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CLOSE ENCOUNTERS OF THE NURD KIND

by Roger Poole

The sceneis the Nurd family's living room in the Midlands. On a setteeand two
armchairsarrangeddiagonallyacrossthe stage facinga TV setdownleft, sit
DAD, MA, JASONWAYNEand TRACEY.Thereis a chair at the backof the
roomandanotherat stageleft. DAD'Scanof beeris on a low coffeetablein
front of the settee. A door upstagecentre leadsto the garden. A door
downstage right leads to the hall and stairs.

(It is evening. DAD, MA, TRACEY ,WAYNEand JASONare sitting around the
television,viewing with vacantespressions.MA makesoccasionalinexpert
movements with her knitting needles).

Dad: (After a silence).Disgusting! That's what I call it - disgusting!

Ma: (After a slight pause)What is?

Tracey: What's wrong with it?

Dad: All this violence and foul language. It's a disgrace.

Ma: (Agreeing).Oh, yes.

Dad: | mean, it's not fit for family viewing. What kind of example does it set?

Jason: | think it's good.

Dad: (Angrily). Good! What'sgood aboutit? All that fighting and swearing!
YOU hadn't ought to be watching, anyway. You're too young.

Jason: Oh, Dad!

Dad: Rewindit, Wayne,I'm gonnatell your Auntie Beryl we don'twantto seeno
more of their holiday videos. What they get up to in Torquay'stheir own
business. What's on the telly, anyway?

Wayne: (Operatingthe remotecontrol). There'sone o'themnaturefilims - all
about dung beetles.

Dad: Disgustin'! We ain't havin'thatin the Nurd household! | don'tknow why |
pay the licence.

Tracey: You don't, do you?

Dad: 'Course | do - well, at least, | did once.

Ma: You're supposed to pay EVERY year, Kevin!

Dad: Yeah....well ....I'm gettingroundto it, aren'tl? | mean,l haven'tbeenwell
just lately, have 1?

Ma: (Roused).Not beenwell! You've beenwell enoughto getyourselfdown to
the betting shop every morning this week aand over to the "Dog and



Parsnips" every night till chucking-out time.

Dad: (Caughtoff guard). Yes....well .... amanhasto relaxnow andagain,don't
he?

Ma: | know ONE as has to!

Wayne: (Standing).I'm going to play my "Mindless Morons" CD upstairs, Mom.

Ma: All right, love.

Dad: And keepthe volumedown! We don'twantto hearthatload of long-haired
layabouts bellyaching down here!

Tracey: Better than a fat bald old layabout bellyaching down here!

Dad: (Bristling). Just watch it, our Tracey, or you'll get a clout round the ....

(A knockat the door preventsDAD from providing details of where TRACE Ywill
receivea clout. WAYNEdecidesagainstgoingto his room and waitsto see
who is calling).

Ma: Somebody at the door. Wonder who it is.

Jason: Might be the football pools man.

Ma: He never comes round the back. Might be Her-Next-Door.

Tracey: Or Auntie Beryl with her club money.

Dad: (With heavysarcasm). Yeah,or it could be Arnold Schwarzeneggeztome
roundto borrowa knitting pattern! Why don'tyou stoprattling andopenthe
perishin’ door!?

Tracey: Why don't YOU open it?

Dad: WHAT?

Tracey: (Cowed somewhat).said that's TRUE. I'll open it.

(Sheopensthe door upstage. No one enters. Shestepsoutside,leavingthe door
ajar).

Dad: (To MA). If it IS your Beryl, don't ask about her leg or she'll be here all night.
Ma: If it's Her-Next-Door,askwhenthey'regoingto mendthe fenceandkeeptheir
hens off our rhubarb.

(TRACEYentersfollowedby KOKER and KOLA, both of whomare dressedn the
kind of outfit typical of aliens in cartoon stories. Their faces are green).

Tracey: Hey, dad, there's two fellers here. See 'f you can help 'em out.

(MA puts down her knitting, rises and moves to the back of the settee).



Dad: (Sittingwith his backto the door andthereforenot realising that the visitors
are standingright behind him). Tell 'em we don't want any. And if it's
Jemima'sWitnesses,say not today, thank-you .... we're all devout West
Bromwich Albion worshippers.

Koker: Good evening.

Dad: (Jumpingto his feet and turning as if from an electric shock). Blimey
O'Riley! How did you ....? Who ....?

Koker: My name is Koker.

Kola: And mine is Kola. We are deeply honouredto make your acquaintance.

(KOLA turns to MA, takes her hand and kisses it with old-time chivalry).
Ma: Oooooh! Charmed, I'm sure!
(KOKER reaches over the settee, takes DAD"S hand, bends over it and kisses it).

Dad: (Steppingback and snatchinghis hand away). 'Ere, what'sYOUR game?

(JASON and WAYNE nudge each other and snigger).

Koker: We are travellers from the solar system Lexima.

Dad: Well, it's no goodtryin' to flog anythinground heretonight, mate. Come
back on pay day.

Kola: To be precise, we come from Amaril, largest planet in our galaxy.

Ma: Fancy!

Dad: It ain't trick-or-treat, is it?

Koker: We have just arrived on your planet Earth and ....

Dad: (Sitting and picking up beer can). | hopeyou ain't aboutto sing carols!
"Good King Wenceslas"that'sall you lot evercomeout with. - "Good King
Wenceslas".| can'tstand"Good King Wenceslas".You neversinganything
movin' and poeticlike "Rudolf the Red-nosedReideer"”,or that otherone....
how'sit go .... ? (DAD startssingingin his saloon-barbaritone). "Have
yourself a merry little Christmas ....(He takes a swig).

Kola: We bring you greetings from Amaril.

Koker: From Teligorn, our Emperor.

Kola: And from the Empress Zumelia.

Koker: On behalf of the entire Council of the Amarillion tribes, we bring a
message of friendship and goodwill!
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(KOKER and KOLA smile amiably, bow from the waist, straightenand studythe
effects of their historical announcement upon the NURD family).

Dad: (Thoughtfully, suspiciously,having understoodnothing they have said).
Double-glazing!

Kola: (Startled). We beg your pardon?

Dad: You're trying to sell us double-glazing, right?

Kola: We regret - we do not understand your meaning.

Koker: Thetermyou useis strangeto us. It doesnot featurein the briefing we

received ....
Kola: .... before leaving Amaril. We have no knowledge ....
Koker: .... of double-glazing.

Jason: Neitherhadthe cowboyswho double-glazediuntie Beryl'shouselastyear.
(He smirks at his own joke and nudges WAYNE).

Kola: We havejourneyedfor severalof your Earthyearson our missionto bring
peace.

Koker: We represent a mighty star fleet awaiting us thirty miles above your planet.

Kola: With the leadersof your world, we shall discussco-operationbetweenour
people and your own ....

Ma: (To DAD). Don't they talk lovely, Kev?

Koker: Our landing craft was bound for a settlement called New York ....

Kola: .... Butin your planet'spolluted atmosphereur instrumentsmalfunctioned

Koker: .... and we have lost our way.

Dad: New York? Blimey O'Riley, you'retellin' meyou'velost your way, if you're
tryin' to getto New York! (DAD guffawswith the enthusiasnof someone
who is NOT lost when in the company of others who are!).

Tracey: 'Ere, if you're going to America, you wanna go to Tulsa, Oklahoma.

Jason: That's where our Auntie Pat lives. She's married to a cop.

Wayne: Yeah, he's got a gun.

Ma: Two lovely little girls, they'vegot, an'all .... Polly and Styrene. Polly's five
and St ....

Kola: (At last, becoming impatient!)We wish you to take us to your leader!

Ma: What?

Dad: Who?

Koker: Sincewe havefailed to reachour intendeddestination,we must make
contact instead with your local ruler.

Dad: (Perplexed).l don't get you mate.

Koker: We would like to talk with your regional commander.

Ma: Oooooh!



Dad: D'you mean Councillor Pratt?
Ma: Or the vicar?

(Thereis a knockonthe gardendoor. HER-NEXT-DOORenterswithout waitingto
be admitted).

Her N-D: It'sonly me! (Shepercheson anarm of oneof thearmchairs). To MA -
Hey, Pauline,l've just heard - Mrs. Fosketton the corner'shavinganother.
That'll be her seventh. Hopethis one'sbetterlookin' thanthe rest. They all
look like constipatedvarthogs. (Suddenlynoticing KOKERandKOLA). Oh,
excuseme - didn'trealiseyou hadvisitors. Relationsof Kevin's,obviously.
Can't mistake the family likeness.

Dad: (Annoyed).They're selling double-glazing.

Tracey: They took the wrong turning for Newport.

Wayne: They're after the vicar.

Kola: (Impatiently). Stop! Listen! (But he's wasting his breath).

Jason: Vicar's on his holidays again. | know 'cause choir practice is cancelled.

Tracey: (To KOKER and KOLA). Best thing you can do is get back to the
motorway.

Her N-D: There'sa twenty-mile tail-back on the motorway, love, accordingto
RadioWM. A mobile chippy'scollided with a truck load of pigs. Now the
north-bound's covered with sausages in batter.

Ma: None o'mine'll eat sausage. Funny innit?

Koker: (Almostshouting). IS IT IMPOSSIBLE TO COMMUNICATE WITH
YOU FOOLISH BEINGS / CAN NO-ONE UNDERSTAND OUR PLIGHT?

Her N-D: (Startled). Ooohdon'traiseyour voice like that,dear. You've no idea
what my nerves is like. Doctor Cheesewright says to me, he says ....

Koker: Thenhelpus,please.Cease/our babblingandgabblingwhich remindsme
so much of the sporkon birds at mating time on our home planet.

Dad: 'Ere, don't get shirty with us, pal. You know what you can do with yer
sporkonbirds, whateverthey might be. Ever sinceyou two camein you've
talked nothin' but rubbish.

Her N-D: Oh yes, Kevin, that remindsme: what'sthat heapof rubbishin your
back garden?

Tracey: Well, that's very nice, | must say.

Her N-D: No, | mean what's that THING you've got out there?

Dad: Thing? How do you mean, thing?

Ma: Have you left your mountain bike outside, Jason?

Wayne: There's that trolley from Tesco's.

Her N-D: No, none o'that. There's something big where your rhubarb is.
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Dad: (A tiger roused). On my rhubarb! There'dbetterNOT be somethin'on my
rhubarb!

Ma: (To TRACEY). Hark at the proud gardener! He only ever goesout thereto
spit!

Dad: (Striding majesticallyto the gardendoor). I'd like to seeanybodydump
anythin' on MY rhubarb!

Ma: (ToHER-NEXT-DOORas DAD peersout throughthe opendoor). Sureit's
not your hens,Elsie? If you'dgetyour Brian to mendthe fence,the perishin'
things wouldn't get through.

Dad: (Surveyinghis property through the gatheringgloom of evening). Blimey
O'Riley, therelS summatout there! Lookslike a skip with flashinglights on
it.

Jason: Who's left a rubbish skip in our garden?

Ma: Of all the flippin' cheek!

Kola: Itis ours.

Dad: (Asif KOLA hadnot spoken).| betit's themnext-door-but-one...yoknow,
where they're having an extensionbuilt for the snookertable. Knocking
down the old coalhousdirst. The daft builders - they'vedelivereda skip
here by mistake(Sits).

Ma: Typical!

Her N-D: | canbelieveit, love, | canjust believeit. Don't care what they do
nowadayshpuildersdon't. Look what happenedvhenwe hadour downstairs
toilet built ...

Koker: Our landing shuttleis parkedon the ground behindthis dwelling. We
apologise for any damage caused to your crops.

Her N-D: (Oblivious). First time Brian flushed the loo, the door fell off!

Ma: Oooh,l know! Me sister'sstorm-porchwasthe same. The builderwasat our
Beryl's solong working on it, his wife reportedhim missing. Policedug up
eight gardendooking for his remains! All they found was a forty-year-old
cocker spaniel and a bomb with 'Present from Adolf Hitler' painted on it.

Her N-D: Fancy!

Ma: Very first day at Beryl's, he took hour and a half to get the lid off his box.

Her N-D: What - his tool box?

Ma: No, his sandwich box!

Her N-D: It's a disgrace!

Ma: And then,when he'dfinally done,Beryl's postmancomplainedhe couldn't
reach the letter box.

Her N-D: Why was that?

Ma: Dozy builder had only gone an' hung the door upside down, hadn't he?

Kola: (Making a hugeeffort to remainin control of his temper). Our - landing-
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craft - has- descended upon- your - recreation area. There- is - no -
need - to - be ...(But he is interrupted by another knock on the back door).

Ma: Somebody at the door. Wonder who it is.

Jason: Might be the football pools man.

Ma: He never comes round the back.

Tracey: Could be Auntie Beryl with her club money.

Dad: (Exasperated)Don't go through all that again!

Her N-D: I'll see who it is.

(KOKER and KOLA moveout of her way. Sheopensthe door. The audience
cannot see who she is talking to).

Her N-D: Oh,hello,love. D'youwantTracey? (To TRACEY).Tracey,it's Alan -
your heart'sdelight, the light of your life, the man of your dreams,your
hunky handsome superstud!

Tracey: Tell Alan to come in. The rest 'ad better call round tomorrw night.

(HER-NEXT-DOORyesturesan invitation and ALAN enters. He is a pale youth,
dressedn sweat-shirtand jeans,and s the very oppositeof theimageHER-
NEXT-DOOR'swords have created. He standsjust inside the doorway,
looking shyly from TRACEY to his feet and back to TRACEY again).

Tracey: 'Lo Alan.

Alan: 'Lo Trace. (Pause).

Tracey: What d'you want?

Alan: (Pause).Comin' out?

Tracey: Dunno. (Pause).Where?

Alan: Dunno.

Tracey: Oh.

Alan: (Embarrassedt realising that everyoneon stageis listeningto him). We
could go and feed me dad's ferrets.

Dad: (With heavysarcasm). Blimey O"Riley, who saidromancewas dead! It's
sheer poetry listenin' to these two, innit? | can hear violins playin'!

(KOKER and KOLA have beenconferring during DAD'S speech. KOKER
approaches ALAN - much to ALAN'S alarm!).

Koker: May | ask if you are a member of this family?

Alan: Eh?
Koker: Are you related to this young persofie indicates TRACEY).
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Alan: (Growing suspicious)What's it to you, mate?

Ma: It's all right, Alan. Don'tberudeto the gentlemen.They'rejust on their way
to Newmarket.

Kola: (Snapping).New York!

Ma: (Startled by KOLA'S vexationDooh!

Koker: (To ALAN). | merelywish to talk to you for a moment. Shall we step
outside?

Alan: (Interpretingthis as a challengeto a fight and becomingsuddenlymacho).
Certainly! Any time you like, pal. You wait here, Trace! (He opensthe
door).

Tracey: Where you goin'?

Alan: Only outside - to sort out your boyfriend here!

Tracey: (Agitated). He's NOT my boyfriend. Don't be stupid!

Dad: Well. YOU loosed him in, gel - him and his sidekick.

Alan: (Shakingwith jealous anger). | might have known, Tracey Nurd. The
minute my back'sturnedyou startinviting blokesinto the house. | thought
you promised ....

Tracey: (Becoming angry herselfPromised? Promised what?

Alan: You know.

Tracey: No, | don't. What did | promise?

Alan: No more chattin’ fellers up. No more playin' the field.

Tracey: (Bristling). Playingthe field? Playingthe field? Who d'you think you
are, comin' ‘ere on a Tuesday night ....

Wayne: It's Wednesday.

Tracey: ....comin''ereon a Wednesdayight, expectingme to go out with you at
ten o'clock....

Jason: It's quarter to nine.

Tracey: .... expectingme to go out with you at quarterto nine, and insultin' my
friend Mr. Kola ....

Koker: I'm Koker.

Tracey: (Exasperated).Koker - Kola - whatever! All | cansayis you'vegot a
nerve,Alan Hodson,andl don'tcareif you nevercomeround'ereagain! So
push off!

(TRACEY becomestearful. ALAN stands helplessly in the open doorway,
wondering what to do. During the following conversation,MA and
TRACEY move downstageleft and talk in dumbshowwith HER-NEXT-
DOOR. Downstage right, WAYNE and JASON talk with DAD).

Koker: (Movingto centre-stagavith KOLA). TheseEarthbeingsareprimitive and

8



irrational. Communicating with them is impossible.

Kola: We will makeonefinal attemptto do so, however. Silencethemwith your
hypnos spray. Then they MUST listen to us.

Koker: (Producinga spraycannister). The hypnoscannisteris almostempty. |
madeconsiderableuse of it in quelling the frolicsome Zargs on the planet
Vix.

Kola: So I recall.

Koker: And alsothederangedDgballsupporterarriving for a matchon the planet
Wox.

Kola: Quiteso. Yet, if enoughremainsto hold theseprimordialbeingstongue-tied
for a brief time ...

Koker: I'll seewhatcanbedone. (KOKERwavesthe cannisterin anarc abovehis
head, a fine spray settling upon the assembly).

Ma: (Affronted). Mr. Koker, what ARE you doing? | hopeyou're not suggesting
my loungeis niffy. | admit (Strugglingto get her wordsout as the hypnos
spraytakeseffect,her voice becomingncreasinglymechanicaland drowsy).
that .... when .... Dad .... takes .... 'is .... boots .... offRause).

Kola: Forgiveus for taking this measurehumansbut we mustproceedwith our
missionwithout further delay. At presentyou are unableto move or speak,
but you are able to hear everything we say to you.

Koker: Our glorious home planet of Amaril supportsa race of beings like
ourselves - beings who have attained the highest peak of civilisation.

Kola: The Council of the Amarillion peoplesrecognisét astheir duty to venture
forth into the universe,making contactwith other life forms, and helping
them to develop as we have done.

(DAD gives a grunt of frustration).

Koker: Kola andl arebut two of the tenthousandAmarillions who are voyaging
in star fleets through unexplored regions of space ....

Kola: Settling on planets which make us welcome and respond to our teaching ....

Koker: Planets whose people desire progress ....

Kola: And are eager for change ....

Koker: Casting aside their ignorance ....

Kola: To learn the lessons and skills we can teach ....

Koker: Forinstancehow to work seventeeror eighteerhoursa daywithout tiring

Kola: How to live on grassand herbsinsteadof the harmful foods you eat at

present ....
Koker: No more chocolate, or fish and chips.
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Kola: No more crisps, no beef burgers - and no beer!

(DAD grunts again, this time in alarm).

Koker: You see, we know your weaknesses.

Kola: We have learned your language.

Koker: We understand your ways.

Kola: But we will teach you how to put aside all useless and trivial things....
Koker: Like television and snooker.

Kola: Football and bingo.

Koker: We can teach you the art of meditation, of seeking out eternal truths.
Kola: We can ....

(He is interruptedby a bumpingnoiseOffstage and GRANentersthroughthe door
downstageright. Shewearsan ankle-lengthnightdressand her hair is in
curlers).

Gran: | wasjustgettinginto bedwhenl heardyou lot downhere. Are you having
a party? Who'shere? I've left me glasseaupstairs. (MA canonly grunt in

reply).

(KOKER pointsthe hypnoscannisterat her, butit is now quite empty. GRANtakes
it off him, drops it onto the setteeand shakeshis hand, peering short-
sightedly into his face).

Gran: How do youngman. You're looking peeky. Beendrinkin' Taiwanlager?
Lastfacel sawthe colour o'yourshadbeenin the seatwo months. (GRAN
noticesKOLA and shakeshis hand,too). By heck,your pal looks asbad. |
should try liver salts. Friendsof our Tracey's,are you? You both look
smarterthan that scruffy Alan who comeshanginground here after her.
(ALAN grunts with indignation, but GRANhasn'tnoticedhim yet). She'sa
onefor the ladsis out Tracey. | wasthe sameat herage,mind. Thefellers
usedto comeroundour housein droves. By the dozen. Me dadusedto go
mad. Saidl'd gotto decideon just oneof 'em. Theyall wantedmeto marry
‘em,you know. Oh, yes,| hadamplechoice. But whatdid | do, eh? What
d'you think | did? | went and married Archie Barnfather - the barmiest
pillock in thewhole street.. Godresthis soul! | musthave beemaft choosin’
him. Do you know, afterthe honeymoon| senthim roundthe Co-opfor atin
of sardines ....

(There is yet another knock at the back door).
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Gran: Oooh, somebody at the back door. | wonder who it is.

Jason: (Wagginghis jaw asthe effectsof the hypnoswear off. Might - be- the-
football pools man.

Ma: (After exercisingher moutha little). He nevercomesroundthe back. Might
be your Auntie Beryl with her club money.

Dad: (Groanslike orangoutangwith severetoothache). COME IN WHOEVER
IT IS!

(AUNTIE BERYL enters .... with her club money! GRAN sits on chair upstage).

Beryl: It's only me. SorryI'm solate. I've hadto takeour Glenysup to Casualty
with her bottom.

Dad: You what?

Beryl: She's come out in that rash again.

Ma: Poor little duck.

Dad: It's only nettle-rash. She's probably been sliding down the canal bank again.

Beryl: That'swhatthe doctorsaid. But I'd like a secondopinion. (Sitson chair
stage left. MA perches on arm of armchair left).

Dad: You've just had one - MINE!

Ma: Sit down, Beryl. I'll put the kettle on. Thesetwo young chapshave just
dropped in. They're on their way to New Brighton.

Kola: (Wearily, as he and KOKER sink into the setté¢gw York.

(WAYNEslidesoff setteeand onto floor and JASONshufflesalong to makeroom
for them).

Beryl: New York! Ooh,smashin'.Hey - if you get thechancepoproundandsee
our Pat in Tulsa.

Jason: Yeah, she's married to a cop.

Wayne: He's got a gun.

Ma: And they've two lovely little girls -

Koker: (Bored). Indeed - Polly and Styrene. You mentioned them earlier.

Beryl: NeverbeenfurtherthanTorquay,meself - hey, thatremindsme: did you
like our holiday video?

Ma: Oh, yes, it were lovely, weren't it, Dad?

Dad: (Grumpily). Unbelievable!

Beryl: (To DAD). | say, Kevin, what's that you've got out there on your rhubarb?

Dad: Horse manure.

Beryl: No, that big thing.

Dad: (Wittily). A 'orse.
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Kola: | believe you are referring to our -

Dad: Actually it's a rubbishskip from up the road. Ruddy builders'ave 'ad it
delivered 'ere by mistake.

Beryl: You ought to complain.

Gran: (To DAD). You wanna go round and make a stink about it.

Her N-D: Flippin' builders. Look what happenedvhen we had our downstairs
toilet built -

Koker: (Risingin desperation). NO - PLEASE- NO! IT IS OUR LANDING
SHUTTLE. WE CAME IN IT - BRINGING GREETINGS - FROMOUR
EMPEROR - TELIGORN!

Wayne: Telewhat? Oooh,l nearlyforgot. Changethe channel. MindlessMorons
areon in a minute. They'reat numberthreethis week. (Pointing a remote
control at the TV).Nah! Number Four!

Beryl: (To MA). I've brought me club money, Pauline.

Ma: Ta. D'you want to order anything?

Beryl: Not yet. I'm savingfor a new dressing-gowrfor the winter. The cat had
her kittens on me old one and they think it's theirs now.

Dad: (Crossingto GRAN"Schair and, taking the jacket drapedround it as he
speaks).Well, It's time | wasoff to the 'Dog andParsnips'.(To KOKERand
KOLA). Fancy a couple of jars, lads?

Koker: (Puzzled).Jars?

Dad: Bevvies. Pints. (He mimesthe downingof a pint). Suit yourself,anyway.
(He putson thejacket).Now, where'sne cap? (He goesout throughthe door
downstage right).

(KOKER and KOLA stand).

Kola: We must leave.

Koker: This planet is quite unsuitable.

Kola: Nothing worthwhile can be done here.

Koker: Civilisation hereis in its infancy. The prevailingcultureis too basicand
undeveloped.

Kola: Our task here would be too great.

Koker: Quite impossible.

Kola: Yet we will be seen to have failed in our mission.

Koker: The Emperor will not be pleased.

Kola: He may not believe what we report about these creatyfsuse).

Koker: We could take back evidence.

Kola: Evidence?

Koker: A live specimen.
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Kola: (Glancingin the direction of the hall whereDAD can be heardwhistling).
You mean,return to Amaril with a living creaturefrom planet Earth?

(KOKER nods and smiles. DAD enters).

Dad: Are you coming,then,lads? It's only just acrossthe road - unlessyou'd
prefer 'The Mermaid'sArms'. Nice drop of bitter downthere,butit's aten-
minute walk.

Koker: We have transport.

Dad: Of course - your car'soutside,innit? Fair enough,we'll drop in to the
‘Mermaid', then.

(Asthe otherschattogether KOKERand KOLA steerhim awayfrom the hall door
and towards the back door).

Dad: What - you'reout here? Oh, well, all right, then. (To MA). I'll bring you
back a bottle of stout, love.

Gran: 'Night, Kevin.

Dad: (Calling as he exits with KOKER and KOLANight.

Ma: Shall you be late back, love?

Dad: (From outside).Might be. Don't wait up.

THE END
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