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ACTII
Scene 1
Christmas morning

The Christmas tree, though it has its lights (now working again) and baubles,
has shed every single one of its needles. Carols are spouting from the
television, which flickers on the set. The tea tray, with nothing on it, is in
evidence. Helen sits in her dressing-gown and nightie with a bowl of cereal,
her eyes fixed to the TV screen, waiting for the house to wake

Fiona comes in, also in dressing-gown and nightie

Helen (not looking up) Morning, happy Christmas. (She stands to kiss
Fiona) I’ ve just put the kettle on for some more coffee.

Fiona Happy Christmas. (She gives Helen a peck on the cheek) 1 didn’thear
anybody else stirring. Jimmy’s decided he’s got jet lag and he’s staying in
bed for a bit; he was up till all hours with Martin and Goff. I think it’s more
likely Guinness-and-whisky lag. But he’d never admit to that. Does your
dad normally drink that much?

Helen He doesn’t actually. He just likes to let his hair down and have a good
time on special occasions.

Fiona Like weddings and Christmas and funerals.

Helen No. Like Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday. He’s the last of
the Good Time Charlies. They broke the mould when they made him. It's
like Uncle Goff. You don’t get many of them to the pound.

Fiona I'd forgotten quite what he can be like. I remember him driving Mum
mad with his antics. Like when he took his motorbike apart in the kitchen
and we had to climb over bits of chain and pistons for three whole months
while he waited for somebody at work to turn him a new whatsit. I used to
think that everybody in the world had the petrol tank off a Royal Enfield
permanently on the sideboard. What’s that you’re watching?

Helen Some clapped-out superstar going to Africa for charity being
condescending to the natives for a couple of days before flying back to his
mansion in Berkshire. That kind of thing.

Fiona Bit cynical, isn’t it?

Helen Well, I'm a teacher; what do you expect?

Fiona How long have you been teaching now?
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Helen Ten years. S . * 2

Fiona Where are you at? Knaresborough, isn’t it? =~ ]

Helen Yes, Knaresborough: proof that God had a sense of humour;
Yorkshire's answer to Bognor Regis. Knaresborough: where they stand
the dead up in bus queues.

Fiona It's posh, isn’t it, Knaresborough? I remember going there when we
were kids at school. “Mother Shipton’s Well”” we shouted at the driver of
the coach and he said, “I didn’t know she’d been ill”. We thought it was
dead funny but apparently he said that to all the kids,’cos when we got back
to school the class above us already knew it. (A long beat) It’s funny
coming back; there’s so many memories. Still, you must like it to stick it
out.

Helen It has its moments. The school I teach in isn’t particularly rough — by
which I mean that we only get two teachers a year putin hospital —butI’ve
had a squash racquet thrown at me for telling a lad off, my car windscreen
put in for sending somebody to the head for carrying a knife and I’ve had
my tits felt twice by thirteen-year-old boys. The chemistry teacher flipped
last term and turned a fire extinguisher on two kids.

Fiona Why, for God’s sake?

Helen They were advancing towards him with Bunsen burners.




