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CAST LIST

THE ADULTS
Mrs. Melly, a teacher
Jack, a man

THE ‘BAD’ KIDS
Karen Potter
Sheila, her friend
Babyface
Sharon, her friend and a big girl
Gall
Jackie
Janice
Sandra
Terry
Anne-Marie

Others, as required

THE ‘GOOD’ KIDS
Hermione
Jane
Barbara
Sally
Georgina

At least 3 others

OTHERS
[Some doubling is possible between The ‘Good’ Kids and the parts]below
1st Shepherd
2nd Shepherd
3rd Shepherd
1st King
2nd King
3rd King



PRODUCTION NOTES

The play can be performedin any environment,as long as tablesand chairsare
available.

The original versionplayedwithin a box set,with two doorsand onewindow. A

later, touring, versionusedgiant caricaturesof teachersmadefrom foam

and chickenwire, suspende@roundthe acting area;flashing, light-emitting
diodes were fitted to the eyes of the figures.

In one productionMrs. Melly marchedon to Wir Fabren GegenEngland, anold

S.S.marchingsong,and went throughthe furniture straighteningbusiness’
to this accompanimentincluding the entry of ‘The Bad Kids’, whom she

“smacked”in turn with her metrerule. This then seguedinto the opening
number.

There are also severalother points at which a Director may wish to introduce
musical extracts.

It is recommended that the play be performed without interval.

Shouldany directorwish to play Jackasa woman,he/sheshouldfeel freeto do so,
with alteration to those lines only which relect gender.

The original, shorter, version of the play was first performedat the Godolphin
School, Salisburyin July 1989. This publishedversion,with an approximate

running time of 80-90 minutes,wasfirst performedat the GodolphinSchool
in March 1990, prior to going on tour in France.

Allan Steven.

This play is dedicated to Brenda Gibson.



IDEA FROM A FRIEND

by Allan Steven

SCENE |

We movefrom houselights to darknessand the soundof a Carpenterat work is
heard: hammer,saw, drill etc. This continuesintermittently throughoutthe
wholeof Scenel. MRS.MELLY is revealedstandingat her teacher’'sdesk.
With a care verging on maniasheis emptyingher briefcaseand placing its
contentsn absoluteregimentalorder on her desk.Now and again shemoves
to a pupil’s deskand ch air and fussily straightenghem(thereare eightsets
in all) eachtime shereturnsto her deska figure emergedrom the shadows,
picksup that child’s deskand chair and silently moveshemto the perimeter
of the ‘room’. Thefigure thensits on the floor. Eventuallyeight figureswill
besitting there. Theyare the‘Bad’ kids. With the exceptiorof onechild their
costumemust bear no resemblanceto school uniform. Leather, bright
colours,shortskirts, jewelleryand make-upare the order of theday. When
the sixth desk and chair are movedwe should hear the faint tramp of
marchingfeet. Ultimately this builds to a crashingcrescenddor the ‘Good’
kids to entergoing into the openingnumber.At that point all the ‘Bad’ kids
throw themselvegace down, spreadeagledn the floor. The ‘Good’ kids
enter marchingand, brilliantly uniformed,including cloaks, straw boaters,
matching bags and hockey sticks, they sing:-. ...

Good Kids: We're the elite!
We’'re the elite!
Life for us is oh so sweet.
A rosy future lies before me,
Marching along to university.
Following the one true path,
Shepherded from class to class,
Fighting the academic fight
Bathing in the glorious , sacred light . . . .

Chorus: Assessment, assessment, assessment
At 7,11, 14 and 16!
Assessment - EVALUATION!
Striving to keep the record clean.
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Assess, assess we're never depressed.
The passport is a string of shining A’s
Assessment of our dress sense
Assessment of our presence

Giving us the fix that we all crave.

To be elite!

To be elite!

Zooming down the well-lit easy street.

And when we reach the crowded crossroad
We'll fight off the mob and we’ll forge ahead.
Overtaking all in sight,

Without a maybe or a might,

Looking neither to the left nor right,

Just bask in the pure, official light . . . .

Chorus: Assessment, assessment, assessment
At 7,11, 14 and 16.
Assessment - EVALUATION!
Open to the members of the team
(They continue with additional part of the Chorusfour times, eachtime getting
weakeras the ‘Bad’ kids rise from the floor singing four timesand getting
stronger:)

Bad Kids: Profiles, profiles, give us a break,
Why can’t we go out and get a job?
Rejected for our dress sense,

Looked down on for our absence
Denied the fix we also crave.

(Thetempoand style of musicchangesand goesinto the openingbars of
‘Blueberry Hill.  The‘BAD’ KIDS sing - ‘I foundmy thrill on Blueberry

Hill ....” Themusicpetersoutwith themshouting“Hold it . .. .wrong. . ..
plonker . . ..” etc. at an INVISIBLE PIANIST)
Karen: Okay,from thetop. . ..aone....atwo. . ..aone,two, three. ... (They

launch into their part of the song as a blues humber)
We face defeat!

We face defeat!

Because we can’t march to the beat.



We’re hangin’ round on easy street.

Told we don’t know wrong from right,
Kept out of mind and out of sight,

Hidden in the shadows of the night. (X2)
(Eight beat intro. to ‘Head bang’ to.)

Chorus: Can you make it? Can you make it? Can you make it?

At 7,11, 14 and 16.

No excuses, you're a failure!

There’s no place for losers on the team.
(Themusicpicksup the original tempoandthe ‘GOOD’ Kids sing“Assess.
assess”Chorus X2); whilst the ‘BAD’ Kids repeattheir “Profile . . . .”
ChorusX2. Each‘GOOD’ Kid takesa ‘BAD’ Kid by the collar and seatof
the pantsand marcheghemoff finishingwith the chant“Assessassess. ..”
The ‘GOOD’ Kids form up into two lines facing Mrs. Melly’s desk. Mrs.
MELLY standsbeforethembeaming.Whensheis satisfiedshe signalswith
her metrerule that theyare to sit. KAREN,in part uniform burstsinto the
room)

Mrs. Melly: Karen Potter you're late.

Karen: Sorry Miss.

Melly: Mrs! Where have you been?

Karen: To the bog Miss.

Melly: Mrs! Where?

Karen: The toilet Miss.

Melly: (even louder)Where?

Karen: The lavatory Miss.

Melly: Thankyou. And how manytimes must| tell you, it is MRS. Melly, not
Miss. Join the othersKaren. (KARENdoesso, but makesa quiet point of
sitting differently from the rest)

Melly: (brandishingher metrerule, pointing and prodding) Now then, our first
rehearsall takeit that you haveall readthroughyour scripts,asinstructed.
So let's begin with Josephand Mary riding into Jeru.. . (sniggers)er
BethlehemHermione Jane stepforwardsandbegin. (two girls stepoutand
look lost) Well?

Hermione: Please, Mrs. Melly, | don’t have a donkey.

Karen: (shouting)Use a chair stupid.

Melly: (sharply) Thankyou Karen. (Pause) Hermionedear, pleaserefrain from
makingstupidremarks.You areanintelligentgirl, unlike someothersl could
mention. (looksat KAREN) Useyourimagination! (JANEwhois MARY
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adopts a curious half-standing, half-sitting position)

Jane: Mrs. Melly howdo | sit?May | sit like this?WhenI’'m riding my ponyPippa
| always sit like this because it's more ladylike.

Hermione: Mrs. Melly would Joseph walk beside Mary, or lead the donkey?

Melly: For goodnessakegirls. Just. . . .Justgive me magic.| want magic not
realism. (sheclaps her hands) Innkeeperand Innkeeper’swife please-
Barbara, Sally. (the two girls wander out)

Sally: What do | do Mrs. Melly?

Karen: (shouting)You're in your kitchen, stir a pot.

Melly: Be quietKaren!(smugly)And onestirsthe CONTENTSof the pot. Sally, |
have an idea. Strike an attitude of prayer.

Karen: (sotto voce)n the kitchen?

Melly: Right Hermione, begin.

Hermione: Knock, knock, knock!

Karen: Use your foot dimmo.

Melly: Karen Potter,standup! (shedoesso) Justbecauseyou lack substance
betweenthe ears,it doesnot meanthat we all haveto be draggeddown to
your level. Haveyou no imaginationchild? Must we seeeverythingthrough
mundaneeyes. (Pause) Sit down girl. Hermionedear,onceagainplease,
andl think thata little mime would be appropriate. (HERMIONE:is puzzled
for a moment. Shestartsto mimewith her fist, stopsandthenmimeswith her
foot)

Innkeeper: Yes? (Theensuinglosephand Mary at the Inn Sceneshouldbe acted
excrutiatingly)

Jane: Do you have a room for the night? I'm going to have a baby.

Innkeeper: Wife!

Sally: Do | carry on praying Mrs. Melly?

Melly: Be - natural dear.(the dialogue is delivered in a stilted fashion)

Sally: Yes, husband, what is it?

Innkeeper: This woman is pregnant . . (the kids giggle)

Melly: Don’t be smutty.

Karen: Kids!

Sally: Then she must stay here for the night.

Innkeeper: But all the rooms are full.

Sally: | know. What about the stables?

Jane: That will do splendidly. Thank you for your kindness. Good night.

Melly: Excellent! (sheleadsthe applause)Stablescene ShepherdandKings. (a
numberof children set up a tableauxfollowing the instructionsfrom their
scripts) That’sright, putthe chairin the centreof the stageMary, andJoseph
stand behind it.



Karen: 'Scuse me Mrs. Melly, can | offer a suggestiofghe is tilting her chair)

Melly: FOUR LEGS! Yes, what is it?

Karen: Did they have chairs in stables?

Melly: (peremptory) It would have beena bale of straw, but that's rather
inconvenient. Now . . ..

Sheila: (KAREN’Snone-too-brightfriend) I canbring you somestraw Miss from
our farm.

Karen: Yeh!

Melly: No! It will make our nice clean stage untidy.

Karen: (not listening)Eh Sheila, you could bring a cow as well.

Sheila: Yeh! and a pig and some ducks.

Karen: And SandraWilson's dad keepspigeons. (the rest of the group is
becoming fidgety)

Melly: Karen! Sheila! Be quiet! We are not having animals in this production.

Sheila: (whispering)Except for Sally Rat.

Melly: Pardon Sheila?

Karen: She said apart from the cat. She thinks we’re doing Dick Whittington.

Melly: That's quite enough.Now where were we? (speakingto a shepherd)
Georgina, where’s the dolly?

Georgina: Here, Mrs. Melly(she gets it from her bag)

Melly: (wearily) Shepherds, where are your towels?

Georgina: Shall we put them on Mrs. Melly?

Melly: Yes! (Theshepherddaketowelsfrom their bagsand wrap themaround
their heads)

Melly: Now Jane, put the dolly under your pinafore.

Karen: (sniffingthroughout)Excuseme Miss, canl makeanothersuggestion®nly
my sister does child care, and she told me that when . . ..

Melly: | don’t think we wantto hearany morethankyou, andstop sniffing. Smile
Mary! Smile Joseph!

Sheila: You can see her traintracks.

Melly: Her what?

Karen: Her brace.

Melly: That’s very rude.

Sheila: But they didn’t have braces in them days.

Sally: Can we carry on Miss?

Melly: MRS! And why mayl ask,KarenPotter,areyou sitting there? (a puzzled
pause)

Hermione)

Jane): Kings on stage!

Karen: Which side Miss?



Barbara: This side.

Karen: Wouldn't it be better if . . . .

Melly: KarenPotter,| don’t wantto hearany morefrom you. Justgive your present
to Joseph and Mary so that we can get on.

Sheila: (smirking) To Jesus actually.

Melly: (pitch rising)Kneel down Karen, kneel down!

Karen: I’'m not stupid.

Melly: Give her - him the gold.

Barbara: She’s got myrrh Miss.

Melly: | know, | know! - and it's MRS.

Karen: Miss, did theyhaveplasticplantpotsin thosedays?And anywayshepherds
come first. My dad says so and he’'savic.. . ..

Melly: OUT! That’s it, get out.

Sheila: That's not fair.

Melly: And you, both of you. Go and sit in 3F with the rest of them.

Karen)

Sheila) (Turning in the doorway)Yes, MRS. Melly(they exit)

Melly: We’ll go backto the beginningandstartagain. I've had oneor two ideas
thatl'd like you to include.Hermionedear,lwantyou to usea chairfor your
donkey, and when you knock at the Innkeeper’'sdoor stamp your foot.
Innkeeper’s wife, while you 're in the kitchen how about stirring a pot . . .

Thelights fadeto Black asshe‘commands’the room, proddinggirls into
starting positions with her metre rule.

SCENE 2

Thelights comeup ona ‘different’ classroomoccupiedby the ‘BAD’ Kids.
Thedesksand chairs are now haphazardaroundthe room, and theyare all
loungingaboutgenerallydoing thingstheyshouldn’tbe doing, e.g.dancing,
whistling, painting nails, reading mags.

Sandra: Stop whistling will you.

Terry: Get lost. (she carries on)

Jackie: (dancing)Get a load of this.(she dances an intricate step)

Sandra: Pathetic!

Terry: (to JACKIE)Pack it in, I'm trying to concentrate.

Jackie: (continuing)A greatartistmustpracticeconstantly. (threegirls enter,and
deliberately jostle JANICE who is painting her nails)

6



Janice: You clumsy cow. They took me ages. (they start to interfere with her
makeupwhichis spreadon a desktop) Keepyour pawsoff. Theycostmea
fortune. (Thereis a short, but noisy gameof piggy-in-the-middle with
JANICEtrying to recoversomemakeup. Thethreekids quickly loseinterest,
and sit down in a corner playing cards and rolling their own ciggies.)

Sandra: | wanna sit there.

Gail: Stuff off!

Sandra: Do you wanna fight?

Gail: Yeh, okay. (theystart scrappingwith eachother,the othersroar themon.
SHARON enters leading a crying Babyface by the hand)

Terry: Ehup,it's Little andLarge. (shesings) “Humpty Dumpty saton the wall

Sharon: Watch it rat 'ead. (Pause) Poor kid. She’s wet herself again.
Terry: Ahhh, poor Janey-Waney. Done it again have we?
Janice: You could’'ve cleaned her up Sharon.

Terry)
Jackie) (together)Janey-Waney, baby-waby.
Sharon: Stop picking on her, or I'll clean somebody’sface up for 'em.

(BABYFACE goes to sit down)

Janice: Don't let hersit down.She’ll rot thechair. (GAIL pullsthechair awayand
they all laugh)

Sandra: (pointing in horror) Er, she’s trickling.

Terry: Don’t panic,the Italian Nightingale swoopsto the rescue. (shekneelsin
front of BABYFACEandsings)“Hopelesslydevotedto . . . .urgh!” (KAREN
and SHEILA enter)

Sandra: ’ello, 'ello what "ave we ’ere. | thought you two . . . . were at rrrrehearsal?

Sheila: Got chucked out.(wild yelling and applause)

Gail: What for?

Karen: Because our Mrs. Melly-with-the-rather-large-belly doesn't like
suggestions.

Janice: You know what she’s like. You should keep your mouth shut.

Jackie: (dancing) Shouldn’t have gonein for it if you actually wantedto say
something.

Terry: (to SHEILA)What did you get thrown out for?

Sheila: She said | wasn’t precipitating properly.

Sandra: Participating, dimmo!

Sheila: Same thing.

Sandra: Sohow'stheannualNAT-ivity play going? All the otherlittle gnatsdoing
what they’re told?

Gail: Another tea towel job for the shepherds is it?
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Karen: Yeh, blue andwhite stripes.GeorginaMoss got hersfrom Habitat. Oooh,
sooper!

Terry: (Burstinginto song) “’Cos she’shopelesslydevotedto blue!” Everyone
groans)

Sheila: | heard that Anne-Marie tried to get a part.

Janice: That little rat. You must be joking. What did Melly say?

Sheila: Said no didn’t she.Anne-Mariethrew a wobbler. Sheripped up a pile of
books on Melly’s desk.

Jackie: Godshe’sa nutter.l wouldn’t sayno to Anne-Marieaboutanything.She’d
kill you.

Karen: | overheardVelly sayingthatshe’ssick in the head.Whathappenedo her
for tearing the books?
Sheila: Shejust got thrown out like the restof us. They'’re. . . .frightenedof her.
Anyway, she’s just like us thrown out again. Hopeless, that's us.
Sandra: I'm not hopeless!l don’t wantto getinvolved with that snotty lot doing
their kids play.

Gail: (mocking)But if you did Sandwa JaneDobsonwould be your bestfwiend,
and you could go for wides on Pippa her pony.

Sandra: Bit surprisedat you Potter.Nobodyblinks whenwe getthrownout of class

Gail: Frequently!

Sandra: (pointsat BABYFACE)Or evenWet, Wet,Wet here,but you're supposed
to be brainy?

Karen: None of your business is it.

Galil: If you're goingto join our selectlittle band,we wantto know all aboutyou.
Interview time girls!  (GAIL and SANDRAset up an ‘interview’ with
KAREN).

Gail: Janicedear,show Miss Potterin. Er, just a momentJanice.A word about
your skirts. I'm afraid we can't toleratethis, pleaseensurethat you cometo
work properly dressedlin future your skirts mustbe much - SHORTER!
(she pinches JANICE’S bum and JANICE ‘mugs’ at the audience)

Janice: This way please Miss Potter.

Sandra: Do sit down Karen. | may call you Karen?

Karen: (plays up to it)Oh absolutely. I'd be thrilled.

Sandra: Your reports say that you are a bright girl.

Karen: (simpering)l try my best.

Gail: I'm sure you do.

Sandra: Top in Maths, Physics and English. Excellent.

Gail: Captainof the hockeyteaml see.l'll betyoulook very fetchingin navy blue
hand wash only at a low temperature woollen knickers.
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Sandra: (smacksGAIL) Forgive me for asking- Karen. There are one or two
guestion marks over temperament. Would you care to explain?

Karen: (mock ashamedYhe thingislget....lget....

Gail: Don'’t be shy, you're with friends.

Karen: | get. . ..IDEAS! (sharpintakeof breathfrom everyone SANDRAand
GAIL fall off their chairs. Knockabout stuff as they get up)

Sandra: ldeas! Good God!

Gail: Do you mean ideas . . . . of your own?

Karen: Er, yes.

Gail: Pervert!

Sandra: A team Miss Potter. We are a team. By all means have ideas. . ..

Sandra)

Gail:) (together) BUT KEEP THEM TO YOURSELF!

Janice: (from nowhere)l’'m bored.

Sandra: I'm alwaysbored. (Thereis generalagreementthena few momentof
lethargic silence)

Janice: (mockAmerican) Hey you guys,l’'ve gotanidea. Let’s do a Nativity Play.
We can do it in the barn!

Sandra: Oh, shutit. (Pause)

Karen: We could though.

Sandra: What?

Karen: Do the Nativity play.

Gail: Oh, oh - sunstroke.

Karen: Why not?

Gail: Because it's a dumb idea.

Karen: (craftily) Ah, but not just any old play. We could do our version.

Terry: (excited)Yeh, an’ | could sing.

Jackie (excited) An’ | could dance.

Janice: They didn’t have dancers in those days.

Jackie: For your info. they had danceran Greektimes,andthat was beforeJesus
was born.

Janice: (sneering)Well, Miss ReligiousFreak199- (alter year as appropriate) for
your info. they didn’t have dancers in stables.

Babyface: (innocently) You mustn’t dancein the stable, Mary would have a
miscarriage.

Terry: That wouldn’t matter, because you're playing Mary.

Sandra: An’ it looks as if the waters have brokefThey jeer)

Babyface: Well Sandrayou canbe Mary. 'Causeall pregnanwomenhavegreasy
hair, and so have you.

Sandra: I'll wring you out Babyface.



Sharon: Leave her, or I'll sort you out.

Sandra: What is it with you and her?

Gail: Yeh, why does a big lump like you hang about with a squirt like that?

Sharon: (uncertain)Just leave us alone that’s all. Interviews are over for today.

Babyface:You're just jealous because you haven't got a friend.

Sandra: Shut it you, or . . ..

Terry: Come on, this is boring. Let’s do the play.

Jackie: (singing and dancing) “Fame,I'm gonnalive for ever,I’'m gonnalearn
howto fly....”

Janice:I'm gonna be the Angel Gabriel.

Sheila: You're not angelic, especially behind the bike sheds.

Janice: And you are fat, so you can be preggy Mary.

Gail: I'm Joseph, 'cause I'm tallest.

Sheila: An’ you look like a man. (GAIL flips her a digit)

Jackie: Well if | can’t dance I'm not in it.

Gail: (to SHEILA) You're so fat, you canbe the THREE kings. (Conversations
and arguments start to overlap. The noise level builds and builds.)

Sandra: (pointing to BABYFACE)There’s baby J!

Gail: More nappies. Mothercare here we corfRABYFACE turns away)

Terry: (to JACKIE) Only if I can be the singing shepherd.

Janice:I'm not being the donkey.

Karen: (at the top of her voicédND | AM THE MAIN PART!

Everyone: WHAT! (BABYFACEscreams.Theylookin her direction. BLACK
OouT)

SCENE 3.

Thelights comeup onthe sameroom. All the girls, exceptBABYFACEare
flat againstthe ‘WALLS’. BABYFACEis frozenin front of a YOUNGISH
MAN who hasappeared. He wearsoverallsand carries a tool box. After a
moment BABYFACE breaks away and hides behind SHARON.

Man: It's all right. I've just . . ..

Karen: What do you want? What are you doing here?
Sheila: You're not one of our teachers; you're not allowed.
Sandra: You shouldn’t be here. This is private propertjRrause)
Man: I've come to mend that blackboard.
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Sharon: That's Fred'’s job.
Man: Ohyeh, Fred’shadanaccidentHe’'ll be off work for sometime, sothey’ve
brought me in. Just temporary.
Sharon: But | saw . . ..
Man: Er, my name’s Jack.
Jackie: It's Jack the Ripper.
Terry: Or Fred the Flasher.
Jackie: That's it, he’s the Flasher.
Terry: Eh mister, are you the flasher who’s been ’angin’ round?
Gail: Na, he hasn’t got the mac. (Pause)
Janice: He’s not bad looking is he?
Jackie: He’s got good legs. | wonder if he can dance? If he can he can stay.
Karen: Why don’t you say something?
Babyface:P’raps he’s frightened.
Sandra: Don’'t be stupid, he’'s not a weed like you he’s a man. (JACK sits
crosslegged on the floor examining bits of blackboard.)
Sheila:’Ere, what do you think you're doing?
Jack: I've got to mend this. I'll get into trouble if | don't.
Sandra: Well you can’t do it now. We're busy with our project. You'll disturb us.
Sheila: Yeh, you can't stay ’ere.
Janice: (eyeing himVhy can’'t he? He’s not doing any harm.
Jackie: Yeh, why not, he’s a good dancer.
Karen: You're not from around here are you. Where do you come from mister?
Jack: (smiling) Jack!
Karen: (tentatively)Where are you from Jack?
Jack: What were you all arguing about? | heard you arguing.
Babyface: About the play. We . . ..
Sandra: Shut up! He’s on their side. We don’t tell them anything.
Jack: Who's side is that?
Gail: Teachers!
Jack: You find teachers a bit of a problem do you?
Terry: Why do you think we’re in here?
Janice: (takes him by the arnb)et me give you the guided tour.
(Music starts she introduces him to the girls)
She’s a ‘smart alec’ (Terry)
She’s ‘adrip’ (Jackie)
She wets herself (Babyface)
They’re frightened of her (Sharon)
This is ‘Little Miss Awkward’ (Gail)
This is ‘a very rude girl" (Sandra)
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She asks too many questionKaren)

She’s slow (Sheila)

And me - my clothes are not appropriate.

In short - we do not get along with our teachers.

SONG - ALPHABET ZOO

Teachers, teachers, teachers, teachers, teachers!
Teachers hate us, Teachers hate us,
Teachers, Teachers, Teachers! X2

(Then as a TEACHER, one of the kids, steps forward they rap together) -
Who's there?
Who's there?
Who's there from the Alphabet Zoo? X 2

Bob: (rapping) I'm Bob, I'm Bob with a gob like the Channel Tunnel
| like to roar at the classroom door with the force of a ferry
funnel.
Some simple questions for you cats of a scientific bent.
You girl sitting over there with the dress like an outsized tent.
H20 and Ohm’s Law,
Answer now, or I'll get sore.
Jill be nimble, Jill be quick,
| knew it, you're all bloody thick!

(THE KIDS pick up the “Who’s There?” Chorus X 2 and advance on BOB)
Kid's Chorus: (rapping)

Hold it bro’ we know your game,

Humiliation is it's name.

'Cause we can't cut it when you say,

You push right past and shout, “Make way

For those kids who can read the map,

And drink the knowledge from my tap”

Admit it man, you don’t give a rap,

You treat us like aload of . . ..

Kids (segue into)Who’s next?
Who’s next?
Who's next from the Alphabet Zoo? X 2
(A completechangein the styleof music. Weshouldseelights and starsasit
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goes into a Romantic/Sentimentamnood . Another ‘TEACHER’ comes
forward)
Maureen: (with feeling)
I’'m Maureen, yes it's Maureen whose heart goes out to you,
Feeding poets and playwrights to enrich your cultural point of
view.
| burn with passion,
| blaze with fire,
To raise you from the muck and mire.
My babies wipe away your tears
I long to hear your trouble and your woe.
(rapaciously and clipped) -
Is it boyfriends?
Is it sexual?
Is it drugs and drink?
Come and tell your Aunty Mo.
(THE KIDS pick up the “Who’s There” Chorus [X 2] and advanceon
MAUREEN)

Kid’s Chorus: (rapping)
Whoa there sis’ we know your bag,
Feeding off the tongues that wag.
You'll shoot us all a line of nonsense,
To satisfy your social conscience.

Old Willy Shakespeare’s mighty fine,
For those who can afford the time,
But lady burn this in your mind,
We’'re headed for the production line . . . .
(KIDS segue into -
Next please,
Next please,
Who's next from the Alphabet Zoo? [X 2]
(Underscorewith the soundsf CashRegistersetc. - Themusicchangedo a
hearty Camp-fire number. As the ‘TEACHER’ enters the KIDS chant -

It's Dottie, It's Dottie,

It's Dottie, Dottie, Dottie!
It's Dottie, It's Dottie!

It's potty, potty, Dottie!
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Dottie: (very jolly) Oh my name is Dot and I’'m on the spot for
P.E. and Hygiene.
Play up. play up the game of life and
Always keep it clean.
When | was a girl it was a gay old world,
But now it's all obscene.
| blame those nasty foreigners on the European scene.
(Themusicslowsand DOTTIE singsfrom the heartwith the GIRLShumming
in the background)
Remember gals we’re English,
Pull the chestnuts from the fire,
“Backs to the wall” ; “The Dunkirk spirit”
That's why we’re so admired.
(Bang back into original tempo)
And you will be jolly decent sorts,
The perfect English rose,
Marching backwards to the future
On your private roads.
(The RAP background re-enters strong and menacing)
Kids Chorus: (Rapping) Just hold it there we heard enough,
Can’t say we dig this crazy stuff.
Don’t mind you got your point of view,
But we got our opinions too.
You lock our minds up in the clink,
Release us now and let us think
So we can learn to really see
The picture of reality -
(Getting louder and louder and ending in a shout)
Reality. reality, reality,
Reality, reality, reality
THE PICTURE OF REALITY!

(A short silence follows.)

Jack: What sort of play were you thinking of doing?

Babyface: A Nativity . . . .(everyone groans)/Nell | like him.

Jack: Do you need any help?

Karen: What sort of help?

Jack: | don’t know really. (Pause) | supposeyou all know the Nativity story
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backwards.(They look at each other uncertainly)

Karen: Sortof . . ..

Jack: Where does your play start?

Karen: We were going to have the Angel Gabriel visiting Mary.

Sandra: Ey, we haven’t agreed on that.

Gail: And we haven't agreed to tell him anything.

Jack: Okay, it's nearlymy breaktimeanyway.l guesd’d betterbe off. (JANICE
and JACKIE link his arms and hold him)

Janice:Don’t be in such a rush.

Jackie: No, maybe he can help. You can choreograph my dances.

Sandra: He’s got to promise not to interfere and start bossing us around.

Gail: If you start acting like Mrs. Melly you’re out.

Karen: He’'sincludedthenis he? (A generalmurmurof agreement.He sitsonthe
floor working and watching. The GIRLS relax and lounge about)

Jack: What shall we do first?

Karen: Don’t you know that? You've got to give out the parts first.

Babyface:Please don’t make me the Baby Jesus. | don'’t tinkle that often.

Jack: Who's going to be Joseph?

Gail: Me! I'm the tallest.

Jack: That alright with everyone else®general mutters)

Terry: Can | be the Angel Gabriel? | could sing the message to Mary.

Sandra: | want to be Gabriel.

Gail: Whataboutme? | could do both parts.They’re not in the story at the same
time. It's Mary’s message.( SANDRAand GAIL are on the brink of another
fight)

Jack: Whooa! Let’s think, what do you need to be an angel?

Karen: Good speaking voice.

Sheila: Prezzies.

Jack: (gently) PresenceWho do you think would be bestfor the part? (long
pause)

Sandra: (quietly) Karen could do it.

Jack: Okay with everyone?(Pause) Good. So, who wants to be Mary?

Babyface:I do!

Everyone:No, oh no - she’d trickle.

Sheila: She’d trickle on the donkey, then we’ll have to wash it.

Janice: Sandra could do with a wash. She could be the donkey.

Jack: (quickly)Why don’t we give . . . . what’'s your name?

Babyface:Jane.

Jack: Why don’t we give Jane a chance as Mary? Just to see how she gets on.

Everyone: Okay, yeh, etc.
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Gail: But no trickling.

Jack: Let’s start. (SHARONpropelsBABYFACEto the middle of the room; she
lays her down on the floor, and arrangesher hands - palmsand fingers
together- beneaththe side of her facein contactwith the floor in the cliched
sleepingposition. MeanwhileKAREN has beenconspiringin a corner with
SHEILA. They burst out laughing, and KAREN enters)

Karen: (prods BABYFACE, and in a West Indian rapping voice)

| am the Angel Gabiriel,
| am the Lord’s main man.
| carry all his messages,
You've got a telegram.
You're goin’ to 'ave a baby,
That's right, you're up the duff!
But | tell you it weren’t Joseph
Who went and strut his stuff.
You'll call the baby Jesus,
He’ll be born in Bethlehem.
He’ll do just what he pleases,
Which won't please his fellow men.
(During this somegirls form a backingtroupe, and it's finishedoff as a
razmatazz show number. Only JACK and BABYFACE don'’t react.)

Sheila: (to JACK) Brilliant wasn't it!

Terry: Be great if we can do it all like that. Really modern.

Babyface:It's stupid, you've spoilt it.

Karen: If you don't like it then someone else can be Mary.

Babyface:Why can’t we do it like it's always done?

Karen: 'Cause it's pathetic that way.

Sandra: 'Causeit wouldn’t havehappenedhatway. With a nice cleanstable,and
Mary in a blue Laura Ashley outfit.

Karen: If we're gonna do it we want it to be real.

Gail: No flappingwings andwaterparting. That's just fairy storiesfor the likes of
you Babyface.

Babyface: Well I still think it wouldbe. . . .Oh, I've gotto go. Sharoncomewith
me.

Sandra: Terry, Jackie, - stop her, quick! (theydo so) Now then Babyface just
cross your legs.

Jackie: Yeh, we can't haveyou runningin andout all the time. We’'ll neverget
anything done. | haven’t done my dance yet.

Gail: Whatgiveswith you squirt?It's abouttime you grew up andcontrolledyour
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bladder.

Sharon: I'm warning you. Get out of her way.

Sandra: No, we’re warning you. It's Kill or cure for her this time.

Jackie: We're fed up with her ponging out the room.

Terry: It might not botheryou, but we've had enough.Comeon Babyfacewhat’s
the problem?

Gail: You're just lazy aren’t you!

Sharon: Always poking your nosesin aren’tyou. (Shelosesher temper)Alright,
I'll tell you what's wrong.

Babyface:No don't, they’ll only laugh.

Sharon: (ignoring her) It's her uncles isn't it.

Terry: What?

Sharon: They come to stay with her mum.

Terry: So what?

Sharon: “UNCLES” thicko - oneafterthe other. (Pause) Shesharesa bedroom
with her mum . ... and .. .(Pause)

Babyface: (quietly) | get frightenedsee.They makenoisesin the dark. . . .and
sometimeghey hit her. | just get frightened.l can’t help. (Pause)l wish
everythingwasnice. | think of nicethings- like the play andgentleJesus. |
bet God didn’t let Mary dressin rags. (Pause) | think aboutnice thingsall
the time. Then peopleshoutat me. Teachersaysl don’t pay attention,and
thenl....l....(SHARON leads her out)

Janice: (a bit half-heartedly)Comeon, sheis dumbthough. Canyou imagine?I
bet shethinksthatwhen Marytold Josephshewashavinga baby,andthatit
wasn’this, he just turnedroundandsaid: “Oh, that’s nice dear.Get packing
while | feed the donkey. He'd better be born in Bethlehem,if the Angel
Gabriel says so!”

Terry: God, it makesyou think thoughdoesn'tit. You shouldhaveheardmy dad
when he found out. | thought he was going to kill my mum.

Jackie: What you on about Terry?

Terry: My mum, Jackie, she was having our Ben, but he’s not my dad’s.

Sheila: (gawping)Was she having an affair?

Terry: Nooo, it was the Holy Ghost! What do you think dimmao.

Jack: I'll bet your mother was very upset.

Terry: (flippant) Not 'alf as much as my dad.

Jack: Really?

Terry: (pause)No, not really. (softly) She was in a right state.

Janice: God, imagine it. How would you tell your husband?

Karen: And all that time, keeping it a secret.

Jack: Terry, what do you rememberaboutthat time? Was thereanythingunusual

17



about your mother . . . . before you all found out she was pregnant?
(TERRYis standingalone somewhatistracted.Every eyeis on her. Her

speechis the outputof her subconsciousGradually, sheis left in a smallpool
of light. Shebecomeser motherundergoinga deepemotionalcrisis. She
occupiesherselfmiminga mundanetask, e.g. peelingthe spuds. Thevoices
that follow shouldbe the other girls speakingaround her in the darkness.
This reinforces the idea that they are in her mind.)

Terry: (muttering)What am | going to do, he’ll kill me?

Distant Voice: Marrry!

Terry: (touching her stomach)could get rid of it . . . .

Voice One:(nearer)Ma-ry . . ..

Terry: No! No, | could never do that.

Voice One:Mary.

Terry: (startled)What?

Voice One:A child!

Voice Two: (echo)A child!

Voice Three: (echo)A child!

Voice One:Ason. ...

Voice Two:Ason. ...

Voice Three:Son . . ..

Voice Four:. ... Of GOD.

Voice Five: A son!

Terry: (disorientated) Go away, alone(pause) leave me . . ..

Voice One:Toyou. . ..

Voice Two: And Joe. . . ..

Voice Three: Together . . ..

Terry: (frantic) No! Not mine . .. .nothis . . ..
Voice Four: Yours. . ..
Voice Five: ... .andours . ...
Voice Six:. ... and everyone’s!

(The VOICES begin to overlap and rise to a cacophony)
Voice One:(repeating eight timesggson....ason....
Voice Two: (repeating seven timedgsus Christ . . . . Jesus Christ . . ..
Voice Three:(repeating six timedyor everyone . . . . for everyone . . ..
Voice Four: (repeating five timedn Bethlehem . . . . in Bethlehem . . . .
Voice Five: (repeating four timedpeace . . . . peace.. . ..
Voice Six: (repeatingthreetimes)Love Him . . . .love Him . . . . (at the climax

TERRY screams,and we return to full lighting. GAIL stepsforward as
JosephSheplacesa handon TERRY’StomachTheyembraceSilence then
applause.JACK: s sitting on theteacher’sdesk. Withoutthinkingtheyall sit
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at his feet, except JACKIE)

Jack: Great! If you're all happy with that we can move on to the next scene.

Karen: Happy? That was brilliant. | bet that’s just how it happenedall inside
Mary’s head.

Jackie: Come on then, let's do the next bit. What is it?

Jack: This is where Joseph and Mary look for a place to stay in Bethlehem.

Jackie: (excited). . . . And they go to the inn, and there’sdrinking, and singing
AND dancing girls!! (Everyone groans)

Janice: Don't be so stupid. There were no dancing girls.

Jackie: Of coursethere were. We've talked aboutthis already.Look, I've been
sitting herefor half-an-hourwhile my bum'’s turnedinto a metal plate, and
now you tell me therearen’tgoing to be any dancinggirls. (SHARONand
BABYFACE re-enter catching the end of the speech)

Babyface: (misunderstanding) . . . but they didn’t have dancing girls!

Jackie: Shove off Janey. If there’s no dancing, I’'m not in it.

Babyface: Good.

Jackie: Oh, be quiet.

Jack: Look, if the play is going to be modernyou could think aboutincluding a
dancer?

All: No,nowedon’twantone. . . .it won't makesense . . .shejustwantsto show
off!

Jackie: (stubborn)Then count me out.

Karen: Fine, suitsus. You canjust watch alongwith everyoneelse. (Chorusof
agreement)

Jackie: Oh yeh,andwho might everyoneelsebe? (Puzzledsilence)Who do you
think’s going to come to see you?

Sandra: (uncertainly)Er . . . .mums and dads . . ..

Gail: Brothers and sisters . . . .

Sheila: Our families. (Chorus of support)

Jackie: Well mine won’t come if I'm not dancing. Anyway, you haven't got
anywhere to do it.(Silence)

Sharon: We can use the school hal(Some uncertain support)

Jackie: Don't be thick, Mrs. Melly’s group will be doing theirs in the hall.
Nobody’s interested in your play(Depressed silence)

Jack: | canarrangesomethingl know somevery importantpeoplewho’ll enjoy it
tremendously.

Jackie: (sneering)You, you're just a joiner. You don’t know anyoneimportant.
You're just interfering.

Sandra: No he’s not. Shut up.

Sheila: Push off Jackie.
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Gail: If you don't like it, thendon’t do it. But don’t spoil it for the restof us.
(JACKIE stands there defiantly; everyone facing her.)

Jack: But you canjoin in if youwantto. You'll bewelcome.Rightnow - anytime.
Okay girls? (Generalacceptanceof the principle) Well Jackie? (For a
momentit looks as though she might. Pride getsthe better of her and she
stalksoff into a corner. Shepulls a magazingrom her bag, and with feetup
on the desk she ignores them.)

Babyface:What shall we do next?

Jack: We've decided to look for a room in Bethlehem.

Janice: But we’ll do it modern; like the last scene.

Sandra: (really excited)it’s great this. | bet ours wlll be better than Melly’s group.

All: Course, bound to be etc. etc.

Jack: Does that matter to you?

Gail: You bet!

Jack: Why?

Gail: Because we're second-best. The useless lot.

Jack: | see.

Janice: (sarcastic)Thegalsin 3A aremoreimportantthanus. They're prim, proper
and have bags of potential!

Jack: . ... and you can’t stand them?

Janice: Right!

Sandra: Erno- noonesaidthat. They canbea bit stuckup whenthey’retogether,
but out of school . . ..

Gail: We hang about together down town . . . .

Sandra: Look, we never get to show anything that's all. So let’'s get on with it eh.

Jack: Just a sec. So you're going to show them are you?

All: Too right we will, etc. etc.

Jack: It seems to me that you’re not enjoying this very much.

Karen: (puzzled)Of course we are.lt’s the best time I've had in school for ages.

Jack: Thendoesit matterwhatthey think? Doesit matterif their play succeedss
well? (Pause)You wouldn’t be jealous of 3A would you?

Sharon: A bit. After all, they get first crack at everything.

Gail: We're just as good as they are.

Sharon: I'm not thick (jeers)I’'m not! It just takes me a bit longer that'’s all.

Jack: But you do envy them?

Karen: Not really. (tries to explain) | supposewe do, but we don’t hate 3A, or
anyone like them.

Babyface:It's not their fault. (Pause) They’re frightened too.

Karen: Soall we wantto dois our play. Comeon,let'sdoit. (Shetakesthelead.)
Gall, Terry - you're JosephandMary. Therestof usinto two’s. Two people
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to a house. Setup. (Each pair finds a spacefor their ‘house’.) Right,
JosephandMary call at eachhouse andwe haveto think of modernwaysto
treat them before we turn them away. Okay?

All: Sure,yeh, yeh.etc. etc. (For thethreepairs of ‘householders’ usethe girls
who can best handle the impersonations)

Joseph:(knocking)Let’s try this place. ‘Salty Towers’! Anyone at home?

Pair One: (a) (as MIGUEL from ‘Salty Towers’si?

Joseph:Have you any rooms to let?

Pair One: (a) Ah, fine room . | call Mr. Salty. Mister Salty! Mister Salty!

Pair One: (b) BASIL SALTY: Yes what do you want?

Joseph:Have you a room available?

Pair One: (b) Miguel makeyourselfuseful. Go andshaveMrs. Salty. Now, what
was it? Oh yes, a room in this fine establishment.

Mary: I'm having a baby you see.

Pair One: (b) (pause)’'m sorry?

Mary: Pregnant.

Pair One: (b) The sign says hotel, not maternity unit.

(He slams the ‘door’. They move on)
(THE KIDS hum the “Allo, Allo” theme)

Joseph:(reading, then knocking)Cafe Artois”!

Pair Two: (a) 'Ello, 'ello, MadameEdith, proprietressat your service, 'Ow canl
'elp?

Joseph:Do you have any rooms to let?

Pair Two: (a) It is possible zat you could share ze room of my mother.

Joseph:Great, we'll take it.

Pair Two: (a) Un moment s’il vous plait. What is zat bump in ze girl's tummy?

Mary: I’'m pregnant.

Pair Two: (a) (shouting)Rene!Vienici! (He appears) Whatis ze meaningof zis
outrageqpointing) (Pause)

Pair Two: (b) You stupid woman.

(He slams the ‘door’. They move on)

Mary: Please, won't someone help us?

Joseph:Let’s try here. ‘The QueenVic’' PublicHouse’ (He knocksandperhaps
the other KIDS could la, la the Eastenders theme tune)

Pair Three: (a) as Angie from ‘Eastenders’: 'Ello my darlin’. What can this
chirpy, kind-'earted East End landlady do for you?

Joseph:We're homeless. We need a room desperately.

Pair Three: (a) Course my darlin’.

Mary: My baby’s almost due.

Pair Three: (a) Baby! Denis Watts come’ere. (He doesand she prods Mary’s
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belly) Are you responsible for this?

Pair Three: (b) as ‘Dirty Den’: Leave it out Angie. Luv a duck! Stone the crows!

Pair Three: (a) Sorry darlin’!

(Sheslamsthe‘door’. Thereis a moment’ssilence then JACKIE breaksinto slow,
sarcastic handclapping)

Karen: Keep your nose out Jackie.

Jackie: That was just about the most pathetic thing I've ever seen.

Jack: What was the idea in doing it that way?

Jackie: They were just messing about.

Karen: No we weren’t. (strugglingto explain) Look, we decidedto makeour
play modern, didn’t we?

Jack: Why?

Sandra: Well, peopledon’t really understandvhat it waslike thousandf years
ago, so they never get the point when it's done the traditional way.
Janice: You see,peoplehaveto have somethingthey can recognise something

familiar. That's why we used something off the telly . . . .

Others: Yeh, us too!!

Jackie: But you just madeit comic. Nobodywould get thepoint becausehey’d all
be laughingat your impressions. (A VOICE from behindthe blackboard,
which is propped against a table throughout)

Anne-Marie: They'd get theidea alright. Keep it simple for the thickos. (An
angelic looking girl emerges in perfect school uniform)

Sandra: (scared)lt’'s Anne-Marie, she’s been there all the time.

Janice: (nervously)Hi Anne-Marie! Alright?

Anne-Marie: Are you talking to me, you little tart?

Janice: Just being friendly.

Anne-Marie: YeeesWell onemustbe carefulaboutone’sfriends. (Shepointsat
JACK) Who is that? Won’t someone have the good manners to introduce us”

Gail: You've been listening haven't you, behind the board?

Anne-Marie: A formal introduction please.

Babyface: This is Jack - he’s been helping us with our play.

Anne-Marie: Are you a teacher?

Jack: No, I'm a carpenter.

Anne-Marie: Fascinating! Why don’t you stick to what you know?

Babyface: He's good; he knows what he’s doing.

Anne-Marie: Who asked you, you wet puddle!

Sharon: Shutit Anne-Marie! You don’t scareme.I’'m biggerthanyou, andif you
don'’t lay off I'll flatten you.

Gail: Yeh, get lost toffee-nose.

Sharon: You think you’re something special, but you're not - Jerk!
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Sandra: (mocking)Oh yes, Anne-Marie’smummy shopsat Sainsbury’s And you
shouldseethoseadorable sensibleskirts from ‘Country Casuals’ Soelegant,
so smart, so much better than any other.

Gail: (joining in) Do tell us,Anne-Marie. How canwe makefriendsandinfluence
people, just like you?

SONG: ‘BETTER THAN YOU’

Anne-Marie:  What shall | tell you?
What do you want to know?
The heartrending story of a sick psycho!
I've a raging temper like a dog with distemper,
And my bite is worse than my bark.
So don't try to be pally,
Don’t expect me to rally to the call of the common herd.
'Cause it's true, yes it’s true that I'm better than you.
With my cut glass diction
And my crystal clear complexion,
I have found my true vocation in life
I’'m the cream and | rise above you all.

Chorus: Oh Anne-Marie, oh Anne-Marie
Where do you get the feeling that you're better than me?
Can’t you see that all this friction -
Is a calculated fiction -
To divide and rule, while we're still at school
Just to keep us under your thumb!
Why d’you always have to be the number one?

Anne-Marie:  Just listen to yourselves,
You common little plebs,
You've got Tracey’s, you've got Sharon’s
But you've got no Debs!
Mummy is quite right when she says you're not our type,
(Aside)even Daddy is not up to the mark!
You sound like trendy preachers
Or your scruffy left-wing teachers,
Who really are the lowest form of life,
Just accept that it’s true
That I'm better than you
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With my cut glass diction and my crystal clear complexion,
| have found my true vocation in life
I’'m the cream and | rise above you all.

Chorus: Oh, Anne-Marie, oh, Anne-Marie .....
...... the number one.

Chorus: Can’t you see that ..... Anne-Marie: ’'Cause it's true ......
...... the number one. ...... | rise above you all.

(At endof thesongANNE-MARIEtakesBABYFACE’Sag andemptieghe contents
on to the floor.)

Jack: That wasn't very friendly. | think you should pick those things up for Jane.

Sandra: (urgentlyDon’t Jack, she’ll go berserk.

Terry: She gets into these paddies. She’s dangerous.

Jack: You wouldn’t hurt me, would you Anne-Marie? (Shestepsright up to him
and startsto breatheheavily through her nose.Her facefills up and starts
contorting; she keeps clenching and unclenching her fists. JACK is
immovable and as suddenlyas shestartedshestopsand walksawayasiif it
never happened)

Anne-Marie: Soil my handson you. You commonlittle man! (Silence) Don't let
me interruptyour little play. Carry on. | needamusement. (Sheretreatsto
the corner where JACKIE has been,and like JACKIE she pretendsnot to
notice.)

Jack: No room at the inn! Let’s think for a moment.Why are Mary and Joseph
looking for a room?

Jackie: It's about being homeless, and nobody caring isn't it.

Jack: Wouldn't people understand that nowadays?

Babyface:Not really, everyone has a home don’t they?

Jackie: No they don't.

Terry: Ohyeh, but there’sonly a few of themwithout, and anywaymy dad says
it's their own fault 'cos they won't work . . . .

Sharon:. . .. And they spend all their money in the boozer and the betting shop.

Jackie: (very angry) Very clever! If they don’t work wheredo they get ALL this
money from?

Terry: My dad says we should give them less dole money . . ..

Anne-Marie: They’ve all got jobs on the quiet anyway.

Babyface: They're shitless my mum sayqgEveryone puzzled)

Karen: (twigging) SHIFTLESS!
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Jackie: | suppose that applies to Joseph and Mary too.

Babyface: Ah you're wrong see, 'Cos they’re in the Bible so they must be good.

Jackie: (exploding)You stupid, ignorant lot . . . .

Sandra: Shut up Jackie. No-one asked you to interfere.

Anne-Marie: What do you know about it? Have you ever been homeless?

Jackie: As amatterof factyes. (A stunnedsilence;thenquietly..) Mum anddad
sleptroughatfirst . . . .we couldn’t find anywhere. . . .you’d havethought
someone . . .theytook meaway. . . .| didn't see. . . .(Silence.Shewipes
away her tears) You wantto know whatit feelslike? Terry - you be my
mum; Gail - you're my dad,andJaney- youbeme. (Everyonewatchesher
curiously. Shesits behind a deskand indicatesthat her ‘family’ should
approach)

Jackie: (asa housingofficial) I'm sorry Mr. Petersputthe housinglist is governed
by strict regulations.

Gail: (pickingup her cue)But whataboutneed.We're homelesslf youwon't help
us what are we going to do?

Jackie: (unctuously) You mustunderstandit isn’'t a questionof won't help. If it
was within my powerto do so. . . . (Shespreadsher hands)but it's more
than my job’s worth.

Terry: Sowe cansleepon the streetscanwe? What aboutthe child? (ANNE-
MARIE hasmovedin. ShetouchesJACKIE on the shoulderand takesher
place.)

Anne-Marie: We canmakearrangementor your daughtermadam.’'m boundto
say that in your circumstances a temporary care order is inevitable anyway.

Gail: (after the initial shock)But my wife can’t sleeprough in her condition.
(ANNE-MARIE raises a puzzled eyebrow.)

Terry: I'm pregnant. (The lighting changes, slowly focussing onto this group.)

Anne-Marie: Well I'm boundto say Mr. Peters| can’t understand/ou leavinga
perfectlygoodhometo endup in this condition.It appearsto be of your own
making.

Gail: We cameSouthto find work. I've got a job now, but | can’t afford to buy a
house at these prices.

Anne-Marie: Yes, well as| say,there’svery little | cando for you at this time.
Now, if you'd excuseme | haveotherpeoplewaiting. (The ‘family’ move
away disconsolate. JANICE appears.)

Janice: (as a social worker) Hello, I'm Janiceyour social worker. Nothing to be
concernedabout.Let me explain. This is a temporarycare orderfor Jane.l
think you'll find it straightforward.This is the addresof the hostelshe’ll be
living at. Whenyou areableto supplyuswith proof of permanenaddressve
can considerre-uniting the family. ComealongJaney. (TERRYand GAIL
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alone)

Gail: Let’s try down here. (They ‘knock’ on a door. SANDRA appears)

Sandra: Yes, can | help you?

Gail: We’'re replying to your advertisement. Flat to let.

Sandra: Of courselt’s still free. Therentis £120perweek,exclusive.No pets,no
children.

Gail: Erm, my wife’s pregnant. That'll be alright won't it?

Sandra: Oh, I'm afraid not dear.

Terry: But by the time the baby’s born we’ll have found something more
permanent.

Sandra: Well thereyou aredear.| loseout bothways.You find anotherplaceand
I've got to go throughthis whole rigmarole again.If you don’t, I'm stuck
with a baby screamingblue murderall night. No. I'm sorry dear. (The
‘door’ closesand they trudge on. They ‘knock’ on another ‘door’ and
SHARON answers.)

Sharon: (B & B landlady)Yes, can | be of assistance?

Terry: We were told that you do bed and breakfast?

Sharon: (plummy)That’s right. Sixteenpoundsfifty penceper night. Full English
breakfast,choice of two cereals,fruit juice optional, sheetschangedon
Friday,televisionloungeandreadingroomfor guestsstayinglongerthanone
week.

Gail: We'll take it.

Sharon: You'll pardon me for asking. You are in full-time employment aren’t you?

Gail: Oh yes.

Sharon: | shall needreferences(GAIL nods) And forgive me asking, but do |
detect a little treasure on the way?

Terry: I'm eight months pregnant.

Sharon: Onemorething poppet.I’'m sureyouwon’t mind me asking,butyou seem
to have mislaid your wedding ring?

Terry: You know how it is. My fingers have been getting a bit swollen.

Sharon: (very dubious)That'sasmaybe. (shethinksfor a moment) I'm sorry, but
| keepa respectabléouse andthis is a respectableeighbourhood.Perhaps
you couldtry somewherelse. (Sheclosesthe‘door’ andtheytrudgeon. In
the surroundingdarknesghe othergirls sing: “In the bleakmid-winter,frost
and wind mademoan,Earth stoodhard asiron, waterlikea ... .STONE".
GAIL and TERRY have become Joseph and Mary.)

Gail: Comeon Mary, don't give up hope.Someonewill help us. Let’s try at this
inn. (They ‘knock’ and SHEILA answers.)

Sheila: What do you want? Hurry up I've got customers to serve.

Gail: My wife and| arein Bethlehemfor the registration.We needa room. She’s
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about to give birth.

Sheila: Not a square inch to be had chief, sorry.

Terry: Please, you must have something?

Sheila: I'm sorry lady. | could stable your donkey, but that’s about it.

Terry: We could share with the animal . . . .

Gail: No .. . ..

Terry: There’s no choice.

Sheila: I'll costyou. (GAIL handsovermoneyuntil the INNKEEPERIs satisfied.)
Roundthe back,turn right, andit’s straightin front of you. (Sheclosesthe
‘door’. During the previoussequencehe other Children shouldbe quietly
makingup a stableout of the classroomfurniture. Thelight thentransfersto
thisareaasJOSEPHand MARYapproachit. It is alreadypartially occupied
by SHEPHERDS. They enter.)

Gail: Look at the place. It's filthy and it stinks!

Terry: I've gotto sit down. (Sheseesthe SHEPHERDSand gasps.) Who are
you?

1st Shepherd:Shepherds, Mrs., sheltering. It's a rough old night out there.

Gail: There must be some mistake. We've rented this stable. You 'll have to leave.

2nd Shepherd: (laughing) Sharplad old Isaac.How muchdid he sting you for? It
cost us a packet.

Gail: I'll give youyour moneybackif you'll leave.My wife’s aboutto havea baby,
we don’t want you here.

3rd Shepherd: We aint goin’ nowhere noton a nightlike this. You just thankyour
lucky stars you've got a roof over your head.

Gail: (about to argue)Look . . . .

Terry: (cries out)Joseph, Joseph it's starting!

Gail: (confusedWhat do | do? What do | do?

(There is a pause. The SHEPHERDS gather and whisper.)
3rd Shepherd: We can help. if you want us to?

Gail: How?
3rd Shepherd: We've delivered lambs many a time . . . .
Gail: No . . ..

Terry: (in pain) Let them,pleasdet them. (Theygatherroundherandassistwith
the Birth. Outside THREE KINGS arrive, they are shivering.)

1st King: Let’s get the horses unsaddled, and then get inside. I'm freezing.

2nd King: It's coming to somethingwhen even a King can’'t be excused
registration. Damn Romans!

3rd King: Hey, what’s going on over there?

Gail: (rising) Beggingyour pardonsir, it's my wife. She’shaving a baby. (A
baby’scry is heardand helooks.) A boy sir, ababyboy! (Theyall gather

27



round.)

3rd King: Bless me, so it is. Caspar, look at this, in a stable.

2nd King: A gift! A traditional gift for the child. What do you say?

1st King: Why not. Here,somethingfor your son.For luck. (EachKING gives
something. Then everyoneis still. The general light is low. JACK is
silhouetted by a bright shaft of light coming through the U.S. doorway.)

Babyface:Was that all right Jack?

Jack: (quietly)Fine. . . .that'showit was. . . .(Silence. Thelight returnsto full
over the entire room.)

Babyface:Jack, what will we do about costumes?

Anne-Marie: Justa minute.Didn’t you think | wasmarvellousasthat odiouslittle
council official?

Sharon: (grinning) Terrific, yeh.

Jackie: How did you know that that was what it was like?

Anne-Marie: (nastily) None of you have ever met daddy have you? (gleefully)
Now, how do we fit it into the finished story?

Karen: With difficulty!

Jackie: | can’t see where we can include it.

Terry: Sorry Anne-Marie, no go.

Anne-Marie: (Brows starting to darkenyou - Jack - tell them. Go on!

Jack: It's got to be their decision; it's their play. If they don’t think . . . .

Anne-Marie: (angry) But you're the boss;you’ve shownthemhow to do it. I've
beenlistening.Theycould neverdo thaton their own. You're theteachertell
them! (Thereis silence. Shestartsthe physicalbuild-up again of breath,
fists etc. Sheexplodeskicking over tablesand chairs, emptyingbags. She
storms out. The dust settles.)

Jack: Comeon, norealdamageadone. Tidy everythingup andwe’ll go backto the
beginning. (They tidy. After a moment BABYFACE approaches JACK.)

Babyface: So what about our costumes?

Jack: (armsaroundher neck) If youturnyourcollarup. . . .(Mrs. MELLY is in
the doorway with ANNE-MARIEwho is pointing at JACK. Shegetsthe
wrong idea.)

Melly: Who are you? What are you doing? Janey call security.

Babyface: (pulling away from JACK) No Mrs. Melly, | won't call security.
(Cheering)

Melly: Janey, you have that worried look on your face. Go to the toilet at once.

Babyface:No thank you Mrs. Melly. | do not need to go to the lavatory.

Jack: (movestowardsMELLY) Er, this is my fault. You mustbe Mrs. Melly. I'm
the .. ..
Melly: Don’t you daretouch me. I'll call the police. Karen Potter, cover your
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stomach up. (She pushes JACK)

Karen: Don’'t you push our Jack around.

Jack: | can explain everything . . ..

Melly: You havesomeexplainingto do, andit hadbetterbe good. . . . (thereis
uproar and the GIRLS mill around her shouting. JACK fadesinto the
background pausesthenleaves. After a time the GIRLSrealise heis gone.
Theybecomestill and silent.) Thankgoodnesdie’'sgone. (Silence) It's
just typical of you all. Why didn’t oneof you cometo me, andtell methere
was an intruder? (Silence) Really, you're incapableof doing anything
unless I'm standing over you.

Karen: Shut up! He's gone, isn’t that enough for you?

Melly: | beg your pardon.| think you'd better watch your tongue young lady.
You're all in sufficienttroubleasit is. (Pause)You will all wait herewhile |
getsomepaper. I'll putanendto your idlenessNobody’sgoing homeuntil
you've all completedan essay. Your stupidity mustbe punished. Thetitle is
“RESPONSIBILITY”. (Sheexits. Withoutthinkingtheyall start to lay out
the tables and chairs in neat rows.)

SONG: A FRIEND

Babyface: We’ll never know now,
If we could show how
To use the gifts that we got
When we reached out our hands
To be touched by our friend.

Sharon: Can we be sure now,
That we have learned to
Believe that trusting each other
Is more than a dream
That will fade in the end?

Company: (Chorus) We will tell the doubters,
Move aside my friend.
They can’t beat us , or defeat us,
If we stand hand-in-hand.

(Instrumental)

Company: You can be certain,
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That we have learned to
Believe that sharing this life
Is the right way to find out,
Who are your friends.

Company: You will know then,
The way is open
To fill the world with your laughter
To shatter the anger
That separates friends.

Company: (Chorus) We will tell the doubters
Move aside my friend.
They won't beat us,
If we stand hand-in-hand.

(Instrumental)

(JACK re-appearsin the backgroundand singsVerse4. The GIRLSthen finish
with Verse3 with the last line repeated.The songendsand they sit in their
seats. - SANDRA, GAIL, TERRY, JACKIE, JANICE, SHARON,
BABYFACE, KAREN.)

(SHEILAkeepswatchby the door. EachGIRL hasher bagonthe U.S.sideof her
desk.)

Jackie: | knew that no-one would ever get to see(gilence)

Babyface:l wonder who Jack’s important friends are?

Sheila: Sssh. Melly. (SHEILA exits by the other door)

Melly: (entering)Right, get thetablesandcha.. . .Goo.. . (Shedecidesagainst
praising them,and walksthroughthe rowsto her desk.) Getyour pensout.
(She turns, they are all looking at her, pens poised.)

(Play-outmusic. Bring in TINATURNERsinging“THE BEST”. Startfrom
the Guitar riff neartheend,andplay to theend. Fadelightsto a Spotlighton
the Teacher'sdesk. MRS.MELLY is holding her metrerule. Shepicksup a
screwdriverJACK hasleft behind. Sheweighsit in her hand,thendropsit in
the bin. Fade to Black).

CURTAIN
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