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40 Comfort and Joy
cathy and Crispin ()
WMM’W.

( Mourtn | Goff | Wj@ﬁ@b)

Kathy runs in carrying the cat baskets

KATHM ¢
Quick, get me somewhere to put these. Quick! Quick! Hallo everybody.
Hi! Hi! Mmm mmm. (She does quick Sloaney kisses all round) Quelle
disastre! 1 mean, really — quelle disastre.

Crispin enters, walking like Frankenstein's monster

The family react to Crispin, gagging as if there is a bad smell coming from
him

This is Crispin, everybody: I'll introduce you all properly in a minute.
Martin (putting out his hand) You're very welcome.
Crispin 1can’t shake your hand I'm afraid. I'm covered from head to foot
in a fine patina of cat doo doo.
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Act II, Scene 1 41

Goff Patina; I must look that word up.

Margaret What's happened?

Kathy Well, you know how they hate travelling, particularly Tarantino. I
mean Jarman’s never been exactly comfortable with the car but Tarantino
is positively schizoid! Well, they were worse than ever this time. They
started pooing as soon as we left London and haven’t stopped for four-and-
a half-hours. Quelle nightmare! I mean ... I mean ... well, they’ve been
pooing solid— well, not solid,, you know whatImean — without stopping.
For nearly six hours. The inside of his car is covered in it. He’s got some
on him too. I was sat on the back seat with their baskets so it missed me.
They got their little botties up against the bars of the cage and resprayed the
interior of his BMW. And it’s only three days old.

Crispin Four hundred miles on the clock and covered in cat doo doo.

Goff A patina.

Kathy Let’s get them in the bathroom and get them cleaned up. (An
afterthought) Crispin, there’s another bathroom and toilet in Mum and
Dad’s bedroom, yeah? You can get yourself sorted out there.

Helen I'll give you a hand, then I'll get changed.

Kathy goes off with Helen to sort the cats out. Crispin follows
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Thereis along silence during which Margaret stares murderously at Martin.
The silence should be sustained as long as possible, even to the extent that
we suspect the actors have dried

Crispin I do hope you are all having a good Christmas. It’s so nice to have
the family home for Christmas, isn’t it?

Margaret (gibbering because of her nerves and the potheen ) Oh, yes, it’s
marvellous. (She gets up and pours herself another potheen inadvertently)
Will you have a drink?

Crispin In a moment. I wondered, could 1 borrow a shirt and some slacks
perhaps until these can be dried? My change of clothing was hanging up
in the back of the car. I'm afraid the cats have covered that in doo doo as
well.

Geff Are they special cats, these of yours, then, Kath?

Kathy No why?

Goff Well, yours do doo doos — our cat used to shite.

Margaret (fo Crispin) Of course. (To Goff) And you: shut your cakehole,
you! (She downs the drink in one; this time it has no effect on her
whatsoever)

Kathy Cakehole, wow, cakehole! Nobody says that nowadays; how quaint.

Fiona Does anybody mind if I help myself to lemonade? I’ ve got a throat like
a kangaroo’s bottom. (Receiving no answer, she pours herself a large
potheen and downs it in one. She goes into immediate catatonia, locked
solid with the glass in her hand)

Martin I'll just fix the tap. It'll be good as new. Two minutes. No problem.

Martin exits

Margaret It shouldn’t have come off in the first place!

Crispin [ didn’t pull it hard, you know. I turned it on and when I tried to turn
it off it came away in my hand, just snapped off. I don’t think it was fixed
on properly.

Margaret Like a lot of things in this house; like his (she points upwards in
the general direction of the absent Martin) piggin’ head. Now let’s get you
some clothes. I'll find you some of Martin’s, but Idon’t know what we can
do about that nice jacket of yours; we’ll have to get it dry-cleaned.

Crispin and Margaret exit during the following

Crispin They won’t be open on Christmas Day.




