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LITTLE DONKEY RUMBA
by Roger Poole

Thescenes theliving roomof FRED and HANNAHFOSKET Tat about7.00pmon
ChristmasEve. Thereis a coffeetable centreleft with easychairs at either
side, these threeitems of furniture arranged atan angle of roughly 45
degreesto the audience.On the table is a bottle of wine and two empty
glasses. A small table right bears a telephoneand a container of nuts.
Floor-lengthcurtainsat centrebackare drawntogetherasit is eveningand
centreright is a Yamahaorgan. Up right nearthe telephonedableis a stool
or chair. Up left is the door to the hall and kitchen. Thereis a Christmas
tree down left and festive decorations complete the picture.

(FRED is fussing over the Yamaha,adjusting its position, checkingthat it is
pluggedin correctly. Finally, he drapesover it severalpiecesof seasonal
wrappingpapersellotapedogetherinto a singlesheetiarge enoughto cover
it. Satisfiedwith the effect, he is pouring out two glassesof wine as
HANNAH enters in a winter coat).

Hannah: Brr .... It's cold. One or two snowflakesin the air. Don't think it'll be a
white Christmasthough. (Shehasremovedher coatand goesout to hangit
up. Shehasn't noticedthe Yamaha.From off:) | pushedthe card through
number49'sletter box. Shouldn'tthink we'll get anymorecardsfrom people
we haven't sent to, do you?

Fred: Well, if we do they'll definitely be after-thoughts.

Hannah: You'll haveto look at this front dooragain,Fred. It's still not shuttingto
properly.

(HANNAH re-enters.FRED strikesa pose,arms outstretchedo draw HANNAH's
attention to the Yamaha).

Fred: Di-daaaaa!
(HANNAH sees it and acts with schoolgirl delight).

Hannah: That'smy Christmaspresent?oh, Fred,whateveris it? It's too soonyet
- we always wait till Christmas Day.

Fred: | know,butl couldn'thidethisthinganylonger. | nearlybustagutdragging
it in from the garageas soonasyou'd left the house. | wasworried in case
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you came back before I'd got it in here.
Hannah: Oooh, Fred! You've had that hidden in the garage? | never noticed.
Fred: Sorry it's not wrapped very elegantly. It's an awkward shape and size.
Hannah: I'd better go and get my present to you
Fred: Tomorrow. Open this now.

(HANNAH touches her present tentatively).

Fred: Justpull the paper off - it's not wrapped properly.

Hannah: All right - heregoes! (Sheremoveghe paperand squealswith delight).
Oooh, Fred, a Yamaha! Oooh, it's lovely - really lovely!

Fred: Well, | knew that's what you wanted.

Hannah: Oh,it's lovely, Fred. Fancyyou buying me this. Must havecosta few
bob. Why d'you spend so much?

Fred: Because you're worth it!

Hannah: Aaah! (Shekisseshim affectionatelythensits at the keyboard). Thank
you, love. Is it plugged in? Oh, yeShe plays a few notes).

Fred: Goon,giveusatune (He takesthe stoolor chair and placesit in position
for her).

Hannah: O.K. Sit down andbe anaudience. (Shesits and preparesto play).
Here goes!

Fred: Oh, hangon. Havea sip of thisfirst andtell mewhatyou think. (He passes
her a glass of wine. She tastes it).

Hannah: Hmm, that's nice. Where's it from?

Fred: Tesco.

Hannah: No, | mean, where was it brewed?

Fred: Blimey, you don't brew wine, love. You're thinking of beer.

Hannah: Oh, all right. So, beer is brewed and wine is .... what?

Fred: Well, it's .... it's er (He picks up the bottle and glancesat the label). It's
"produced". This wine is, anyway. "Produced in Italy".

Hannah: Right. Well it's very nice, Fred. We're coming up in the world, | must
say. lItalian wine and Japaneseorgans. (She strokes the Yamaha
appreciatively).

Fred: You like it?

Hannah: It's lovely, Fred. The best Christmas present you've ever given me.

Fred: Top of therange. | know | shouldhavekeptit till tomorrow. I'll haveto
think of some other surprise.

Hannah: (Risingand giving Fred a peckon the cheek). You're the surprise Fred,
giving me a Yamaha. (Shesinksinto an armchair left and picks up a
magazine).



Fred: (With mock formality). A YamahaCVP-210,to be precise,with digital
effects,registrationmemoryand 261 accompanimenstyles.Your very good
health,Mrs Foskett,andmay this Christmasoring comfortanddelightto you
and that remarkable husband of yours.

Hannah: [I'll drink to that, Fred, and to our first Christmas in the Avenue.

Fred: (Standsbehindthe easychair right, striking a pose facingthe audienceand
speakingasif deliveringa speech).| think | cansafelysay,aswe approach
the end of anotheryear, that things have gone very well for the Fosketts.
Their beautifulnewhomein GlenthorneAvenue, [He could addthe nameof the
town or district where play is being performad]the envy of all their neighbours.

Hannah: Is it?

Fred: (Normalvoice). Well, it would beif theygotin andsawit. (Orating). One
gazesdn spellboundadmirationat the quality of the furniture andfittings Fred
Fosketthasprovidedfor his dearwife; onemarvelsat his refinementand- er

Hannah: Taste.

Fred: And taste; one gasps in amazement at the lavish decor and - er - ....

Hannah: State of the art lighting.

Fred: State of the art lighting, and one wonders - ....

Hannah: Where the idle sod got the money for it all?

Fred: Where the idle - ..(Normal tone).People don't think that, do they?

Hannah: (Risingand movingto sit in a chair downstageside of the coffee-table).
Well, | don'tknow, Fred,do 1? | meanthe neighboursare boundto wonder
whatyou do for alivin', aren'tthey?We'vebeenlivin' heresix monthsnow
andthe whole Avenue'sseenyou polishin'the Merc every Sundayafternoon,
but they never see you drivin' off to work in it on a Monday morning.

Fred: (Risingand movingto sit in a chair at the downstageside of the coffee-
table). Mrs Foskett,you speaktruly, ma‘am.(Normaltone). Mind you, a lot
of peoplework from homenowadays@don'tthey?Everybodyroundherewill
naturallyassumehatfrom Mondayto Friday | am engagedtonstantlyin the
sphereof commerce,surfing the internet, brokering dealswith New York
from the seclusion of Maison Foskett.

Hannah: Is that what you tell 'em down the pub?

Fred: Not exactly, no - I'm not sure the subject of work's ever come up.

Hannah: It must have. You know what the other fellers in this street do.

Fred: Do I?

Hannah: Well, you told me Jim Tasker'sa solicitor and Marvin Lemm'san estate
agent.

Fred: Oh,that'sright, sol did. And Lonnie Meldersis a storemanagerl remember
now and Arnie Podmore .... now what's he do?
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Hannah: So what about you?

Fred: Eh?

Hannah: Well if they told you what they did, they must've asked what you did.

Fred: Yes, | suppose so.

Hannah: (With mounting impatience)And what did you say?

Fred: | haven't a clue. Something | suppose.

Hannah: (Exasperated). Well, that's marvellous,isn't it? You must'vetold 'em
something but now you can't remember what.

Fred: Well, is it all that important?

Hannah: Important? 'Course it's important!

Fred: | probablyjusttold 'emI'm following in thefootstepsof my dearold dadand
his father before him.

Hannah: Which is true.

Fred: Absolutely.

Hannah: You're a crook.

Fred: I'm acrook....look, doyou haveto be sobluntaboutthings,Han?l amnota
crook. I'm a -

Hannah: - Receiver of stolen property.

Fred: I'm adealer- in goodsof variouskinds.| handleawide rangeof high - class
merchandise jewellery, electricalgoods,computersetcetera all of which |
obtain from -

Hannah: - Thieves.

Fred: businessclients whoseintegrity | trust. (HANNAH snorts, cynically. She
rises, picks up her wine glassby now almostempty drains it and movesto
makeunnecessaradjustmentgo the ChristmasTree decorations). Look, |
have confidencein the peoplel deal with. | don't questiontheir business
practicesand they don't questionmine. | havea good working relationship
with my clients and that relationship is based on mutual respect.

Hannah: Respect#or the likes of Stig Taplin and Harvey Grain? You must be
jokin'!

Fred: (Affrontedandabsurdlyformal). Not atall! My businesgiealingswith those
gentlemergo backmanyyears,Han. We haveprosperedy respectingeach
other's privacy.

Hannah: You meanthe lessyou know abouteachotherthe lessthe police canget
out of you!

Fred: The police? Where do the police come in?

Hannah: (Leavingthe tree and preparingto take her emptywine-glassout to the
kitchen). Through this door one of these days.

Fred: (Annoyed)Oh, now you're just being silly, Han, Itell you ....

Hannah: (Gesturingto FRED to hand her his now emptywine-glass). Why can't
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you just do an honest job like everybody else round here?

Fred: (Forcing a laugh as he handsher his glass). Honest?l am honest,....
comparedwith the likes of Jim Taskerand Marvin Lemm, a solicitor andan
estateagent! They make me look like the Angel Gabriel'swhite hairedold
grandma.

Hannah: Ooh, Fred - don't blaspheme! You didn't ought ....

(The phone rings. FRED answers it. HANNAH goes out to the kitchen).

Fred: FredFoskett.... Oh, hello, Stig, HappyChristmas (Amiably). Whatcanl do
you for? .... What?.... All right, all right, calmdown - what'sthe matter?....
Yes?....Right .... Yes?.... (Suddenlyagitated). What! The law! 'Ere, you're
not ringing from your place,are you - you're phonemight be tapped?Yes.
What?They'recheckingthe warehouse?... well, aslong asyou andHarvey
aren'tkeeping'anythingin thereover Christmasyou've got nothingto worry
about,haveyou?.... Thelastlot of goods?... yes?.... no, I've got nothing....
movedit all on.... (With mountinguneasehelooksaroundtheroom).... At
least, | moved most of it onfHis gaze is fixed on the Yamaha).

(The front door bell rings).

Joyce: (From off stage).Yooeee! It's only me. The door's not shut properly.

Hannah: (Risingand crossingto the door). Hello, Joyce,comeon through. (To
FRED, whoseattentionis wholly takenup with the telephoneconversation).
You'll haveto do somethingwith aboutthe front door, Fred. (Standingat the
door addressinglOYCEwhohasnot yetappeared).HappyChristmas,JJoyce
.... andthanksfor the card,why don'tyou takeyour coatoff a minute?Hang
it up there.

Fred: Look, Stig,| don'tseeyou'vegotaproblem.l meannoneof thegoodscame
out of this area,did they?.... What! .... Local? .... How local? ....
GlenthorneAvenue! You perishin'moron! Do you realise....! Glenthorne
Avenue - that's where ....! Now listen, this is what ....

Hannah: Do you want to see what Fred's given me?

Fred: (Hearingthis,in alarm). I'll haveto ring you back.... there'ssomebody....
Stay where you are!

(He putsthe phonedown and rushesto standin front of the Yamahaas HANNAH
and JOYCE enter).

Joyce: (Cheerfullygarrulous,almostwithouttakinga breath). Hi, Fred.All ready
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for tomorrow?Justhad to menda tearin Jim's cape.... he'soff roundthe
estate with the Friends of the Donkey Sanctuary, singing carols and
collecting. They'll be down here soon,| expect,so get your money ready.
They'vegot asleigh,all lit up. Marvin Lem'shorsepulls it. They wantedone
of the donkeysbut they get nervousif they're madeto pull things. Arnie
Podmoresits on the sleigh in whiskersand Santagearlooking' a wally ....
only don'ttell him | saidso.... Theothersdressup in capesandring doorbells
and shakecollecting tins - and sing carols, of course.... exceptArnie; he
couldn'tsingto savehis life - that'swhy he'sFatherChristmasn the sleigh.|
wonderyou don'tjoin the Friends,Fred; they raise a lot of moneyfor the
donkeysl betyou know mostof them.You'd havealot in common- with the
Friends,| mean,not the donkeys.Whatwvas that you wantedto show me,
Hannah?| mustn't stay too long. Only poppedin to wish you Happy
Christmas. | say, doesn't your lounge look lovely!

(While she has beenspeaking,FRED has taken off the cardigan he was wearing
and hasdrapedit overthe Yamaha withoutturning his backon JOYCEand
therefore not very effectively.He leans back on the instrument,spreading
himself over it as best he can so as to hide as much of it from her as possible).

Fred: (Desperately, before his wife can reply)ell now!

Joyce: What?

Fred: Er - well now, are you Joyce? Feeling well and all that?

Joyce: | haven't beendill.

Fred: Good. I'm glad you're well - er, not under the weatheror anything.Er -
weather'gjuite good,isn’t it? Forecassaysit's goingto be a mild Christmas.
Dry - no rain - or - er - snow.

Joyce: Ohl wouldn'tmind a bit of snow.Can'tremembemwhenwe lasthada white
Christmas, can you, Hannah?

Fred: Don't ask her - she's colour-blind.

Hannah: Fred, let me show Joyce ....

Fred: "White Christmas"- | love thatfilm, don'tyou? It'll be on telly sometime
thisweek. (Sings). "I'm dreamin' of a white ah - Christmas, just like the
ones - ah we used to know .... "

Joyce: (Amused).Oh, dear me, Fred - where's it hurt?

Hannah: (Mystified). You like "White Christmas"?You've alwayssaidyou can't
stand it? Now, move out of the way, Fred, and let Joyce see -

Fred: (Gazingwildly at the fourth wall). - the Christmascardfrom Ibiza?Yes, of
course, she can see it. We've got friends who live there.



(He steersJOYCEDown Centre. Theyface the audienceas if looking at unseen
Christmas cards arranged on an unseen piece of furniture).

Fred: Everseena Christmascardfrom Ibiza, Joyce?Look at that - fascinating,
isn't it?

Joyce: (Unimpressed). Shepherds Wise Men - Mary and Joseph.... Oh, yes,
really different, isn't it, Fred?

Fred: Yes. Well - you don't normally see angels in spangled bikinis.

Hannah: (Becoming annoyed)red!

Fred: Intriguin’, the way cards from far flung countriesreflect their cultural
history. Now, look at this one from the Isle of Man ....

Hannah: Fred - what's the matter with you? | want to show -

Fred: Ever beento the Isle of Man, Joyce? Beautiful place. We spent our
honeymoonthere. Chapwho ownedthe hotel was a real characterWhat a
voice he'dgot. You could hearhim a mile off. In his sparetime, he wasthe
local town crier.

Joyce: Douglas?

Fred: No, Bernard, | think his name was. Marvellous fortnight - I'll never forget it.

Hannah: (Sourly). You alreadyhave- it wasthe Isle of Wight, not the Isle of
Man. Now then, Joyce -

Fred: | can hearyour dog barkin' somethingfrantic, Joyce. (He ushersher
towardsthe door, steeringher clear of the Yamaha). You'd bettergo and
check.

Joyce: (Bewildered).We haven't got a dog .... only a gerbil.

Fred: That'swhatl canhear,then.You'd betterseeif it's all right. Poproundfor a
drink on Christmas Day(As Fred almost pushes her out).

Joyce: We'll be at Jim's mother's on Christmas Day.

Fred: We'll make it next Christmas, then. Don't forget. Bye, Joyce!

Hannah: (Aghast). For goodnessake,Fred, what'sgoin' on? Why d'you shove
her out like that?

Fred: Nosy madam - we don't want her pokin' around.

Hannah: What you mean- pokin' around?What's there to poke aroundinto?
We've got nothingto hide. | only wantedto show her - (The pennydrops).
The Yamaha!(Almost a snarl).

Fred: (Defensively)Now, Han -

Hannah: You didn't want her to see it. It's nicked, isn't it?

Fred: No- ....

Hannah: My Christmas present! You bought me a hot Yamaha for Christmas!

Fred: 1didn't- ....

Hannah: (Almosttearfulin heranger). You tight-fistedrotten- You couldn'teven
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get me a nice Christmas present without ....

(During the following lines, the soundof carol singing ("Good King Wenceslas")
gradually grows louder).

Fred: |didn't know! Honest, Han, | didn't know - not till Stig rang.

Hannah: (Furious). You gotit from Stig Taplin andHarvey Grain andyou didn't
know it was nicked!!

Fred: And what's worse, the stupid devils nicked it from round here.

Hannah: Fromthe Avenue? So anybodymight drop in andrecogniset! We've
got to move it out of here quick!

Fred: We'renot movingit. ThosecretinsStig andHarveycanmoveit. (He picks
up the phoneanddials). Theygot meinto this messsotheycangetme out.
Hello - Stig? Fred- now listen - thatYamahal hadoff you- | keptit for ....
yes,it's roundherenow .... Look, | wantyou at 24, GlenthorneAvenueon
the doubleto getit away .... what?The police arestill there? .... Wantto
seeyour paperwork?Have you got any paperworkWell, that'sa relief! ....
Not for you maybe, but it is for me: | mean,if you haven'tgot any
paperwork,they won't trace anything back here,will they? What's Harvey
doing? Is hetherewith you? .... Well, try andgethim out of therewith the
van .... yes,thevan .... understood?And sendhim roundhereto shift the
Yamabha .... pronto. (He putsthe phonedownandgroans. To HANNAH).
Better give us a hand to move this, love. Temporary, like.

(Theyeachtake an end of the Yamahaand are aboutto start movingit whenthe
doorbell rings. HANNAH screams).

Fred: This way!
(Theystruggleto movethe instrumentbut tugin oppositedirections.Thebell rings
again and KATY MELDER's voice is heard singing the final lines of the

carol).

Katy: Ye who will now bless the poor
Shall yourselves find ble-ess-ing.

(She rings the doorbell).

Hannah: (Agitated). It's Katy Melders. Don't answer it!
Fred: She'll know we're in.



Katy: We wish you a merry Christmas,
We wish you a merry Christmas
We wish you a merry Christmas
And a Happy New Year.

(Leavingthe stool/ chair whereit is, FRED and HANNAH shovethe Yamahaover
to the windowand drapethe floor lengthcurtain overit. KATY peersround
the door as HANNAH moves to the stool / chair and sits).

Katy: Yoo-hoo! It's only me. The door wasn't properly shut.

Fred: (Weakly).Hello, Katy.

Katy: (Entering). 'Lo, Hannah. (KATYis holding a collectingtin. Shesurveygshe
room). You look readyfor Christmas,| mustsay. Treelooks nice. Where's
the mistletoe?Now if there'dbeena bit of mistletoe over where you're
standing, Fred, I'd have come and taken advantage of it.

Fred: (Quickly). How's the carol singing going?

Katy: Quite well. Betterthanlastyear.... mind you, we could havedonewith a
rehearsalWe're a bit rusty, musically speaking.But the collecting'sgoing
well .... which, of course,is why | called. (Sherattles her tin). | knewyou
two lovely peoplewould wantto supportour fundraising (Proffering the tin
to FRED) at this season of good-will to all donkeys.

(HANNAMH finds her handbag [beneath the coffee table perhaps] and searchesfor a
donation. FRED delves into his pocket).

Katy: You'revery kind. Thankseverso. (Ascoinsare putinto hertin). I'd loveto
stopandchatbutI'd bettercatchup with the othersor they'll bein someother
streetandl'll losethem. Now, be sureto haveawonderfulChris- hey,what's
that?

Fred and Hannah: (Following the direction of her gaze in alarmijvVhat?

Katy: That! What have you got over there behind the curtains?

(Shemovesover to the bulging curtain coveringthe Yamaha.HANNAH rapidly
joins FRED in getting between her and the instrument).

Hannah: It's a secret!

Katy: What?

Hannah: It's a secret.lt's Fred's Christmaspresent.l meanit's the presentl'm
giving Fred but it's a surprise. A surprise present. From me. To Fred.

Katy: Yes, |think I get your drift.



Fred: Well, all the best ....

Katy: Butis that a good place to hide it? | mean, isn'tit a bit ....

Hannah: I'm notreally hiding it. | mean,Fredknowsit's there.... only he doesn't
know exactly what it is.

Fred: Hence, the surprise

Katy: Well, I hopeyou'll like it, Fred.It's big enoughwhateveiit is. | couldn'tjust
takea peep,could1? | mean,it wouldn'tmatterif | knewwhatit was,would
it?

Fred and Hannah: No! (KATY starts).

Fred: (SteeringKATYtowardsthedoor). You don'twantto losethe others,Katy.
Why don'tyou andLonnie popin after Christmasandyou canhavea go onit
then.

Katy: Have a go on it?

Fred: I mean, you can see it .... er, whatever it is.

Katy: You said "have a go on it".

Hannah: He meant ....

Katy: If it's a surprisepresenthow do you know it's somethingyou canhavea go
on?

Fred: |1 don't! | haven't a clue what itis. It could be anythin'. | just thought ....

(FRED'Sattemptto ejectKATY from the room is thwartedby the entranceof JIM
TASKER. He is holding a carol book).

Jim: Hey, is thata YamahaCVP-210you've got in the window' Fred?Justbeen
having a sly peep at it from the outside. Don't mind, do you?

Fred: Er.... Er.... well ....

Jim: Digital effects, registrationmemory and 261 accompanimenstyles.... you
don't want to leave it on show like that. You'll have it nicked.

Katy: Now you'vegiventhe gameaway,Jim: it's supposed tde a surprisepresent
for Fred. Hannah's got it for him on the quiet.

Hannah: (Alarmed). No! | didn't get it!

Katy: But, you said ....

Fred: Er.... what she meansis ....

Jim: Marvin Lemm's had one stolen.

(A brief but excruciating silence).

Katy: Marvin's had an organ stolen?
Jim: A Yamaha. Somebody pinched it last week. He'd only had it a fortnight.
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(The phonerings. FRED answersit. During the telephoneconversationthat
follows, it is obvious that the update FRED is receiving from STIG is
anything but cheery).

Fred: Hello, yes? What! .... | mean,er .... what was that you said? (Pause).
Harvey'sdoing WHAT? (FRED glancesin alarm at JIM and Katy, then
turns his backon them). Yes, | know that'swhat| told you to do but, er, on
secondthoughts,| don'tthink that'sa goodidea atall. It's not convenient...
not convenientat all just now .... Try and get him on his mobile. (FRED
turns briefly and meetsthe gaze of those listening to his side of the
conversation).Hello? Sti .... er.... hello? Are you there?.... (Trying to sound
calmandbusinesdike). Yes, now, explainto Mr Grainthatit would be very
desirableto re-schedulehe collectiontime .... (STIGis clearly puzzled).To
re-schedulehe collectiontime .... Well, (Helooksat his watch)for anhour,
to be on the safeside..... er, | mean,to fit in with presentcircumstances...
Yes? .... Never mind that, just see to(FFRED puts the phone down).

Katy: (After an embarrassedrauseduring which it becomesplain that FRED
intendsmakingno commenbn the abovecall). Really?Marvin wasburgled
last week and lost his Yamaha?

Jim: Er .... yes. So you want to be careful with yours, Fred. Got it security coded?

Fred: (Weakly). Oh, yes.

Katy: How d'you know?

Fred: What?

Katy: How d'you know it's coded. | thoughtit was a surprise presentfrom
Hannah?

Fred: Well, it's like this ....

Jim: Yes, but Hannah says she didn't get it.

Hannah: What | meanis ....

Katy: And we neverknew you were musical,Fred. You've beenhidin' your light
under a thingy, haven't you?

Jim: Joyce and | thought it was you who played, Hannah?

Hannah: Well, l er ....

Fred: We both do! Both of us play. (Floundering). Sometimesduetsand ....
sometimes... er, notduets.... er singlets. Sheplaysasinglet,thenl ....er....
play one. So .... er.... the organ's a surprise present for both of us, really.

(Pause while KATY and JIM consider this).

Katy: Who from?
Fred: What?
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Katy: Who's it a surprise present from?
Hannah: (Wildly). That's the surprise!
Katy: Oh.

Jim: Yes, but what | don't get is ....

(He is interrupted by BERYL LEMM entering the hall calling).

Beryl: (Loud but expressionless).Coooeeeelt's only me! The front door wasn't
properly shut. (Sheentersthe room, with a collectingtin and a carol book.
To KATY and JIM). Oh, you're here.Arnie wonderedwhereyou'd both got
to. We're having a rest at the cornerof Lobelia Grove; then we're singing
Little Donkey and moving on down Delphinium Crescent.Mind you, we
needto practiselLittle Donkey..... | think Marvin assumesve all know it but
someof us haveneversungit before. (To HANNAH). You wouldn't have
any vaseline,would you, Hannah? Arnie's complaining about the Santa
Claus whiskers making his chin sore.

Hannah: (Eagerfor an opportunityof evena brief escape). There'sa jar in the
bathroom. I'll pop and get it.

Fred: (Hastily). You're all right, Han, I'll go.

(But HANNAH is already on her way. Exit HANNAH. BERYL stands Up centre).

Katy: Fred, can | have a look while she's out of the room

Fred: What!

Katy: A teensie weensie look?

Fred: (Anxiously).She'll be back in a sec ....

Katy: (Coaxing, in a baby voice)An eenie-meenie, teeny-weeny peek?

Beryl: Peek at what?

Katy: There'san electronicorganbehindthat curtain. It is a surprisepresentfor
FredandHannahfrom a mysteriouswell-wisher. Theydon'tknow who sent
it, do you Fred?

Fred: Er, well, I .... (Moves to block any attempt at unveiling the Yamaha).

Beryl: Marvin Lemm's had an organ nicked. You want to be careful.

Fred: Yes, | know.

Beryl: He'sdeadupset. He saysthe only funny thing aboutit is whoeverpinched
it'll have to get it repaired before they can make any money out of it.

Fred: (Weakly).Oh, yes?

Beryl: Yes,it's meantto havea whole rangeof different rhythmsyou canchoose
from when you're playing, but it's stuck on the rumba beat.

Katy: (Amused).A rumba beat, honestly?
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Beryl: No matter what you want to play, it's got a rumba beat.

Katy: How marvellous! That'sone thief who'sin for a bit of a surprise, then,
Fred.

Fred: (Desperately feigning amusemen®h, yes, definitely.

(HANNAH enters with a Vaseline jar, which she hands to BERYL).

Hannah: There you are , then, Beryl.
Beryl: Oh, thanks,I'll makesureyou getit back.While your backwasturnedwe
weretrying to persuaddé-redto give usapeepatthe Yamaha.l don'tsuppose

Fred: (To HANNAH). Beryl was sayin' that whoever'sstolen Marvin Lemm's
Yamaha ....

(Thetelephonerings. FRED answersit. The othersstandin silencehearingevery
word FRED says. During the conversation,FRED grows increasingly
agitated).

Fred: Hello? You can'tcontacthim? But | told you to .... he'snot answeringhis
mobile?.... sohe'sstill on hisway .... Well, that'syour lookout.... it's all your
fault, anyway! Hello? Hello? (He is talking to himself; STIG has put the
phone down).

(FRED realises that he has an attentive audience).

Fred: Er .... just my old mother.... wantedto know whattime | waspicking herup
tomorrow .... to bring her round for Christmas dinner ....
Hannah: But she's at your sister's in Australia!

(FRED glares at her in fury).

Fred: (With immenseself-control). Oh, did | say my mother? Sorry, | meant
yours.

Hannah: But my mother's been dead five years.

Fred: Justaswell we only gota smallturkey,then,isn'tit? (Laughsfeebly). She
won't have much of an appetite.

Hannah: (Angrily). Who was that on the phone?

Fred: (Snatchingat anystrawin his eagerness$o changethe subject). Perhapyou
ladies could have a quick glimpse of the Yamaha.... er, beforeyou go on
your way. Though | know you want to get off as quickly as ....
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(A ring of door bell is followed immediatelyby MARVIN LEMM and ARNIE
PODMORE pushingthe door open. ARNIE is in Father Christmasoultfit,
complete with whiskers).

Marvin: Sorryto intrude.... the front doorwasn'tshutproperly.We'relooking for
our lost troops.Ah, thereyou all are. (To FRED). | say, Fred,| like that
YamahaCVP-210you'vegot in the window .... it's just like the onel've had
stolen .... digital effects, registrationmemory, 261 accompanimenstyles.
Only thing is mine's got a fault .... needsa bit of attention. Good organ
otherwise.(To ARNIE). Any lead on that, by the way, Arnie?

Arnie: (In a muffledtone which the audienceshouldfind barely coherent). We
think we may be on to something.... (He pulls off his whiskers). | say,we
think we may be on to something.... (Noticing the Vaseline). Is that
Vaseline, Beryl? Thank the Lord! My face feels like it's on fire!

Beryl: He'sgotreally tenderskin for a policeman. (ShehandsARNIEthejar. He
sits on the stool / chair and begins to rub his face with Vaseline).

Fred and Hannah: (Horrified). A policeman!!

(This outburst causes all present to stare at FRED and HANNAH).

Beryl: Detective Inspector, actually.

Hannah: (Attemptingto soundcalm). A police inspector?0h, good.... just what
we needround here,if people'shomesare being brokeninto. Don't know
whatthe world’s comingto, really | don't,whenthere'sno respecfor private
property and your possessions are nicked by scumbags like Stig ....

Fred: (A deafeningsneezeadesignedto stop HANNAH in her tracks). A-TISH-
OO!l A-TISH-OO!

Katy: Got a cold Fred? Sounds nasty.

Fred: No, just a tickle .... bit of dust got up my nose.

Hannah: (Resenting any implication that her home is dirtpust! What dust?

Jim: (Attempting humour). What "dust” mean, Fred? "Dust" imply thy wife's
parlour is dusty?

Hannah: He'd better not.

Joyce: (Enteringin a stateof agitation). Ooh,excuseme burstingin like this - the
front doorwasopen,by theway .... but I've hada shock! I'm all of a dither!
Something very funny's going on!

Fred: Tell me about it, | could do with a laugh.

Beryl: What's wrong, Joyce?

Hannah: Here, sit down .... you look all shook up.
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(JOYCE perches on the chair downstage of the coffee table).

Jim: What've you been up to, love?

Joyce: Oh,Jim,I've ....I've hadafunny sortof manatthedoor. He saidhe'dcome
for an organ.

Fred: (Agonising to himselfOh, no!

Marvin: Organ? What organ?

Joyce: Well, that'sjustit, Marvin! | knewyour organhadbeenstolen.... andthis
manlookeda right villain if everl sawone....sol said: "I don'tknow what
you'retalking about. The only organl know anythingaboutis a Yamahathat
Mr Lemmup the avenuehadstolenrecently.” So he said: "That'sprobably
theone." Thenl said: "Well, why've you comeherefor an organthat'snot
ours and that's been stolen anyway?"

Beryl: And what did he say?

Joyce: Well, he givesme a funny sort of look andsayshe musthavecometo the
wrong house.

Fred: (To himself)You can say that again.

Jim: Perhaps he came to see Fred and Hannah's organ.

Joyce: Fred and Hannah have an organ?

Marvin: A Yamaha. Same model as mine.

Joyce: Oh....well, yesperhapghat'sthe onethe fellow wason about. (Shelooks
at FRED enquiringly).

Arnie: (Preparing to move to the doorWhere is he now?

Joyce: | dunno. He wentoff up the avenue.| just shutthe door, waiteda minute
or two, then came round here.

Katy: It's a bit weird, isn't it?

Fred: (Who has been covering his face with his handon't believe it!

Arnie. What?

Fred: (Alarmedto realisethat ARNIEheardhislastremark). Er ....1 don'tbelieve
it's weird. |....er....1think .... er ....

Marvin: (Rather agitated over possibledevelopmentsn the case of his stolen
Yamaha).What? What do you think, man?

Fred: Well, it's just that.... (He is interruptedby the door-bell). | think it's my
brother ....

Hannah: Brother!

Fred: Harvey .... my bother Harvey. | invited him round for ....

(HARVEY appears in the doorway .... an amiable dimwit).

Harvey: Hello, Mr Foskett.
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Fred: An organ recital.
(A shriek from HANNAH, who staggers to the upstage chair and sits).

Harvey: Stig sent me round ....
Fred: (Desperately).For a look at the organ, Harvey. Yes, that's right.

(FRED leads HARVEY downstage ARNIE standsand movesout of their way,
taking up a position where he is actually leaning on the Yamaha).

Fred: First,let meintroduceyou. Thisis Joyce. Joyce thisis my brotherHarvey.
Katy, my brother Harvey.

Harvey: Brother?

Fred: (Pushing HARVEY on to the stool / chaijannah, my brother Harvey ....

Beryl: Haven't they met before?

Fred: (Uncomprehending)Wha ...?

Beryl: You're introducing Hannahto her own brother-in-law. Haven't they met
before?

Fred: (With exaggerated mirth)Ah, of course! How stupid ....

Arnie: Why does he call you Mr Foskett?

Fred: Pardon?

Arnie: (Suspiciously)Why doesn't your brother call you Fred?

Fred: Er .... respect. He's my younger brother. It's the way we were brought up.

Harvey: (His face twistedin incomprehension).Excuseme, Mr Foskett,| don't
understa ....

Fred: Harvey, it's Christmas.... New Year soon. Why don't we scrapthe old
family tradition. Call me Fred.

Harvey: (Smiling inanely).Oh, all right Mr Foskett, if that's what you want.

Fred: Fred, brov, Fred. Happy Christmas. How're the kids?

Harvey: (Mystified again).What kids?

Arnie: What | want to know is ....

(The next four questions are all directed at HARVEY in rapid succession).

Joyce: Why did you come to my house? Don't you know where your brother lives?

Marvin: Why did you say my stolenYamahawas "probablythe one"you'd come
about?

Arnie: Who's Stig?

(HARVEY stands open-mouthed FRED pusheshim down on the stool again.
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Everyone turns for an answer to FRED).

Fred: (picking up the brazil nuts from the telephone tabEazil nut, anyone?
Hannah: (Suddenly inspired at the sight of her man defeateslpbvious!

(Now all heads turn to HANNAH, including FRED's).

Fred: Isit?

Hannah: (Ignoring him). Fredand| haveonly lived in the Avenuesix months.
Harveyhasn'tbeenherebeforeandgot the numberof the housewrong. He's
very hardof hearingso when you, Joyce, askedif he'd come abouta
Yamabhastolenfrom Mr Lemm, he said"probably" becauséhe thoughtyou
said "a Yamahatokenfrom .... er.... SisterEm." Emmie'sthe sisterof Fred
andHarvey, see, andshe'sgiving Harveyatoken.... avoucher.... for organ
lessons... asa Christmagpresentjike. And Harvey'scomeroundto hearour
Yamaha and have a go on it.

Fred: (Impressed).Pure genius!

Joyce: He doesn'tseemvery hardof hearingto me. (To HARVEY) You canhear
what I'm saying, can't you?

Harvey: Yes. (FRED nudges him vigorously).mean, beg pardon?

Arnie: (Unimpressed)Whao's Stig? Not Stig Taplin, by any chance?

Fred: (AsHARVEYopenshis mouthto reply). You'll haveto speakup, Arnie. (He
points to his own ears to make his meaning clear).

Arnie: (Louder). Who ....is .... Stig? Do ....you .... mean .... Stig .... Taplin?

(HARVEY looks anxiously to FRED for help).

Fred: No, he'sreferringto his.... er....to hisdog. Yes, that'sright, his petdog,
Stig.

Arnie: But he said Stig senthim roundhere. Whenhe camein he said:"Stig sent
me round".

Hannah: (AsFRED strugglesfor inspiration). "Roundthe bend!"He wasaboutto
say "Stig sentmeroundthebend." He'saterribledog.... barkingall thetime

Arnie: What kind of dog?
(FRED and HANNAH together).

Fred: Corgi!
Hannah: Rottweiler!
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Fred: It's a cross between a Corgi and a Rottweiler .... very strange looking animal!

Arnie: (With more than a touch of sarcasnif). must be!

Hannah: Sends Harvey crazy barking at him all the while.

Beryl: Well, why doesn't he shut it in another part of the house?

Fred: He'd still hear the dog barking.

Arnie: But he's supposed to be deaf!

Fred and Hannah: Not that deaf!

Jim: (Interrupting). Thisis ridiculous! We'resupposed tbe carolsinging.... and
look atthetime! (Consultinghis watch). It'll betoo lateto do muchmoreif
we hang around any longer.

Marvin: Yes,butl think this guy (indicating HARVEY)knows somethingabout
my Yamaha. What do you say, Arnie?

Arnie: (Fumblingunderhis Santaoutfit for a notebookand pencil). | sayyou lot
carry on without me. I'll take down a few details about this gentleman
(indicating HARVEY)and catch you up in a while.

Jim: Fair enough. Don't be long, though.

Arnie: (To HARVEY).Step into the next room for a minute, will you, Mr Foskett.

(HARVEY doesn't realise he is being addressed)

Arnie: (Raisinghis voice). Mr Foskett,| saidwe'll just stepinto the next room,
shall we?

Fred: (Bewildered)All right, Arnie, coming.

Arnie: Not you .... your brother.

Fred: Brother? Oh,yes,Harvey. (StandsbesideHARVEY, speakingquietly into
his ear. HARVEYstaresat the audience) Harvey, go into the nextroom
with Arnie .... er, Mr Podmore.... DetectivelnspectorPodmorethatis. He
wantsto askyou a few questions.... so .... just .... watch ... what .... you're
saying!

Katy: Can he hear you, muttering like that?

Fred: What? Oh .... certainly. He lip-reads.

Katy: But he wasn't looking at your lips.

Fred: Er .... he was watching me in the mirror. He's a reflective sort, is Harvey.

(ARNIE ushers HARVEY out).

Beryl: Beforewe go, canwe run through'Little Donkey"? | wasn'ttherewhen
you rehearsed it.

Katy: Goodidea. | coulddowith anothergo atit beforewe inflict it onthegeneral
public.
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Marvin: Well, | don't know ....

Katy: It wouldn't take a minute.

Beryl: Just the first verse would do.

Marvin: That all right with you, Fred? Hannah?

Hannah: (Beginning to lose her grip on eventggs .... ‘course it is.

Katy: Hey, Fred .... we couldn't have it played on your new Yamaha, could we?

Jim: How aboutplayingit for us,Fred? Here'sthe music. (He wavesa carol book
at FRED).

Fred: (Stares, mouth agape, bleating pathetically for a few moments.Then):
Certainly....er,yes. Only | can't. | mean, could.... butl've gota splinterin
mefinger. (Indicatesa finger on his right hand). Very painful can'tput any
pressure on it. Sorry about that. Otherwise ....

Katy: Want me to take a look at it, Fred? | am a nurse, after all.

Fred: (Criesoutin panic.... thenpretendsheis crying outin pain). No, actually
Hannah got the splinter out earlier .... but the finger's still very sore.

Jim: What aboutyou then,Hannah? You play aswell, don'tyou? (Offeringher
the book).

Katy: Ooh, yes, go on, Hannah.

Hannah: Well, | don't know ....

Jim: (Turning on the charm). We'd love to hearyou play, Hannah. | know |
would.

Hannah: (Yielding). | don't mind ....

Fred: (Alarmed). She's not had a chance to try it out yet.

Hannah: (Keen to play).No, | know, Fred, but ....

Fred: (Vainly trying to soundlight-hearted). Don't want to looseyourselfdown,
do you, love?

Katy: I'm sure she wouldn't loose herself down.

Fred: She's nervous playing in public.

Marvin: Never!

Jim: We're not the public. We're just riff-raff.

Beryl: Speak for yourself.

Fred: Brings her out in a rash.

Arnie: Blimey!

Hannah: (To FRED, confused). don't get a rash ....

Fred: Yes, youdo....brightscarlet.... all overyourface.... you'veprobablynever
noticed.

Hannah: (Indignant). What d'you mean, never noticed?

Marvin: Look, don'tworry. Fred.... Hannah.... d'youmind if | play? We just
wanta quick run throughof "Little Donkey", thenwe'll getout of your way
and let you enjoy Christmas Eve in peace.
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Fred: (AsJIM andMARVINeasethe Yamahaawayfrom the window). No .... you
can't!

Jim: Why not?

Fred: Er .... the neighbours! Mustn't disturb the neighbours.

Jim: Fred,thisis a semi. Joyceand! live nextdoor. We'reyour neighbours....
and we're both round here.

Fred: Yes, | know, but ....

Marvin: (Moving the stool / chair to the organ). 'Scuseme, Fred. (He seats
himself at the Yamaha)jre we plugged in?

Jim: (Handling the connecting cable)'m doing it.

Marvin: Justlike mine,thisis. Be niceto play somethingwithout a rumbabeat.
(To the singers). Okay, everybody.... "Little Donkey" .... I'll play it over
first, then we'll try a verse.

(AsMARVINpreparesto play, FRED edgegowardsthe hall. Puzzled, HANNAH
mouths"Where are you going?" at him. He indicates, with furtive head
movements, that she is to follow. She remains where she is).

(Wehearthetuneof "Little Donkey" with a rumbabeat. MARVINstops, stands,
examines the Yamaha closely, then ....).

Marvin: Hey! This is mine!
(General reaction. All heads turn to FRED).

Fred: Naaaah .... that's impossible, Marvin.

Marvin: (Examiningthe instrumentevenmore closely). Here'sthe scratchmarks
where our cat tried to sharpen its claws.

Hannah: (Lamely) That'sthetroublewith cats,isn'tit? My sister'sgota Burmese

Marvin: Nevermind your sister'sBurmese. How doesmy Yamahacometo bein
your living-room?

Fred: Er .... perhaps if we all had a nice cup of tea and a mince-pie ....

Marvin: Mince-pie be blowed ....

(ARNIE enters, holding his mobile phone).
Arnie: Well, that's interesting.Some of my men have apprehendeadne of the
villains we think areresponsibldor therobberieghathave beemnakingplace

round here lately. Unfortunately,aboutfifteen minutesago he managedo
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give themthe slip, but they'reon his trail andarein hot pursuit. It's only a
matter of ....

(There is a dramatic banging on the front door. This should be as loud as
practicable. No one moves).

Jim: (Unnecessarily)Someone at the front door, | think, Fred.
Fred: Hmmm? Didn't hear anything.

(The banging is repeated. Then the door-bell is rung).

Arnie. (Heavily, after a pause during which no one movél)answer it, shall 1?

Hannah: (Nervously) It's all right .... it's only carol-singers... little scroungers...
we don't open the door .... it only encouragegshem! They shouldn't be
allowed.

Marvin: What shouldn't .... carol singing?

Hannah: Yes. (Then realises what she has sa@d, | don't mean ....

Fred: No, no .... shedoesn't! After all, you're different .... you're all .... well,
you're all ....

Hannah: (Trying to help him out but failing miserably).. in here.

(STIG's voice is heard in the hall, shouting).
Stig:  Are you there,Fred? The door wasn'tshutproperly. The coppersare after
me, Fred .... they'verumbledthe whole she-bang. Have you seenHarvey?

He's not come back. They don't know about you, though, Fred. Fred!

(STIG, dishevelledand in a state of panic, now appearsin the doorway. ARNIE
grabs him).

Arnie: Merry Christmas, Mr Taplin, come and join the party.

(From his Santaoutfit, he producesa pair of handcuffsand cuffs himselfto STIG.
FRED movesacrossto HANNAH and grabs her hand. They begin edging
towards the door. Then ....).

Fred: Run for it!

(FRED and HANNAH disappearthrough the door and are pursuedby ARNIE,
yanking STIG along behind him followed by the others. Whenthe stageis
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clear, HARVEY enters, wide-eyed with alarm and bewilderment).

Harvey: Where'severybodygone? (He peersaroundthe roomfoolishly. Thenhe
sits at the Yamaha}ow's it go?

(With onefinger he tries to pick out the tune of "Little Donkey" and singsrather
gratingly as many of the words as he can remember,whilst FRED and

HANNAHT return with the othersstill in hot pursuit. Theyrun round him and
exit again).

[If possiblethe chasecould be conductedhroughthe audiencea final exit taking place at

the back of the auditorium]

The End
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