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SHOCK TACTICS

This play was first produced at the Playhouse, Erith, on 24th
November 1965, with the following cast:

MRS TRUDGE Eileen Hullett
PETER PULLER Colin Bailey
FRED Pat Dole
AUNT ESTHER Betty Cottee
MARY SHAW Margaret Robinson
GEORGE SHAW Frank Poole
MARJORIE SHAW Audrey Christianson
ALBERT SHORTER Chris Crooks
POPPY BLOSSOM Jeanne Millett
UNCLE BEN Eric Cornish
TAXIMAN Neil Jarman

Directed by EVE PRESTAGE

The action takes place in the living-room of Mr. and Mrs.
Shaw’s house in England,

ACT ONE An evening in May
ACT TWO Next morning
ACT THREE  After lunch, the same day

No character in this play is intended to portray any specific
person, alive or dead.
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ACT I

The action takes place in the living-room of the Shaws’ house in a
quiet corner of England.

It is a pleasant if rather untidy room. The furniture was originally
good and solid and has clearly given years of excellent service and
taken some hard knocks in the process. The décor is modern and
striking, in particular the motif on one wall which incorporates a
pattern of test-tubes, retorts and cog-wheels to suggest the ‘Progress of
Science.’

D.L. is a window alcove with floor-length curtains drawn across to
conceal a french window. U.L. a door leads to the hall and front door.
Just Left of C.B. the beginnings of a stair-case seen through archway
and curving out of sight after the first few steps. L.B. and apparently
under the stairs, a large cupboard door with a notice on it: ‘Danger
High Voltage.” U.R. another door marked ‘Private’ which leads to the
laboratory. D.R. yet another door leading to the kitchen. The back
third of the room is raised one step.

A sofa stands obliquely L.C. with brightly covered cushions, maga-
zines and a library book. A standard lamp U.L. between the hall door
and the cupboard. Next to it a dining chair. Against the wall
R. a large side-board with various bric-a-brac including the in-
nards of an old clock, a plaster bust which could be anyone from
Galileo to Madame Curie, a telephone, a transistor radio, a bottle of
scotch and a half-empty bottle of fruit-juice. R.C. a small dining table
with three chairs. A fourth chair is tucked away above the sideboard.
More magazines and a newspaper are strewn on the table and, in the
centre, a vase of flowers. On the walls U.L. and U.R. two pleasant
pictures of Spanish dancing girls and, less attractive, across the back
wall festoons of wires leading from the door marked ‘Private’ to the
cupboard.

Just R. of the staircase and apparently set in the wall is a most
curious object. It looks rather like a cross between a weighing machine
and a penny-in-the-slot fortune telling gadget from a fairground. It is
complete with coloured dial and pointer and a row of knobs in selected
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colours. In front of it is a small step and over the top, also set in the
wall, what appears to be the loud-speaker of a wireless set.

When the curtain rises the room is deserted. The main lights are on
and the curtains drawn across the alcove.

MRS. TRUDGE

PETER
MRS. TRUDGE
PETER
MRS. TRUDGE

PETER
MRS. TRUDGE

PETER

MRS. TRUDGE

A door-bell rings off L. and after a moment MRS. TRUDGE
enters from the kitchen D.R. She is a rather faded lady
of 50 or so who joined the household some years ago as
a daily help and has since become a permanent affliction.
She enjoys a bad leg and the miseries and is wearing an
overall apron and an old blue hat heavily decorated with
fruit. She is carrying a long pair of fire tongs.

She mutters to herself as she limps across to the door
U.L.

Get finished some time, 1 suppose. Pity they can’t answer
the door theirselves.

(The doorbell rings again.)

All right, all right. I'm coming. I ’aven’t got roller
skates!

(She disappears through the door and we hear the mur-
mur of voices in the hall. After a moment PETER PULLER
appears, followed closely by MRs. TRUDGE. He is a
reasonably presentable young fellow of about 2g,
decently if rather uncomfortably dressed in a dark suit
and a tight white shirt. He looks round enquiringly.)
(aggressively) Well, what do you want? I can’t stand
about ’ere all day.

I wanted to speak to Mr. Shaw actually.

’Ere, you ain’t one of them electrical fellows, are you?
Er—no!

(waving the tongs about) Dear, oh dear! We 'ad enough
trouble with the last one ‘0o came. 'E left a funny
smell under the stairs. ,

(She indicates the cupboard door U.L.)

How unfortunate.

(darkly) Hozone e said it was. Smelled more like drains
to me.

Quite. Well, I'll try not to leave any—er—traces. Mr.
Shaw?

’E ain’t in.
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Oh!

'E’s out. Lecturing. And the missus is with 'im.

And Mary—er—Miss Shaw?

Oh, titivating in 'er room if I knows ’er.

Could [ have a word with her, do you think? I'm Peter
—Peter Puller.

Don’t see why not. I'll give ’er a shout. (She moves
across to the foot of the stairs and calls in stentorian
tones.) Mary! There’s a young man to see you about the
electrics!

No, not the—oh never mind!

(turning to PETER) She’ll be ‘ere in a minute. Now, if
you don’t mind, some of us 'ave got a job of work to
do. (She limps painfully towards the kitchen with the
tongs raised.)

(pointing to the tongs) Fire gone out?

No, I got trouble with the fridge.

The fridge?

Yus. I lost me beads down the back. I'm trying to fish
’em out.

(taking a step forward) Can I help?

(pointing the tongs at him) You stop 'ere. I don’t want
you tinkering around with my currents.

I wouldn’t dream of it!

And don’t you get up to any mischief until Miss Mary
gets ‘ere! (She goes out to the kitchen and slams the
door.)

What a funny woman!

(He looks enquiringly round the room, and then inevit-
ably goes for a closer look at the ‘weighing machine’.
He looks round furtively to make sure he is alone, fishes
in his pocket for a penny, stands on the step in front of
the machine and looks in vain for a slot to put his penny
in. Deciding there isn’t one he pushes a knob for the hell
of it. A bell clangs and the pointer whirls wildly round
and stops. Recovering from the shock PETER reads what
it says.)

Three lemons!

(There is the jingle and crash of a jackpot being deliv-
ered but nothing appears. PETER bends down and looks all
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round the machine hopefully. Then he steps off the plat-
form and stands with his back to it scratching his head.)
What a swizz!

(Suddenly the loud-speaker over the top comes to life
and speaks with a metallic voice not unlike a ‘Speak
Your Weight’ machine but a touch more authori-
tative.)

Good evening!

(jumping forward two feet and whirling round) What?
What?

Mr. Shaw is out. Will you please put your hat on the
peg under the stairs.

(PETER looks round wildly then goes to the cupboard,
keeping a wary eye on the machine. He reaches up
obediently to his bare head.)

Er—yes. Thank you—I haven’t got a hat!

Thank you. Mr. Shaw will return at nine o’clock. Do
you wish to leave a message?

Yes—no. [ don’t think so. (He comes back to the
machine.)

(relentlessly) If you wish to leave a message press the
red button and speak into the dial.

(PETER stands close, presses the button and shouts.)

I do not wish to leave a message!

I will convey that message to Mr. Shaw.

That'll be great!

Do not be alarmed. This is a recorded statement.

Now he tells me.

The weather forecast is windy and wet.

(pacing up and down) It usually is.

The toilet is outside in the hall, second on the right.
(glaring at the machine) I don’t wish to know that.
(The machine appears to have finished its repertoire and
PETER goes to inspect it again.)

Have you finished?

At the third stroke it will be nine o’clock precisely.
(PETER staggers back and the machine emits three loud
pips.)

I do wish you wouldn’t do that! (He goes to the stairs
and looks up them hopefully.) Anyone about?
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(inconsequentially) The oyster season opens on August
the fifth.

(PETER flops down on the sofa and pretends to read a
magazine, with his back to the machine.

AUNT ESTHER appears on the stairway, unnoticed by
PETER. She is a woman of about g, tall and imposing
but quite definitely a little odd. She is given to ‘causes’
and is at present an ardent supporter of astrology and
vegetarianism. She is strikingly clad in a long white
evening gown, with her hair, slightly tinged with green,
in a glittering silver Alice-band. She looks like a cross
between a fairy godmother and one of the Muses. Seeing
PETER she strikes a pose, hands outstretched and recep-
tive, eyes closed. Her voice is deep and vibrant.)

You must be Leo the Lion.

(without turning) Well, you're wrong there. I'm Mickey
Mouse! (He suddenly realises the voice is different, turns
and sees ESTHER.) Oh my gracious! (He leaps to his feet
and backs D.L.)

(advancing D.C., arms outstretched) Stand still! Let me
feel your aura.

What?

(standing in front of him with her arms outstretched
an inch or so from his face) Oh yes, quite definitely a
Leo. Born?

Yes, I think so. Oh yes, definitely.

(impatiently) The date, the date!

Let’s see. It's May the fourth—no, the fifth.

Young man, what is the date of your birthday?

Oh sorry! August the fiftth—the same day as the oysters.
As | thought—a Leo. They always were an awkward
lot!

The following gale warning was issued at nineteen-thirty
hours today. Finisterre, Biscay——

(ESTHER walks across and silences it by pressing a
button.) ‘

Oh, do be quiet. Once it gets going it loses all sense of
proportion. (She returns to PETER and shakes hands with
him.) Good evening. I'm Esther Shaw—but you know
that already.
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PETER Good evening. Actually I came to see—

ESTHER (sitting on the sofa) Do sit down. I knew who you were
as soon as I saw you.

PETER You did? I don’t think [—

(ESTHER draws him down beside her on the sofa and
gazes raptly into his eyes.)

ESTHER Normally, of course, I don’t see anyone in the evenings
but this is rather special isn’t it?

PETER Is it? Actually I came to see Mary and—

ESTHER When did you feel this coming on?

PETER Coming on? You make it sound like the toothache.

ESTHER | mean did it happen gradually or was it—cataclysmic?

PETER Well, I don't really know. I was just standing there at
the bus-stop and we got talking, you know how it is,
and—well—

ESTHER And suddenly you felt—transfigured!

PETER Well, | wouldn’t call it that exactly. Sort of peckish
really. We both did, and so we went into that little café
on the corner for a bite to eat and then——

ESTHER Young man. What are you talking about?

PETER Mary and me. I thought you wanted to know.

ESTHER (standing up) 1 take it you are not Albert Shorter?
PETER (also standing) Good lord, no! I'm Peter—Peter Puller.
ESTHER And you did not come round to discuss a case of inter-

corporeal transmigration?

PETER | couldn’t even pronounce it. No, I came to see Mary
actually.

ESTHER Most disappointing. (She moves across R.) I might have
known it wouldn’t happen to a Leo. (She turns and
points an accusing finger at PETER.) Then what have you
done with Mr. Shorter?

PETER | haven’t done anything with him!

ESTHER But he said on the telephone he would come round this
evening. A most remarkable case.

PETER Perhaps he’s—what you said—migrated.

ESTHER (looking at him solemnly and easing towards C.) Do

"~ you study the stars?

PETER (moving towards her) Oh yes. 1 know the Plough and
Orion and Cassiopeia—that’s the one like a W——

ESTHER I am referring to the mystic power of the zodiac.
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PETER What, Old Moore and all that stuff?

ESTHER Take care! The stars are watching. Your destiny is

written there—up there.
(She points aloft, a prophetess of doom, and PETER gazes
vacantly at the ceiling. As they stand craning their necks
upwards MARY appears from the stairs and marches
briskly between them. She is 19, gay and pretty with a
stubborn streak. She is wearing trews and a jumper.)

MARY What'’s the matter, auntie? Have we sprung a leak?

ESTHER We have an unbeliever amongst us.

MARY Oh yes, I heard Mrs. Trudge call but I was in the bath.
(She turns to PETER.) You've come about the electrics—
Peter!

PETER Hallo, Mary.

MARY Peter darling, whatever are you doing here?

PETER (glancing at ESTHER) [ don’t quite know—now. I
thought I came to see you.

MARY What have you been doing to Peter, auntie?

ESTHER How was I to know he was a friend of yours, dear? He
was pretending to be Albert Shorter. (She sits in the
chair L. of table.)

MARY Who?

PETER Albert Shorter. He’s going to emigrate.

MARY Oh! Did you?

PETER What?

MARY Pretend to be Albert Whatsit?

PETER (easing L.) No, I don’t think so.

ESTHER And he’s a Leo too. Unreliable, Leos are.

MARY (crossing to ESTHER) Now look, auntie dear. Why don’t
you go and have a nice chat with Mrs. Trudge in the
kitchen? She’s very interested in horoscopes and things.
She’s a Sagittarian. (She gives it a hard ‘g’.)

PETER Yes, she is a bit shapeless—it’s probably the way her
dress hangs.

ESTHER (standing up) No. Sagittarius. (She pronounces it with
a soft ‘g’.) The Archer, you know. They’re very reliable,
Sagittarians.

PETER That’s good. You’ll find her diving for pearls behind the
fridge. '

ESTHER Poor dear. She’s getting a bit vague, you know. (She
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goes towards the kitchen but turns and wags an admoni-
tory finger.) Now don’t forget, young man, the stars
have got their eyes on you. (She sweeps magnificently
out into the kitchen.)

MARY Sorry, I should have warned you about auntie.

PETER Yes, she is a bit overpowering.

(MARY runs into his arms.)

MARY Darling!

PETER (Surprised.) What? Oh yes. Darling!

(They embrace but she suddenly breaks away and holds
him at arm’s length.)

MARY But you shouldn’t have come here.

PETER Why not?

MARY You might meet daddy.

PETER But that’s exactly why I've come. Best bib and tucker,
see—and jolly uncomfortable it is too.

MARY But he’ll be terribly cross.

PETER Why? Doesn’t he like collars and ties?

MARY Silly! No, it’s you.

PETER Now why should he be upset because you've got a
boy-friend? Don’t you think he’ll approve of me? (He
kisses her ear reflectively.)

MARY Darling!

PETER Darling!

(They embrace again.)

MARY But he doesn’t even know we're engaged.

PETER Neither did 1. Good show!

MARY Oo! I let that slip, didn’t 1? Well, we are engaged,
aren’t we? I mean sort of.

PETER Darling!

(They sit on the sofa and cuddle close but just as PETER
is getting enthusiastic MRS. TRUDGE enters from the
kitchen and stands by the sofa glaring down at them.
PETER, sensing trouble, breaks from his clinch.)
Do you ever get the feeling you're being watched?
(MRS. TRUDGE coughs and they spring apart.)

MRS. TRUDGE ’Ere, | thought you came round to see about the trouble
with the electrics.

PETER Well—er—no. [—er—yes. That's to say——

MRS. TRUDGE Wot you looking for then—loose connections?
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I'm not looking for trouble.

Not much you ain’t! (To MARY.) You 'aven’t come across
me beads in the excitement, [ suppose?

No, Mrs. T. I'm sorry.

(humping back to the kitchen) Well, don’t let me inter-
rupt yer. 'Lectricians! Come in ’ere and start sparking
all over the sofa!

(She goes out to the kitchen. MARY jumps to her feet.)
It’s no good, Peter. You'd better go.

But I've only just got here!

Daddy will have kittens if he finds you here.

But I still don’t see why. I don’t smoke. I don’t drink—
much. And I change my socks every other day.

But you haven’t got red hair.

What the devil has the colour of my hair got to do with
it?

Everything. Oh Peter, you must listen.

(pulling her down on to the sofa again) Come and sit
down, darling, and take it easy. You'll feel better in a
minute.

Oh, I do wish you’d listen! I told you before; daddy has
very strong ideas about the man I'm going to marry.
(nuzzling her neck) So have I.

But he has worked it all out scientifically. (She clasps
her hands in her lap and drones out the following like
a catechism.) Aged thirty, five feet eight inches, C. of E.,
blue eyes, red hair, spectacles and a tidy mind!

That sounds like a short-sighted waste-paper basket.
What'’s it supposed to be?

That, my poor darling, is the man I'm going to marry.
Fred says so.

Who?

Fred.

And who the devil is Fred?

(pointing to the ‘weighing machine’) That is. He’s a
computer. Frequency Regulated Electronic Device.
F-R-E-D. See?

(walking up to take another look at FRED) So that’s
what it is. I thought it was a dehydrated butler. Well,
he’s not a very good computer——
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MARY But——

PETER —Because I'm twenty-five, five feet ten, brown eyes,
black hair and I'm a Bush Baptist. (He goes up to the
dial and snaps his fingers at it.) So you can stick that
up your fuse-box and blow it!

(FRED lets out a loud raspberry and PETER staggers back.)
That thing’s damn near human!

MARY (getting up and joining him) Daddy made it. He says
it’s infallible. And if Fred reckons my husband is going
to have red hair that’s the way it’s got to be. (She runs
her fingers through PETER’s hair.)

PETER (stamping down stage) Well, you can tell that heap of
wires it had better start computing again because you're
marrying me. ‘

(He sweeps her back on to the sofa and kisses her.)

MARY Darling!

FRED (interrupting their blissful moment with a snort) In the
event of fire, please leave by the Emergency Exit.
(PETER tries to get up but MARY pulls him back.)

PETER (stroking her face) What lovely soft skin.

FRED The average human skin contains two and a half mil-
lion pores.

PETER What?

FRED Pores.

PETER Oh lord, I can’t concentrate with him in the room.
Fancy having your love life ruined by a ruddy robot!
(He jumps to his feet and peers at the machine.)
How does it work anyway? It looks like a weighing
machine.

MARY The main works are in there, in daddy’s laboratory.
(She points to the door marked ‘Private’) And there’s
some more under the stairs. Lots of black boxes and
wires and things. This part is just daddy’s idea of a joke.
He records messages to surprise people.

PETER It certainly surprised me. Come to think of it your dad
must have a funny voice.

MARY It's not him, it’s Fred. Some of his wires are a bit tight.

PETER What happens if [ press this? (He points to the blue
knob.)

MARY Try it and see.
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