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CAST

The play was written for a cast of 3 women and one man.
MARY YATELY
who frequently divides herself into: —
ME
MYSELF
I
* * *
RODNEY BEECH, a reporter
who looks not dissimilar to: —
BILL YATELY, her husband.

* k%

Scene: A bar at lunchtime.
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ME, MYSELF, AND I

ACTI
[Music #1-1(a): RECITATIVE I]

REPORTER.
INTRODUCING RODNEY BEECH
YOUNG, PROMISING REPORTER
(THREE A LEVELS)
FROM THE EVENING ECHO.
NOTEBOOK POISED AND READY FOR ACTION.
ABOUT TO INTERVIEW: —
ME.
MRS. M. YATELY,
MOTHER OF FOUR
(NO A LEVELS)
OF FOURTEEN CALDICOTT GARDENS,
NETTLEFORD ESTATE,
EAST HOPLEY,
NEAR NETTLEFORD,
NORTH YORKS.
(WITH A POST CODE I CAN NEVER REMEMBER)
ABOUT TO BE INTERVIEWED BY:—
REPORTER.
RODNEY BEECH. ABOUT TO INTERVIEW MRS. W.
YAXBY —
OF SOMEWHERE-OR-OTHER GARDENS
WINNER OF THE IDEAL MUM COMPETITION,
ORGANISED BY THE EVENING ECHO,
IN ASSOCIATION WITH NETTLEFORID NURSERIES
AND E. J. COLBY AND SON BRACKETS
HARDWARE . . .
ME.
ABOUT TO BE INTERVIEWED
BY MR. RODNEY BIRCH OF THE EVENING PAPER
(I THINK HIS NAME WAS)
FOR WINNING A COMPETITION
I DIDN’'T EVEN GO IN FOR.
IT WAS OUR MARIJORIE . . .
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REPORTER.
THE SORT OF INTERVIEW
THAT COULD MAKE A YOUNG JOURNALIST A STAR
OVERNIGHT. HA. HA.
ME.
WHY ME?
REPORTER.
I’VE WRITTEN IT BEFORE I GET THERE . . .
ME.
WHAT DO I SAY TO HIM?
REPORTER.
MY SECRET IS THAT I'M BLESSED
WITH A WONDERFUL HUSBAND
AND TWO WONDERFUL CHILDREN—
ME.
FOUR . ..
REPORTER.
ADMITTED MRS. WENDY —
ME.
MARY —
REPORTER.
YAXBY . ..
ME.
YATELY . ..
REPORTER.
ATTRACTIVE BLONDE —
ME.
BRUNETTE . . .
REPORTER.
AGED THIRTY-SIX . . .
ME.
FOUR . ..
REPORTER.
... TOLD ME WITH A SMILE . . .
ME.
...A SMILE . ..

REPORTER. Why do they all sound quite so similar . . . ?
ME. Why does it make me sound so boring . . . ?
REPORTER.

MIND YOU . ..
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ME.
MIND YOU, MY FRIENDS HAVE SOMETIMES SAID

(MYSELF and I, her counterparts, join her.)

ME/MYSELF/I.

THERE’S MORE TO YOU

THAN MEETS THE EYE, MARY . ..
REPORTER.

MIND YOU . ..

ME.

UNFORTUNATELY, IT IS USUALLY ONLY ME
THAT DOES MEET THE EYE . . .
REPORTER.

MIND YOU . ..

ME.

WHICH IS UNFORTUNATE . . .
MYSELF.

HEAR! HEAR!

REPORTER.

MIND YOU, SHE IS A WOMAN . ..
I

CANIHELPITIFIFEEL IT’S ME THAT LETS ME DOWN?
MYSELF.

HEAR! HEAR!

I

NOTI. ..
REPORTER.
I PRESUME SHE IS A WOMAN IF SHE’S MOTHER
OF THE YEAR . ..
ME.
THERE ARE TIMES I WISH . . .
I
. .. WISH THAT I, MYSELF . . .
MYSELF.
MYSELF COULD BE . . .
ME.
. .. COULD BE ANYONE BUT ME. ANYONE . ..
MYSELF.
ANYONE.
I

ANYONE . . .
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[Music #I1-1(b): SOMEBODY NEW]

ME.
BEFORE I MEET HIM HERE
FOR THE FIRST TIME
COULD I POSSIBLY
FIND A DIFFERENT IMAGE
TO PRESENT TO HIM
FOR THE FIRST TIME?
SOMEBODY NEW,
SPARKLING THROUGH.
DIFFERENT ME,
HOW DO YOU DO?

SO WHEN I MEET HIM HERE
FOR THE FIRST TIME

HE'LL BE HYPNOTISED

BY THIS LOVELY STRANGER.
AS HE CONTEMPLATES,

FOR THE FIRST TIME,
SOMEBODY NEW

HOVING IN VIEW.
DIFFERENT ME,

HOW DO YOU DO?

AND, AS I MEET HIS GAZE,

SUDDENLY HIS HEART’S ABLAZE,

CAUSING THIS ROMANTIC HAZE.

NOTHING WE NEED SAY . ..

1 WILL WATCH THE MOON ECLIPSE

AS HE BENDS TO KISS MY LIPS,

THAT'S ANOTHER THOUSAND SHIPS

1 HAVE LAUNCHED TODAY . ..
REPORTER.

JUST BEFORE I MEET HER HERE

FOR THE FIRST TIME,

I’'M CONSIDERING

HOW TO BEST IMPRESS HER.

SHE’LL BE MEETING ME

FOR THE FIRST TIME,

SOMEBODY NEW,

HOW DO YOU DO?

ONE NEVER KNOWS



ME, MYSELF AND I

WHAT COULD ENSUE.

FOR WHEN I MEET HER HERE
FOR THE FIRST TIME,

I COULD INTRODUCE

THIS AMAZING CHANGE OF
PERSONALITY.

FOR THE FIRST TIME
SOMEBODY NEW,

—NEVER GUESS WHO—
STUNNING PHYSIQUE,
SEVEN FOOT TWO . . .

THE ONLY WORDS SHE’LL SAY —
MYSELF.
DARLING, YOU MAY HAVE YOUR WAY,
1 AM BUT A BALL OF CLAY,
PUTTY IN YOUR HANDS . ..
REPORTER.
I'LL GIVE MY LOPSIDED SMILE,
WHISPER, “YOU MUST REST AWHILE.”
SHOWING I'M A MAN OF STYLE,
ONE WHO UNDERSTANDS . . .
ME/REPORTER.
COULD WE BEGIN AGAIN
FOR THE FIRST TIME?
ALL THOSE FAULTS WE HAD
SAFELY DEAD AND BURIED?
NOW WE’RE MEETING HERE,
FOR THE FIRST TIME,
ME.
SOMEBODY NEW —
REPORTER.
SOMEONE WHO GREW —
ME.
DAZZLING ME —
ME/REPORTER.
HOW DO YOU DO?
ME.
HE’LL MURMUR SWEET AND LOW . . .
REPORTER.
SHE WILL SCREAM —
MYSELF.
I NEED YOU SO . ..
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ME.

FROM HIS EYES ALONE I'LL KNOW . . .
REPORTER.

AS I SET HER FREE . . .
MYSELF.

THANK GOD, MEN LIKE YOU EXIST . . .
ME.

WITH A DEEP DESIRE, THEY KISSED . . .
ME/REPORTER.

THINK OF WHAT WE MIGHT HAVE MISSED,

OLD-STYLE YOU AND ME . ..

ON THE VERGE OF MEETING HERE
FOR THE FIRST TIME,
WE ARE STRANGERS STILL
LIKE TWO EMPTY BLACKBOARDS
TO BE WRITTEN ON
FOR THE FIRST TIME.
UP TO US TWO
WHAT WE NOW DO.
WHAT WE BOTH WRITE
EACH WILL CONSTRUE . . .
ME.

DIFFERENT ME . . .
REPORTER.

DIFFERENT YOU . . .
ME/REPORTER.

HOW DO YOU DO,

SOMEBODY NEW.
REPORTER.

HALLO . . .
ME.

HALLO . ..
REPORTER/ME.

HALLO . ..

REPORTER. Mrs. Yaxby? It must me. I’'m so sorry . . .

ME. Yately.

REPORTER. Mmm?

ME. It’s Mrs. Yately . . .

REPORTER. Yately. Of course it is. Yately. Mrs. W. Yately,
Evening Echo Mum of the Year. Voted by over a thousand
readers. What’s the W for? Wendy? Winifred? Wanda?
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ME. Mary.
REPORTER. Mary. I see. W for Mary. They got that bit wrong
as well, did they? Jolly good. Would you care fora . . . ? (he

indicates his drink)

ME. No, thank you. Not for me. Not at lunchtime.

REPORTER. No, perhaps you’re right. We don’t want Mum of
the Year seen falling down in the road, do we? (he laughs)

MysELF. Oh, we’ve got a right little laughing boy here, haven’t
we?

REPORTER. Anyway. My name is Rodney Beech. How do you
do?

ME. How do you do?

I. I think he’s rather sweet.

REPORTER. And I'll be writing this little feature about you for
this Saturday’s edition.

ME. Yes, I see.

REPORTER. So. If you’ve no objections, we’ll get on with it,
shall we? (Producing a pencil and notebook) Now then, Mrs.
Yately — Mary. May I call you Mary?

MYyYSELF. No.

I. Yes.

ME. Of course.

REPORTER. Thank you. Well, Mary . . . [t’s Rodney, by the
way . . .

MYSELF/I. (cod sentimentally) Aaah!

ME. Actually, I thought it would be Mr. Ash.

REPORTER. Mr. Ash?

ME. Who’d be talking to me.

REPORTER. Ah, well, no. Mr. Ash doesn’t normally . . . It’s
not his usual custom to . . .

I. He’s too grand for you, dear.

REPORTER. He doesn’t come into the field himself all that
frequently. We call it the field.

MyseLF/I. Moo!

ME. Oh, it doesn’t matter . . .

REPORTER. So I'm afraid you’ll have to put up with Mr. Beech
instead of Mr. Ash. I hope you won’t feel you’re barking up the
wrong tree, eh? (he laughs)

(ME looks blank. I and MYSELF laugh rather sarcastically.)

ME. I beg your pardon?
I. It was a joke, dear. The man made a joke.
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ME. Oh.

MYSELF. God, she’s so dim . . .

REPORTER. Doesn’t matter. Forget it. Just a little joke.

ME. Oh. Yes . . . (she smiles belatedly)

MYSELF. Mum of the Year . . . flurp . . . flurp . . .

I. Leave her alone.

REPORTER. I'm sorry. It’s one of my weaknesses, I'm afraid.
Making jokes. I'm sorry.

ME. That’s alright, I like jokes.

MYSELF. You never see them.

REPORTER. I'll try not to do it too much.

MYSELF. She just puts them in her bag, takes them home and
looks at them later. Wakes up in the middle of the night—
(opening her handbag)— ha, ha, ha.

REPORTER. Now, this obviously is going to be about you and
your family. But mostly I want it to be about you. I want to hear
all there is to know about you. Hold back nothing.

ME. Well, I'm afraid I'm not all that interesting.

REPORTER. Oh, come on, that’s what they all say . . .

ME. I'm really very ordinary.

MYyYseLF. Hear! Hear!

I. Rubbish.

ME. Just one of these boring old housewives, you know . . .

I. Shame!

REPORTER. (admonishingly) Ah, now . . .

ME. That’s me.

I. Don’t listen to her . . .

REPORTER. Anyway . . .

I. . . . she’s always selling us short . . .

MyYsELF. No, she’s not. For once, she’s actually telling the
truth. That’s rare [ know but—

ME. (sharply) Look, please, shut up.

REPORTER. (startled) What?

ME. Oh, nothing. I was talking to myself.

REPORTER. Ah. First signs, you know . . .

ME. Yes. (she smiles) Sorry . . .

MyseLF. Flurp . . . flurp . . . flurp . . .

[Music #1-2: SONG OF MY CHILDHOOD)

REPORTER. Right. From the beginning . . .
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REPORTER.
SO TELL ME ALL ABOUT YOUR CHILDHOOD —
ME.
CHILDHOOD? LET’S SEE . . .
REPORTER.
DO YOU RECALL A HAPPY CHILDHOOD?
ME.
CHILDHOOD? NOT ME.
I WAS THE LAST OF FOUR
WE WERE SO VERY POOR WE
RAGGED, GAWKY,
STARVING, DOORKEY KIDS.
REPORTER.
SO FOOD WAS SCARCE?
ME.
WE’D NEVER EAT . ..
REPORTER.
YOU WENT TO SCHOOL?
ME.
IN JUST BARE FEET . ..
REPORTER. (0 himself)
I SEE IT THERE,
MY RAGGED BAREFOOT CHILDHOOD . . .
MYSELF. (replacing ME)
OF COURSE MY FATHER WASN'T HOME MUCH.
REPORTER.
ORPHANED, LIKE ME.
MYSELF.
HE HAD SOME CUSHY JOB IN WHITEHALL
REPORTER.
WHITEHALL? I SEE . . .
MYSELF.
WE HAD THIS VAST ESTATE
MYSELF, MY BRO, MY MATER
(BABS CAME LATER)
QUITE NEAR CATERHAM —
REPORTER.
A VAST ESTATE?
MYSELF.
WELL, MOST OF KENT . . .
REPORTER.
YOU WEREN'T THAT POOR?
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MYSELF.

WE OVERSPENT.
REPORTER. (to himself)

A TITLE SWITCH . . .

MY LITTLE RICH GIRL STORY —
ME. (replacing MYSELF)

HOW IS IT SO FAR?
REPORTER.

IF YOU'LL EXCUSE ME—

1 AM

A FRACTION

CONFUSED.

PLEASE, CARRY ON . . .
1. (replacing ME)

1 SPENT MY EARLY DAYS IN CAIRO
REPORTER.

CAIRO?
I.

WHAT’S WRONG?
REPORTER.

I THINK I NEED ANOTHER BIRO . . .
I

THEN IN HONG-KONG.

MA WAS A STRIPTEASE QUEEN.

SHE PLAYED THE CONCERTINA.

THERE’S NOT BEEN A

MORE OBSCENER ACT.
REPORTER.

IS THAT A FACT?

SOME THINGS CONFLICT —

I

BUT ISN'T LIFE—?
REPORTER.

—AND CONTRADICT.

1.
—ONE PARADOX?
REPORTER. (to himself)

MY STRIPPER SQUEEZE BOX MOTHER . . . ?

ME. (replacing I)
STILL WITH ME SO FAR?
REPORTER.
WELL. I CONFESS YOU
LOST ME
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A LITTLE

BACK THERE.

MAY 1 RECAP?

YOUR BAREFOOT FATHER WORKED IN
WHITEHALL . . .

THAT BIT SOUNDS WRONG.

YOUR MOTHER STRIPPED HER WAY ROUND
KENT OR

WAS IT HONG KONG?

YOUR BROTHER HAD NO SHOES—

I FIND THIS MOST CONFUSING,

QUITE BEMUSING.

AM I LOSING TOUCH?
ME/MYSELF/I.

THAT’'S HOW IT WAS

WE ALL AGREE
MyYsELF/I.

WHAT’S RIGHT FOR US
ME.

SEEMS FALSE TO ME . . .
ME/MYSELF/I.

IT’S UNDERSTOOD

IT’S JUST A CHILDHOOD STORY.

THAT’S HOW IT WAS

WE ALL AGREE.

WHAT’S RIGHT FOR HER

SEEMS FALSE TO ME.

IT’S UNDERSTOOD

ITS JUST A CHILDHOOD STORY.

(ME and REPORTER, seated as before.)

REPORTER. (afier a pause) Yes . . . You might have to go a
shade slower for me, Mary. I have shorthand, of course. But it
does have its limits . . .

ME. Sorry.

REPORTER. Yes. (he studies his notes) Yes, I might have to
come back to you on that later on. Anyway. Now. Children.
You’ve got how many? Two, it says here. What are they? Boy and
a girl? Two boys? Two girls? I can’t think of any other combina-
tions ofthand. (he laughs)

MYysELF. It’s another joke. Wake up!

ME. Oh. (she laughs)
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I. He’s lovely when he smiles.

ME. No. Three girls. One boy.

REPORTER. Three . . . ? ThenItakeit you have four children
and not two as it says here?

ME. Yes. Four. (REPORTER scribbles in his notebook.) Well,
that was the number when I last counted, anyway. (she smiles)

(REPORTER fails to notice.)

MysgeLF. Oh, God. Now she’s making jokes. We’re all
doomed.

I. I thought that was quite funny.

MYyYsSELF. Yes, he’s rolling about, isn’t he? Him and Marti
Caine there.

[Music #1-3: I DON'T WANT TO DO IT]

REPORTER. So I take it, Mary, you’re fond of children?
I. No.
MYSELF. Sometimes.
ME. (smiling happily) Oh, yes . . .
ME/MYSELF/L
I DON'T WANT TO DO IT.
YOU CAN'T MAKE ME DO IT
YOU WON'T MAKE ME DO IT,
‘LESS I WANT TO DO IT—
ME.
EVER SINCE MY MOTHER
WENT IN LABOUR,
AIDED BY THE MILKMAN
AND A NEIGHBOUR
PRACTICALLY THE FIRST WORDS
I COULD SAY WERE —
I
I WILL DO NOTHING I DON’'T WANT TO DO.
ME/L.
I DON'T WANT TO EAT IT
YOU CAN'T MAKE ME EAT IT.
YOU WON'T MAKE ME EAT IT
‘LESS I WANT TO EAT IT—
MYSELF.
EVER SINCE THOSE AWFUL
SCHOOLTIME LUNCHES,
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SAUSAGE A LA TOAD WITH

MASH THAT CRUNCHES.

TAPIOCA SERVED IN

STICKY BUNCHES —
ME.

I WILL EAT NOTHING I DON'T WANT TO EAT.
MYSELF.

AS A LITTLE GIRL MY SHRILL INSISTANCE

WORE AWAY MY PARENTS’ TIRED RESISTANCE,
ME.

I WOULD OVERRIDE THEIR ADMONITIONS

THREATEN THEM WITH PUBLIC EXHIBITIONS.
I

I'D STAND AND YELL

TILL THEY BOTH GAVE IN.

—MISS CRAFTY —

SHE KNEW DAMN WELL

SHE WOULD ALWAYS WIN

BY SCREAMING —
ME/MYSELF/L.

I DON'T WANT TO DO IT

YOU CAN'T MAKE ME DO IT

YOU WON'T MAKE ME DO IT

‘LESS I WANT TO DO IT.
I.

LATER AS A SPOTTY

TEEN TEMPTATION

I BECAME A SOURCE OF

MALE FRUSTRATION,

AS I MADE THE PO-FACED

DECLARATION —
MYSELF.

I WILL DO NOTHING I DON'T WANT TO DO.
MYSELF/I.

I DON'T WANT TO HAVE IT

YOU CAN’T MAKE ME HAVE IT

YOU WON'T MAKE ME HAVE IT

‘LII%/?S I WANT TO HAVE IT.

E.

THEN 1 MET A MAN WHOM

1 LOVED DEARLY.

THROUGH HIS EYES I SAW ME

MUCH MORE CLEARLY.
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THEN IT WAS A CASE THAT
QUITE SINCERELY —
I

I WOULD DO ALL THAT HE'D WANT ME TO DO.
MYSELF.

HE WOULD GIVE COMMANDS ANDIWOULD DO THEM

HE'D CREATE THE HOOPS AND I'D JUMP
THROUGH THEM . ..
ME.

WE HAD FOUND THE PERFECT WAY OF LIVING—

HE'D DO ALL THE TAKING, I THE GIVING . . .
I

LIFE HAS A WAY

LIFE REMEMBERS THOSE

WHO CHEAT IT.

LIFE MAKES THEM PAY,

PAY RIGHT THROUGH THE NOSE

FOR SAYING—
ME/MYSELF/I.

1 DON'T WANT TO DO IT

YOU CAN’T MAKE ME DO IT

YOU WON'T MAKE ME DO IT

‘LESS I WANT TO DO IT.
ME.

NOW TODAY THE CIRCLE’S

BEEN COMPLETED
MYSELF.

I AM CAREFUL HOW MY

KIDS ARE TREATED —
I

MAKING SURE THAT HISTORY’S

NOT REPEATED —
ME/MYSELF/L.

I MAKE SURE SOMETIMES THEY DO THINGS
THEY DON'T

WANT TO DO.

(ME and REPORTER, seated as before.)

REPORTER. Yes. I think I’ll just put that you have a sane and
practical attitude towards children. Not over-sentimental. In
fact, a typical ideal mum.

MyYSELF. Flurp . . . flurp . . . flurp . . .
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REPORTER. Good. And it says here that you live on the Nettle-
ford Estate so that can’t be right, can it? Not if it's down here?

ME. Yes, that’s right. The Nettleford Estate.

REPORTER. Oh, surprise. And your husband?

ME. Oh yes, he lives there too.

REPORTER. (patiently) Yes, I guessed he lived there. I mean,
what does he do for a living?

ME. (flustered.) Oh, I see. I'm sorry.

MYSeLF. There she goes. Brain of Britain. Flurp

. flurp . flurp . .

ME (losmg control tealfully) Listen, will you just shut up and
leave me alone. I’'m doing my best here . . .

REPORTER. What was that?

ME. ... honestlylam . . .

REPORTER. Mrs. Yately?

MyYSeLF. Flurp . . . flurp . . .

REPORTER. Mary ?

L (over this) Leave her alone, for God’s sake. She’s doing her
best, isn’t she?

MYSELF. (simultaneously) Flurp . . . flurp . . .

ME. (over this last) If you think you can do any better, just
you try answering all these questions. See how you like it .

REPORTER. (loudly) Mrs. Yately! (4 silence, more gently) Are
you alright, Mrs. Yately?

ME. (weakly) I'm sorry. I just . . . I lost control of my-
self . . . Or rather, me lost control of I . . . myself. You see?

REPORTER. Would you prefer it if we carried on tomorrow? If
you’d prefer?

ME. No, I'll be alright. Don’t worry.

REPORTER. You're sure?

ME. Yes. Please. Carry on.

REPORTER. (uncertain) Yes. Well, I was asking about your
husband . . . Excuse me, you’re not undergoing any sort of —
strain, you know, at the moment, are you?

ME. No. My husband works for Regis. Electronics, you know.

REPORTER. Oh, yes. I know the firm.

ME. We’re both very happy. Both of us.

I Liar.

ME. He’s always been very good . . . He’s marvellous. Won-
derful. I think sometimes it’s me. ’'m the problem, you see. Me.
Not him.

1. (derisively) Ha!
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[Music #1-4: MY HOUSE]

ME.

WHO’S THIS IN OUR HOUSE?

THIS HOUSE IS MY HOUSE.
REPORTER. (as husband)

HALLO, DARLING. YOU’RE BACK A LITTLE EARLY
TONIGHT.

ME.
SHE’S HERE IN MY HOUSE . . .
REPORTER.
MRS. LEES WAS WANTING —
MYSsELF. (as MRS. LEES)
I LOOKED IN BECAUSE I NOTICED THE LIGHT.
ME.
... LOOKED INTO MY HOUSE . ..
REPORTER.
MY GOLLY, LOOK, TIME JUST PASSES—
MYSELF.
I HEAR THAT YOU’RE TAKING KEEP-FIT CLASSES
NOW . ..
I
SHE’S HERE IN YOUR HOUSE . . .
ME.
IT°S MODERN DANCE.
I

SAT THERE IN YOUR HOUSE . . .
REPORTER.

WE WERE TALKING BEFORE YOU JUST CAME IN
ABOUT HEAT —
ME.

HE’S LOOKING HOT THERE . . .
MYSELF.

I HEAR YOUR REQUIREMENTS

ARE FAR MORE THAN YOUR POOR BOILER CAN MEET.
ME.

SHE’S BEING SNIDE NOW . . .
REPORTER.

SHE TELLS ME THEY’VE LAGGED THEIR ATTIC—
MYSELF.

AND ALL OUR CONTROLS ARE THERMOSTATIC, TOO.
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ME.
THIS HOUSE IS MY HOUSE . . .
MYSELF.
AND NOT LIKE YOU.
ME.
CLEAR OUT OF MY HOUSE . ..
MYSELF.
YOUR HUSBAND TELLS ME
HE’S NOT BEEN WELL.
ME.
OH, HE’S VERY PRONE.
PICKS UP ANYTHING THAT GOES ROUND.
1 HOPE YOUR HUSBAND WON’'T CATCH IT, TOO.
MYSELF.
IT DEPENDS HOW STRONG
THEIR RESISTANCE IS.
WHEN MINE CATCHES THINGS,
HE COMES RUNNING BACK HOME
TO ME.
L
SHE’S GOT YOU THERE, KID . . .
ME.
AND MORE FOOL HE.
I
YOU’VE GOT HER THERE, KID.
REPORTER.
JEAN WAS TELLING ME—
YOU DON'T MIND ME CALLING YOU JEAN?
ME.
OH, SO IT’S JEAN NOW . . .
REPORTER.
JEAN HAS JUST BEEN SAYING THAT OUR DECOR
IS THE NICEST SHE’S SEEN.
L
SHE’S AFTER YOUR HOUSE . . .
ME.
WHAT STRUCK HER AS MOST AFPPEALING?
I HOPE SHE ADMIRED OUR BEDROOM CEILING, TOO.

L
THAT BED IS YOUR BED . ..
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MYSELF.
A LOVELY BLUE.

I

SHE’S BEEN IN YOUR BED . . .
MYSELF.

YOUR HUSBAND TELLS ME—

ME.

PLEASE, CALL HIM BILL . . .
MYSELF.

MAY I CALL YOU BILL?
REPORTER.

YES, PLEASE CALL ME BILL.
ME.

JEAN MEET BILL.
MYSELF.

YOUR HUSBAND TELLS ME—
ME.

I'M MARY, PLEASE . ..
MYSELF.

WHAT A PRETTY NAME . ..
ME.

THAT’S THE WAY IT CAME . ..
MYSELF.

SUCH A COMFY NAME . ..
ME.

WELL, IT’'S BETTER THAN JOAN OR JEAN . ..
I

MY NAME IS MY NAME . . .
ME.

I DIDN'T MEAN . . .

I.

OH YES YOU DID, KID.
MYSELF.

1 MUST HURRY HOME. TOM WILL WONDER
WHERE I HAVE BEEN.

I
YOU’VE BEEN IN MY HOUSE.
ME.
YOU COULD ALWAYS TELL HIM . . .
REPORTER.
THANKS FOR POPPING IN AND SEEING US, JEAN.
I
SHE’S BEEN IN MY BED.
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MYSELF.
WHAT WAS IT, NOW, THAT I CAME FOR . . . ?
ME.
HERE’S HOPING ONE DAY I’LLL DO THE SAME FOR YOU.
I
’LL SLEEP IN HER BED . . .
MYSELF.
I HOPE SO, TOO . . .
I

SHE SLEPT IN MY BED—
ME.
GIVE TOM MY LOVE, NOW.
MYSELF.
HAVE YOU BOTH MET?
ME.
I RUN INTO HIM
WHEN HE COMES TO DO MODERN DANCE—
REPORTER.
DOES TOM GO DANCING?
ME.
EACH TUESDAY NIGHT.
MYSELF.
SO THAT'S WHERE HE GOES—
REPORTER.
TOMMY TWINKLE-TOES . . .
MYSELF.
I DID NOT SUPPOSE TOM WOULD EVER BEHAVE
LIKE THAT . ..

I

YOU’VE GOT HER THERE, GIRL . . .
ME.

SO TIT FOR TAT.
I

CLEAR OUT OF MY HOUSE.

THIS HOUSE IS MY HOUSE.
ME/L

SO JUST SCRAM.

(MYSELF is now sitting in ME’s chair. REPORTER scribbles.)
REPORTER. Well, Mary, I don’t know how much of that I can

print but . . . Family paper, you know. (ke laughs)
MYSELF. (smiling) Oh, well.
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REPORTER. (studying her slightly puzzledly) You're—
er . .. You’re looking a bit better, anyway. You gave me a
fright a minute ago. Much better.

MySELF. Yes. I get better when I'm less nervous in myself.

REPORTER. Ah.

MYSELF. Strangers always make me feel clumsy and awkward.
I hate me when I’'m like that.

ME. Alright, alright . . .

MYyYSELF. (taking REPORTER's glass) May 1?7

REPORTER. Yes, help yourself. Sure you wouldn’t like me to
—? (he half rises)

MyYSELF. No, this is fine, thank you. I just needed something to
refresh myself.

ME. She’s not going to get us all drunk again, is she?

1. Very probably.

(They react as MYSELF takes a huge swig from the glass.)

REPORTER. And how about your own childhood then, Mary?
How would you describe that?

MYSELF. —er . . .

ME. Foul.

I. Awful.

MyseLF. Well . . .

ME. Spoilt.

I. Fat.

MysELF. Shy, really.

REPORTER. Shy? Oh, that’s a nice touch. A shy child.
MYysELF. I suppose it was because I was rather . . .
I. Fat.

MyskeLF. Overweight.

REPORTER. Overweight? You mean fat?

MYSELF. —er . . . yes, I suppose . . .

I. Fat.

MysEgLF. Fat, yes.

4 RE‘};ORTER. Oh, dear. That made life a bit difficult, I expect,

id it?

MYSELF. A bit.

ME. Impossible.

I. There was this thin girl trying to get out . . .
REPORTER. Especially at dances, I suppose?
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MySELF. (blankly) Dances?
REPORTER. You know. Dances.
ME. (with a shudder) Dances . . .

[Music #1-5: UNLIKELY]

MyseLFE. Oh, yes. Especially at dances.
MYSELF.

THOUGH IT'S NOT LIKELY

I KNOW IT’S UNLIKELY

AS GREAT MIGHT THE LIKELIHOOD BE

OF LIGHTNING STRIKING

AS YOU'D TAKE A LIKING

TO SOMEONE UNLIKELY AS ME . ..

MEe/L
INSIDE THERE'S A FIRE
QUIETLY BLAZING.
COME CLOSER, THE HEAT'S
QUITE AMAZING . . .

ME.

A MAN OF YOUR TASTE

SHOULD SURELY NOW BE ABLE

NOT TO JUDGE THINGS FROM THE LABEL . . .
MYSELF.

IF IT’S MERELY FUN THAT YOU ARE AFTER

YOU CAN GET YOUR SHARE OF LAUGHTER
HERE . . .

ME/L
SHE IS NOT LIKELY
WE KNOW SHE’S UNLIKELY
ME.
SHE OFTEN LOOKS LIKEWISE TO ME—

MEe/L.

PLEASE DON’T BE BLINDED

YOU’RE VERY LIKE-MINDED,

THERE’S NO ONE COULD LOVE YOU LIKE SHE —
MYSELF.

YOU’D BETTER MOVE FAST

1 AM WAITING.

IT’S STARTING TO PROVE

SO FRUSTRATING . . .
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ME.

REMEMBER THE PHRASE

STILL WATERS RUN MUCH DEEPER?
MYSELF.

I'M WHAT SPY-RINGS CALL A SLEEPER . ..
ME/MYSELF/L

IF YOU’'RE WANTING SOMEONE UNDERCOVER

YOU WILL FIND THE PERFECT LOVER HERE . . .
MYSELF.

THOUGH IT’S UNLIKELY

I KNOW IT’S UNLIKELY

I'D LIKE YOU TO LISTEN TO ME—

LIKELY AS NOT YOU

AS SOON AS I'VE GOT YOU

WILL LIKE HOW OUR LOVING WILL BE . ..
ME/MYSELF/I.

THAT ISN'T UNLIKELY . . .

(During this last, the REPORTER has got himself another pint.
He sits down beside MYSELF again who still has the re-
mains of his original drink.)

REPORTER. (foasting her cheerfully) Cheers!

MYSELF. (responding) Cheers!

ME. (swallowing with her) Oh, I do hate beer . . .

REPORTER. Well, never mind. That’s all in the past, isn’t it?

MYysELF. Right.

REPORTER. You seem to have turned out alright, anyway.

MYSELF. Thank you . . .

I. He makes me sound like a cake . . .

REPORTER. Can’t complain now . . .

MyseLF. No . . .

REPORTER. Quite a dish . . .

ME. More of a fruit flan . . .

MyseLF. Well . . . I could say the same . . .

REPORTER. Really?

MYSELF. Yes . . . You're quite a flan yourself . . .

REPORTER. Pardon?

I. Oh, Gawd . . . I wouldn’t mind if she chatted them up
properly. She can’t even do that . . .

REPORTER. What’s a flan?
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MysELF. You are. You’re my sort of flar, anyway . . . (she
laughs)

I. Oh well, that’s it, isn’t it? She’s blown it completely now.
There’ll be nothing left by the time I get there, that’s for sure.

MYSELF. Jolly good beer, isn’t it?

REPORTER. Careful, now careful. It’s quite strong if you’re not
used to it. You might live to regret it, eh?

MyYsSeLF. Ooh. The things I've lived to regret. I could tell
you . . .

REPORTER. Really?

MyYSELF. Ooh-hoo. If Thad amind to . . .

ME. Don’t you dare.

REPORTER. Well, watch yourself, Mary. We can’t print any-
thing too risque, you know. Can’t have our Mum of the Year with
an X certificate, can we?

MysELF. Oh, I’'m sorry.

REPORTER. Curse of the Ideal Mummy, ¢h? (ke laughs)

(MYSELF screams with laughter.)

I. She’s away. Hours of subtlety straight down the sink . . .

MyskeLF. Oh dear, that’s funny. That is funny . . .

ME. Look at her. Look at her . . .

MYyYsELF. You're a very funny flan . . .

REPORTER. Steady on. You’ll have us thrown out in a minute.

I. He’s been turned right off.

ME. Not surprised.

MYSELF. Oh, I’'m sorry. I don’t often go but when I do go I go
allatonce . . .

REePORTER. That’s alright. Nice to see someone enjoying
themselves.

ME. Revolting.

1. (calling to REPORTER) We do have a nicer side, too, you
know. Over here. If you can just hold on, I'll pull myself
together . . .

MYSELF. Sorry, I'm drinking all this.

REPORTER. You carry on.

I. Mind you, I'll be flat on my back by the time I get a look in.

ME. As usual.

MysELF. It’s a good job you don’t know what really goes
on...
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REPORTER. Where?

MyYsSELF. On the Nettleford Estate.

REPORTER. What? What goes on?

MysELF. I wouldn’t want to shock you.

REPORTER. No, you won’t shock me. It’s only the readers that
get shocked. Not me. I've seen it all.

MYSELF. All?

REPORTER. Well. Most of it. Come on. What gives on the
Nettleford Estate that I don’t know about?

MYSELF. Well . . .

ME. She’s telling him everything.

MYSELF. You won’t be able to print it.

REPORTER. Maybe not but I'd like to hear it.

[Music #1-6: THE WIFE-SWAP DANCE]

I. Well, that’s that.
ME. But it’s all lies.
I. Some of them . . .
MYSELF. Well . . .
ME. It was nothing to do with me.
I. Oh, yes it was . . .
MYSELF.
STUCK OUT IN SUBURBIA WITH LITTLE TO DO,
WE ARE GRATEFUL FOR THE OFFER OF A
DIFFERENT VIEW.
ANXIOUS TO TRY ANYTHING THE SLIGHTEST BIT
NEW,
WE ARE RESTLESSLY EXPLORING
AVENUES LESS BORING
THAN THE ONES THAT WE KNOW —

I

NO ONE CAN DENY WE ARE DEVOTED AND TRUE,
ME.

THOUGH THE ONLY DOUBTFUL QUESTION IS,
DEVOTED TO WHO?
MYSELF.

FOR WE, NOT INFREQUENTLY CHANGE PARTNERS
TOO
I

JUST TO TRY AND KEEP OUR REASON,
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