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CHARACTERS

Denis, a dustman

Edith, Harold’s mother

Mrs Thompson, a neighbour

Horrible Harold, Edith’s monstrous offspring

Granny Grot, owner of the Grot Shop

Mr Slickerbotham, owner of the Dry Cleaning
Emporium

Freda

Clarissa

Megagerm, a formless, amoebic germ creature

Archie, Harold’s father

Mrs Thompson can double Megagerm

} Slickerbotham’s assistants

The action takes place in Brick Street and at Mr Slicker-
botham’s pre-processing laboratory

Act I  Dustbin collection day
Act I The same evening






Description of Characters and their Costumes

Denis. An amiable, easy-going Cockney dustman who works the Brick
Street area. In Act I he wears a flat cap, old and battered trousers (which are
far too big for him), checked shirt, old stained waistcoat, large boots and a
pair of big, dirty, old gloves. In Act II he wears a checked woolly dressing-
gown.

Edith. A harassed, worried “mum”. Mother of Harold and wife of Archie,
she works as tea-lady in Mr Slickerbotham’s Dry Cleaning Emporium. In
Act I she wears a headscarf, sensible but boring blouse, pleated skirt with
her petticoat hanging below the hem, thick, wrinkled stockings, flat shoes or
plimsols, flowered wrap-over pinafore, and three-quarter length imitation
leather coat. In Act II she requires a bright orange or pink shortie nylon
nightie, furry slippers, hair net, rollers and face-pack.

Mrs Thompson is a scruffy housewife wearing a dressing-gown, tatty slippers
and with a cigarette hanging out of her mouth.

Horrible Harold. A monstrous offspring who lives in a pram. Son of Edith
and Archie he is aged twenty-six but has been mentally stunted since his
Dad’s disappearance. He wears a knitted blue bonnet, blue matinee jacket,
mittens or gloves, bootees, gigantic (suspiciously stained) nappy—a large
white bath towel is best-—large dirty bib, big dummy on a ribbon, tattoos on
arms and spots on face and cheeks.

Granny Grot. The owner of the Amazing Grot Shop, who deals only in
grotty, stuffy, old rubbish and gungey things. She is elderly and eccentric. In
Act 1 she wears a straw hat decorated with vegetables, high-necked
Victorian white blouse, short, brightly coloured “‘garibaldi” jacket, finger-
less gloves, brightly coloured scarves around neck, voluminous skirt covered
with multi-coloured patch pockets, brightly coloured tights or leg-warmers,
bloomers, button-up boots, beads, chains, glasses and binoculars hanging
around her neck. In Act I1 she wears a Victorian nightdress, shawl, mop cap
or bonnet, with a cloak for the street scene. A satchel-type bag might be
useful in Act I for carrying props.

Mr Slickerbotham. The immaculate, evil and shifty owner of the Dry
Cleaning Emporium. He wears a white tail suit, white shirt, white bow-tie,
white waistcoat, white gloves and white shoes. Do not make-up his face in
any way.

Freda and Clarissa. Mr Slickerbotham’s semi-robotic assistants. Dressed in
white all-in-one boiler suits with white motor-cyclist silk helmet inners or
balaclavas, white gloves, white plimsols with clown CTV white pancake
make-up. For the costume change in Act IT either a set of identical but filthy
costumes, or net drapes to go over existing costumes from which hang
shredded dustbin liners, old foam, string, general gunge with stockings
pulled over faces.

Megagerm. A formless conglomeration of germy things. Megagerm should



be frightening. His costume is made out of black lining material with strips
added to break up his human shape, over the top of some stiffer paper or
cardboard which is mis-shapen. His head mask should be twice the size of a
human head and a kind of gigantic globule of boils, bumps and pustules.
Below this costume he wears a white boiler suit and balaclava for transfor-
mation in the Processor. It is essential that on entry Megagerm’s feet are
hidden and that it appears to float. His movements should be flowing and
menacing—nearly slow-motion.

Archie. Harold’s long-lost Dad and Edith’s long-lost husband. Dressed in
either long grandad combinations or singlet vest with very baggy short
underpants.



Production Notes

The playing area should be very simple and can either be played on a
conventional proscenium arch stage or, as in the original production, played
as ““theatre in the long” (see set plan on Page 34). The following directions
assume that the director has decided to stage his/her production on the
floor of the area i.e. hall, room, theatre auditorium. The area is set out as a
street, which stretches the length of the space. The audience sit either side of
the street, raked, looking down on Brick Street. There is a zebra or
pedestrian crossing in the centre of the street, a letter-box and street signs on
the walls and any other paraphernalia that the company feels necessary.

At one end of the street is Granny Grot’s Grot Shop; there is a door but the
interior of the shop and all the grottery is clearly visible to the audience.
There is a small area in front of the shop where Harold is later left for his
evening nap, but the inside is a complete shambles. There is a counter and
many shelves displaying bottles full of coloured water and labelled with
bizarre potions: “Essence of Newt”, “Nasty bits” and “Tincture of Toe-
Clippings”, etc. Books, old hats, sinks, gardening tools, a gramophone, a
busted piano, jars, junk and jumble are among the things to be found inside.

At the other end of the street is the immaculate exterior of Mr Slickerboth-
am’s Dry Cleaning Emporium. The front fagade is clearly visible but for the
moment the Processor and other mysteries are hidden from the audience
until the sliding door is lifted (see Page 34).

Outside each shop you have a lamp-post on a separate dimmer, as these help
to create the sense of night falling in Act II and in the latter part of Act I.
These are optional but can be made quite simply with cardboard tubing and
ingenuity.

As the Audience arrive, they can be shown to their seats by a variety of
street people. For example, Old Sid, the barrel-organ player, policemen,
traffic wardens, postman, posh women out shopping, delivery people, flower
seller, winkle seller, ice cream vendor, etc. All of these characters can be
given specific funny tasks. The traffic warden nicks kids for sitting still too
long in one spot; kids help the postman empty the box full of strange
objects; delivery men get kids to knock on Slickerbotham’s place to deliver a
parcel; Mrs Thompson can come out and get it, etc.

When the Audience are settled, the Street People disappear and the street is
brilliantly lit as we hear Denis singing offstage.






ACT 1*

The characters in the street (if used) have dispersed and, as the House Lights

fade, the street area, Granny Grot’s Shop and Mr Slickerbotham’s Emporium
become brightly lit. The audience is first made aware of Denis the dustman by
his singing offstage a snatch of “My Old Man’s A Dustman”

Denis (calling off) Be wiv you in a tick, Charlie. Just got these bins down
Brick Street to do.
Voice (off) OK, Den.

Denis enters, singing. He slows down on the last line as he produces a bag of
old rubbish or an apple and aims to get it in Granny Grot’s dustbin

There is a drum roll and a crash as it goes in

Yeah! (His arm is aloft like a darts player. He sees the audience) Mornin’,
darlin’. (He shakes hands with the audience) Wotcher sunshine. (He shakes
hands again) Bit nippy this morning in’ it? Now, what we got down Brick
Street today? (He lifts the lid on Mrs Thompson's bin) Cor, don’t like the
look of this one. (He sniffs and goes cross-eyed) Phew! Wot a pong!!

Mrs Thompson enters carrying a newspaper and smoking a cigarette

Mrs Thompson All right, Denis, what’s wrong now?

Denis Wot’s wrong, Mrs Thompson? Wot have you put in your bin? It’s
disgusting!

Mrs Thompson Cabbages and cat food.

Denis Now she tells me.

Really deafening “heavy metal”” music is heard

Mrs Thompson (shouting) 1 know who that’ll be. Young ’Arold and his
mum, Edith.

The music fades

Denis Poor Edith. Wot a tragical life she’s had. Her husband ...

Mrs Thompson (butting in—she’s a know-all) Archie.

Denis (looking at Mrs Thompson) Archie. Pops upstairs one night to tuck
young Harold in, tell ’im his horror story and . ..

Mrs Thompson (interrupting) ... give 'im 'is ham sandwich.

Denis ... give him ’is ham sandwich—when what do you think happens?
Well, Archie ...

*N.B. Paragraph 3 on page ii of this Acting Edition regarding photocopying and
video-recording should be carefully read.
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Mrs Thompson (interrupting again) Harold’s Dad.

Denis Harold’s Dad, just disappears. Whoosh! Just like that. One minute he
was there . ..

Mrs Thompson The next minute he weren’t there. All that was left, not a
word of a lie, was ’is trousers, ’is boots and ’is shirt. Not a sign of Archie
anywhere.

Denis

Mrs Thompson } (together) Very mysterical.

Mrs Thompson picks up her morning milk bottle and exits

Denis (moving to another part of the street) And he’s never been heard of
from that day to this. The police were completely baff-boozled. And so
there’s poor Edith left to bring up the nipper all on her tod. Course it
affected Harold summinck chronic—stunted his growth, well, I mean it
ain’t natural to ’ave yer Dad disappear on yer like that and . ..

Mrs Thompson sticks her head out of her door

Mrs Thompson He never got his ham sandwich.
Denis

Mrs Thompson (together) Terrible business.

Heavy metal music is heard again

Edith enters, pushing a large pram containing Harold which is covered with
football slogans, Guinness adverts and lots of graffiti like “Harold rules,
OK”, “Who hicked my Dad?”’, and “I luv Wally”’. Smoke is coming from
the pram suggesting that Harold is having a cigarette

Denis (over the din) Mornin® Edith!

Edith (flustered) Mornin’ Denis!

Denis Mornin’ Harold!

Harold Wotcher Den!

Denis Everyfink OK?

Harold Yeah. Wanna sausage? (He holds out a big red sausage)

Denis Er, not just now Harold, thanks.

Harold Good. (He puts it back inside)

Denis ’Ere, Edith, you’re a bit late for work, ain’t cher? (He looks at his
watch)

Edith I know, Mr Slickerbotham’ll kill me. But it’s this pram. Pushin’ it up
that hill and ’Arold’s gettin’ such a weight these days. (Louder) ’Arold,
please turn your tranny down a bit, love.

The music fades

Denis That’s it Harold. Anyway, Play School’s comin’ on the tele now.
Harold Goody, goody!

There is activity in the pram, a blue flicker and the opening credits of “‘Play
School” emerge from the interior. Harold laughs. He likes it



Act 1 3

Edith (moving away to speak to Denis) Oh, a bit of peace at last. He loves his
Play School, that and the late night thriller. Honest Denis, he’s gettin’ to
be a real ’andful.

Harold gives a huge guffaw

See what I mean? He’s growing so fast. I can’t ’ardly keep up with him
now his stunted period’s ended.

Denis (laughing) 1 bet the old family allowance don’t cover his milk bills
now.

Edith Milk. M-I-L-K? "E’s on to Guinness now.

We hear a Guinness can being opened, poured and consumed noisily, with a
burp?

Harold (noisily) Luvly!

Edith Still, he don’t have many little treats these days and ’e needs to keep
his strength up, now his Dad’s gorn and that. (She sniffs)

Denis Calm down Edith. Don’t take on so. Look, ’ave my hankie. (He pulls
out a filthy dustman’s rag)

Edith (not sure) Ohh. Thanks, Den. You’re ever so kind and caring.

Denis Think nuffin’ of it, Edie. You know I'd do anything for you and
’Arold. That reminds me (addressing the pram) ’Arold, look what I've
brought you.

Harold Wozzat?

Denis (to Edith quietly) Does he like crisps?

Harold (hearing) Crispies?

Denis Oo00, I should say he does. Monster Munch is his favourite.

Denis That’s what I got 'im.

Harold (very excitedly) Monster Munch! Goody, goody!

Edith Oh, lovely Den. (Speaking very clearly to the pram as to a very small
infant) Look-Harold-from-your-Uncle-Denis. A-lovely-packet-of-Mon-
ster-Munch. (She holds them out)

Harold'’s hand comes out and grabs the crisps
Harold Grrmusunchy. Crunncchhhyyy.

Revolting sounds are heard and then almost immediately the empty packet is
ejected. Harold blows a siren to accompany all missiles ejected from the pram

Denis Mmm. Blimey. He do like ’is food, don’t ’e?

Edith (dreamily) Oh yeah. (She snaps out of her dream) Anyway, Denis, ta
everso, but I gotta get a move on. Mr Slickerbotham’ll be wanting his
“elevenses” any moment.

Denis Bit early for elevenses innit?

Edith Yes, I know, but he’s that particular, he insists on ’avin’ is cups and
saucers scrubbed spotless and dried three times before ’e’ll drink out of
‘em.

Denis Three times! Strange.

Edith Peculiar.



4 The Snatching of Horrible Harold

Harold (in a deep voice) Crackers!

Denis ’Ello. His conversation’s comin’ along a treat. Clever little lad ain’t
e?

Edith (laughing) Oh no, Denis—he means he wants his cream crackers.
Here you are, mumuny’s little angel.

Edith pulls out a packet of cream crackers and gives them to Harold. They
meet the same fate as the crisps—an empty packet emerges

Slickerbotham’s thin, wheedling, cruel voice is heard off, from his shop

Slickerbotham (off ) Where is that wretched woman with my tea?

Edith ( freezing) That’s old Slickerbum. I must fly, Denis, before he does his
nut.

Denis OK. Bye love. Ta ta, Harold, be a good little boy and help your mum.

Harold blows a raspberry, the cassette player goes on, teddy-bear and other
toys, obviously vandalized, Guinness can, etc., are ejected from the pram

Edith wheels him into the Dry Cleaning Emporium
Denis clears up and dumps the rubbish in Granny’s bin

Gawd. He’s turning into a right handful is that lad. Well, let’s get
cracking on these bins eh? Never know what you’ll find in bins. That’s
why I like the job. Not that I’ll find much in that one. (He points to and
picks up the bin outside Granny’s Grot Shop) This bin belongs to me old
mate, Granny Grot. This is ’er place—don’t throw nothing out she
don’t—she’s got a use for everything and anything (pointing to the
shop)—toothless combs, used tea-bags, old toast. She mixes ’em all up in
her potions. Yeah, and she takes in special orders for high quality grot.
People come from miles ... to buy her stuff. Chinese, Japanese, ...
Pekinese —no seriously though, any old stuff I pick up in the bins I know
Granny Grott’ll find a ome for it. She’s OK is Granny Grot— bit loony
like, but she’s got a heart of gold. Not like 'im down the other end (he
moves to Slickerbotham’s Shop) 'Im and ’is “super clean Dry Cleaning
Emporium”. (Shouting) Bloomin’ show-off. It ain’t fair that poor old
Edith has to work for "im. (He picks up a bin) If I had my way I'd stick a
dustbin right up his . ..

Slickerbotham appears suddenly at his door. He is walking backwards
admiring the front of the shop, when Denis accidentally swings the bin up his
backside

... Oh! Er, morning Mr Slickerbotham. You got any rubbish for me this
week?

Slickerbotham Of course I have. You stupid idiot. It’s in the bin (ke
indicates) and don’t hang around here afterwards. I don’t want filth
around my Dry Cleaning Emporium. (Calling indoors) Clarissa!

Clarissa (off) Beep! (A4 vocal electronic sound)

Slickerbotham Freda!

Freda (off) Beep! (Another vocal electronic sound)
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