it.

Tom Really? Do you think so?

Sarah You really must take more care of her, Tom. We all expect you to
keep an eye on her, you know, when we're not here.

Tom Do my best.

Sarah She’s rather your responsibility.

Tom Yes, can’t have that. Been trying to get that cat out of the tree. Your
cat’s gone up a tree, Annie.

Annie Oh.

Sarah Anyway, Annie’s just decided she’s not going away this week-end.
She’s going to stay here and have a good rest.

Tom Septic paw, you know.

Sarah And Reg and I will be here to look after her.

Tom That’s good news. Aren’t you going then?

Annie No.

Sarah With your help, of course, Tom. You must stay for supper.

Tom Supper?

Sarah Mustn’t he, Annie?

Annie Why not.

Tom Save me opening a tin at home.

Sarah Lovely. Now, I must just pop up and see Mother. Then I'll come
down and organize everything. Leave it all to Reg and me. Where is
Reg? I asked him to bring the cases in ages ago.

Tom 1 left him in the garden.

Sarah What’s he doing in the garden?

Tom Nothing much. Just talking to Norman.

Sarah Norman? Norman is here?

Tom Yes.

Sarah Norman is here, under this roof?

Tom No, he’s in the garden. We were chatting away.

Sarah Oh, my God. Chatting about what?

Tom Various subjects. Cats. And his pyjamas.

Sarah Pyjamas?

Tom Yes, he was showing them to me.

Sarah Do you mean he’s wearing them?

Tom No. He was just generally waving them about.

Sarah Tom, stay here with Annie. Don’t move. Stay here. I'll be back.

Sarah hurries out to the garden

Tom Did you know Norman was here?
Annie Yes. I saw him earlier.



Act I, Scene 1 9

Tom Oh. Were you expecting him?

Annie Not really, no.

Tom Ah. Well. (He stares out of the window)

Annie (in frustration) Oh.

Tom Put your feet up.

Annie What?

Tom I should put your feet up.

Annie (rising and going to the sideboard) No. Not at the moment. (She
gets out the cruet, two more mats, knives, forks and spoons, and a biscuit
tin)

Tom I'm a bit worried about that paw, you know.

Annie Paw?

Tom On the cat. Needs looking at. (Moving in Annie’s way) Does he have
a name, by the way?

Annie What? No. Just cat. (She moves round Tom to the table and lays it)

Tom That’s all right, I don’t suppose he minds. Preferable to Oscar or
Herbert or something. He probably wouldn’t answer to it if he had one.
Cats’ names are more for human benefit. They give one a certain degree
more confidence that the animal belongs to you. Of course, they never
do. Cats belong to no-one but themselves.

Annie Oh, I'm so stupid . . . (She bangs down the cutlery)

Tom All right?

Annie Yes. I just feel such a fool.

Tom Oh. Not much answer to that, is there. (Picking up the biscuit tin)
Mind if I have a water biscuit?

Annie Have the lot.

Tom No. Just one. It’ll spoil my dinner. Ah, high baked . ..

Annie Tom . ..

Tom (crunching) Um?

Annie What did you think when I said I was going away this week-end ?

Tom Well, I don’t know. I suppose I thought—you were going away this
week-end. (Holding out the tin) Want one?

Annie (irritated) No . . .

Tom They’re a bit stale. No, it did occur to me you might have liked
someone to come along with you ...

Annie It did?

Tom And then I thought, well, probably not.

Annie Why? What on earth made you think I wanted to go off and sit in
some dreary hotel room on my own?

Tom Yes, it did seem rather odd, I must say.

Annie How long have you known me?

Tom Oh—years. ..

Annie Years. And in all that time have I ever even hinted that I'd like to
go off on my own?

Tom Not as far as I know.

Annie (angrily) Then why the hell should I suddenly decide to do it now?

Tom Well, I don’t know. Simmer down.

Annie Why didn’t you say—Annie, will you be all right on your own?
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Would you like company ? Someone to come along, too? Someone to
talk to? Why didn’t you think of saying it ? Just once.

Tom Oh, comeon...

Annie Or was the whole prospect just too awful ?

Tom No...

Annie Well, then?

Tom You should have said something. You should have asked me along.
I'd’ve come. You should’ve asked me.

Annie (weakly) Oh, dear God. Yes, I’d have had to have done.

Tom Don’t blame me.

Annie I’'m not blaming you. Oh—nun’s knickers!

Tom Language. You're getting awfully het up. I should put your feet up.

Annie I don’t want to put my bloody feet up.

Annie stamps out

Tom gazes after her, slightly puzzled., He helps himself to another biscuit,
then puts the tin on the table. Reg is heard calling from the garden

Reg (off) Annie, Annie, Annie!
Reg bursts in from the garden

Where is she then? Where’s that little sister of mine. (Seeing no-one but
Tom) Oh. Where is she?

Tom No idea. Kitchen, possibly.

Reg Ah. He’s a laugh, you know.

Tom Who?

Reg Norman. Goes on and on. Don’t know what he’s talking about.
Makes me laugh, though. I don’t care, I like him. She doesn’t but I do.
Women don’t, you know. Not many women like him. Don’t know why.
Sarah can’t bear him. Won’t have him in the house. Nor will his wife.
(He laughs)

Tom I think Annie gets on all right with him.

Reg Ah well. Annie. (He smiles affectionately) She’s something special.
You'll be all right with her, Tom. Take my word. If you decide to marry
any of us, marry her. Not that I'm saying you should but if you did.
Mind you, you can’t marry Ruth and I don’t think you’d fancy me, so
there’s not much choice, is there? (He laughs)

Tom Um. (Thoughtfully) They’re all a bit peculiar at the moment.

Reg Who are?

Tom The women. All on edge, for some reason.

Reg The women are restless tonight, eh? Full moon.

Tom Eh?

Reg Probably a full moon. (He bays like a hound and laughs)

Tom No. Something startled them.

Reg Norman. Or mice. One or the other. I hear Annie’s not going now.

Tom Apparently not.
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Reg Could have had my golf, If I'd known. Never mind. Better go and
see Mother in a minute. Sarah’s up there at the moment. I’ll wait till
she comes down. Two of them, too much of a good thing. I'll put it off
as long as I can. Mother always says the same thing. What did you go
and marry her for? Biggest mistake of your life. You'll live to regret it.
Trouble is, I can never think of a convincing answer. (He laughs) She’s
probably right. I mean, there are compensations. Children—sometimes.
Even Sarah—sometimes. But when I sit here in this house and listen
to the quiet. You know, I wonder why I left. I had my own room here,
you know. All my books, my own desk, a shelf for my hobbies. I'd sit
up there in my school holidays—happy as a sandboy. I'd make these
balsa wood aeroplanes. Dozens of them. Very satisfying. Mind you,
they never flew. Soon as I launched them-—crack—nose dive—firewood.
But it didn’t really matter. It was a hell of a bore winding them up, any-
way. I built one for the kids the other day. They didn’t really take to it.
Where’s the guns, Dad? Where are the bombs then? (He shakes his
head) Oh well, what do you expect.

Tom No, you see—1I think I've stopped her from going.

Reg Who?

Tom Annie.

Reg You have?

Tom Yes...

Reg Hope we’ll get some dinner soon. I'm getting peckish. (He rakes a
biscuit from the tin, leaving the lid off)

Tom You see, she didn’t want to go on her own.

Reg On holiday? Ah well. Who does?

Tom She was rather expecting me to offer to come, too.

Reg Oh. You should have been in there—like a shot, eh?

Tom Yes.

Reg While you had the chance. These are stale.

Tom Now, I've gone and upset her.

Reg Oh, dear.

Tom I've never been very good at that sort of thing. Always seem to miss
the moment,

Reg That’s how it goes, isn’t it ?

Tom Yes. I've let her down. I can feel myself doing it while I’'m doing it.
I suppose I'll have to find a way of making it up.

Reg I shouldn’t bother. 1t’ll blow over. Wait for the new moon.

Sarah enters from the house

Tom picks up some cutlery from the table

Sarah What are you doing in here?

Reg Oh. I beg your pardon. Is the dining-room closed? (He laughs to
Tom)

Sarah Where’s Annie?

Reg Getting us something to eat, I hope, Slaving over a hot stove.
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Sarah She is not. Anyway, it’s a cold meal. Where is she?

Reg I don’t know,

Sarah You haven’t left her in the living-room with Norman.

Reg Possibly. What’s wrong? He’s all right, he won’t bite her.

Sarah Oh, my God.

Reg Tom'll inject her for rabies, won’t you, Tom?

Tom I'll go and look for her if you . ..

Reg Inject her for rabies.

Sarah No, Tom, stay where you are. Reg.

Reg What?

Sarah Go and see if they're in there.

Reg Why don’t you?

Sarah Because I'd rather you did, please.

Reg I'm not interested if they're in there. It doesn’t matter to me if they’re
in there or not. You’re the one who's interested if they’re in there.

Sarah (sharply) Will you please do as I ask for once. Besides it’)l look
much more natural.

Tom 1 say, what’s going on?

Sarah (soothingly) Nothing to worry about, Tom, nothing at ali.

Reg I don’t think it’ll look more natural. I mean, what’s natural about me
walking in there, having a look and then walking out again.

Sarah Well, pretend you’ve gone to fetch something. Use your imagina-
tion, for heaven’s sake.

Reg Al right. All right. What am I supposed to be fetching?

Sarah I don’t know. Anything,

Reg (moving to the door and then pausing) What's all this about a cold
meal? What sort of cold meal?

Sarah Cold meat and salad. Now, go on.

Reg If there’s one thing I can’t stand when I’m hungry it’s salad.

Reg goes out to the house

Sarah He’s a difficult man. (She takes the cutlery from Tom and replaces it)
He is such a difficult man. Ask him to do a simple thing for you and
there’s a twenty-minute argument. Did you talk to Annie ? (She rearranges
the flowers)

Tom Yes.

Sarah Did she—say anything?

Tom She—told me the reason why she’d planned the whole week-end.
Why it had fallen through.

Sarah Oh. (Ske pats his hand}

Tom I could kick myself for being so slow off the mark.

Sarah You mustn’t blame yourself.

Tom I'm afraid I do, rather.

Sarah I don’t see why. I mean, you weren’t to know that . . .

Reg enters with a waste-paper basket
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Reg Yes, they’re in there.
Sarah What's that?

Tom takes a fork from the table and wanders to the window

Reg Waste-paper basket, isn’t it ?

Sarah Couldn’t you have found something a little more natural?

Reg What did you expect me to bring back ? A bloody grand piano? (He
sits in the easy chair with the basket on his knee)

Sarah Right, Tom.

Tom Um?

Sarah I think it’s high time you went in and said your piece.

Tom Really?

Sarah Told them where you stand.

Tom Me?

Sarah Make sure Norman knows.

Tom Norman?

Sarah You'll lose your chance if you don’t do it soon.

Tom (bajfled) Oh, yes.

Reg bays like a hound

Sarah What are you doing?

Reg Nothing. Full moon, that’s all. Full moon. (He nods and winks at
Tom)

Tom Ah.

Sarah takes the fork from Tom and pushes him out
Tom goes out bewildered

Reg drums on the basket

Sarah I think this may have worked out for the best. Might even stir
Tom into action, you never know. You haven’t been eating these
biscuits ?

Reg I squelched through a couple.

Sarah You'll spoil your meal.

Reg Oh yes. All that lovely lettuce.

Sarah You and your stomach. I'd rather hoped I was in for a quiet week-
end for once. It seems it’s not to be. Look at these forks, they haven't
been cleaned since we were last here. It’s a crying shame. All this silver.
(She takes a duster from the sideboard and vigorously polishes the cutlery)

Reg Are we staying or going?

Sarah We can hardly go home.

Reg I thought the whole point of our being here was to look after Mother
but if Annie’s going to be here . . .

Sarah I don’t know about being here to look after Mother. We need
someone here to look after her.

Reg She’s managed up till now. There’s Tom.

Sarah Oh, Tom. There’s no point in relying on him. I mean, he’s pleasant
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enough, but I don’t think he’s quite all there. That’s a terrible thing to
say, but look at the way he’s behaved. Mind you, she does precious
little to encourage him. How is she going to attract any man looking
like that, let alone Tom.

Reg She’s all right. Leave her alone.

Sarah Do you realize what would happen if I did?

Reg She can manage.

Sarah I take it you’ve gathered what’s going on in this house?

Reg What?

Sarah Where have you been for the last hour?

Reg What do you mean, where have I been? You know where I've been.
I’ve been here, waiting for something to eat.

Sarah Norman had planned to take Annie away to a hotel this week-end.

Reg Norman?

Sarah Yes.

Reg With Annie?

Sarah Yes.

Reg Was she the one he was taking to East Grinstead ?

Sarah (impatiently) Of course she was.

Reg gives a yell of delight

(When this has died down, coolly) Frankly, Reg, I think there’s something
mentally wrong with you. I think you ought to see someone. I'm being
serious. How you can take so little interest in your own family, your
own sister.

Reg Oh, Sarah, come on. (He puts the waste-paper basket down and rises)
Sit down. You’ve done nothing but run round and round. I think it’s
funny, I can’t help it.

Sarah You're the same at home. Exactly the same.

Reg Oh, now, come on . . . (He moves away)

Sarah Yes, you can walk away but it’s always left for me to deal with,
isn’t it ? It’s left for me to apologize to people for you. It’s left to me to
explain why you walk straight upstairs as soon as anyone comes to visit
us.

Reg They’re your friends.

Sarah It’s me that’s left looking stupid in front of the headmistress when
you forget the names of our own children . . .

Reg That was only once.

Sarah They run wild those children. You’ve done nothing for them.
Nothing at all. If I didn’t get them food, they’d starve, if I didn’t buy
them clothes, they’d be naked—you sit in that room, which I spend
my whole life trying to keep tidy, fiddling with aeroplanes and bits of
cardboard and now you can’t even be bothered with your own sister . . .

Reg Sarah, please, would you kindly stop talking.

Sarah No, I will not stop talking.

Reg You have talked at me since I got up this morning—you have talked
at me over breakfast . . .

Sarah It happens to be the only way I can get through to you. . .
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Reg You talked solidly in the car for an hour—nearly causing us to have
a very serious accident . . .

Sarah Which was entirely your fault.

Reg And ever since we've been here, you haven’t stopped for a second.
Now, for the love of God, shut up.

A slight pause

Sarah (stopping polishing and sitting at the table) 1 will not be spoken to
like that. (Tearful now) I will not have you raising your voice to me like
that. Just who do you think it is you're talking to?

Reg I think, like you, I’'m talking to a brick wall. I'm going for a walk.

Sarah (hysterically) All right, go. Go on then. Go, you beastly little man.

Sarah snatches up the biscuit tin from the table and hurls it at Reg. It hits
the sideboard, biscuits fly in all directions

Reg Sarah!

Sarah sits sobbing. Reg stands uselessly
Annie comes in from the house

Annie Oh.
Reg starts to pick up the biscuits

Reg Biscuits.

Annie (moving to him) Oh, yes. (Helping Reg) Here, let me . . . (Mouthing to
Reg) What’s the matter?

Reg (mouthing) Nothing.

Annie (pointing at Sarah, mouthing) Is she all right?

Reg shrugs
(Looking at Sarah and shrugging) T'll get the dustpan.
Annie goes out

Sarah You’recontemptible.

Reg (kneeling down to collect biscuits and tin) You really must control that
temper of yours, you know.

Tom enters from the house. He pauses as he takes in the scene

Reg, crawling on the floor, does not see him. Nor does Sarah, with her back
to him

Sarah You are the most contemptible man I've ever known.
Reg The feeling’s mutual, don’t worry.

Tom goes out to the house, looking worried
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Sarah God knows what’s going to happen to us. God knows.
Annie returns with the dustpan

Annje Here we are. Soon clear this up.

Reg Sorry about this.

Annie Oh well. Accidents happen, don’t they.

Sarah It wasn’t an accident.

Annje Oh.

Reg No. The biscuits were so stale they threw themselves off the table in
desperation.

Sarah What have you decided, Annie?

Annie What? Oh well—it’s all rather settled itself, hasn’t it? I'm staying
here, of course. (Ske stands up)

Sarah I mean, it’s entirely up to you. I mean, all I was doing was trying
to...

Annje Well, it’s probably best.

Reg wanders away to the window

Sarah Tom and Norman have sorted out their differences, have they?

Annie I don’t think there were any, really. Norman’s getting drunk and
Tom’s looking thoughtful

Sarah Oh well, I've done what I can. ’'m sorry, I think the man must be
mentally defective. I think they both are. I'll bring some things in.

Annie It’s all right, I'll . . .

Sarah No—no—no! I want to. (Collecting her coat) I want to bring some
things in.

Sarah goes out to the house

Reg We seem to have upset your week-end. (He sits by the table)

Annie (putting the dustpan by the sideboard) Not really. It was a mad idea.
(Moving to the table, disarranging the flowers) Rather flattering all the
same. Suddenly having two men bidding for my favours. Even if they
are Tom and Norman.

Reg (chuckling) Well, I must say—didn’t know I had a sister like you.
(He pulls Annie on to his knee)

Annie (amused) It’s ridiculous, really.

Reg I knew one of us took after Mother—I couldn’t think who it was.
Certainly it wasn’t me or Ruth.

Annie Not Ruth.

Reg Do you remember Mother taking us on holiday? Where was it?
Weston-super-Mare. Were you old enough to remember ?

Annie You mean when she picked up that sailor?

Reg Yes. He kept throwing that ball half a mile down the beach. Trying
to get us all to run after it. Run along, kids. Go and fetch it. Let me talk
to your mum.

Annie And Ruth wouldn’t go.
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