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Morgaret one Mactn  ( Goff, Helen)

“Deck the Halls” begins to play, followed by a medley of other Christmas
hits. During this, the shopping is removed, the tree is erected and decorated
and other decorations are put up around the room. This process is very swift
and is choreographed to the music. When the music stops the set has been
transformed into a decorated family home with all the trimmings

Margaret That's nice, really lovely.

Martin The angel got bent last year and it won’t go back on the top.

Helen It was that fool McGoldrick that trod on it.

Martin It wasn’t his fault the tree fell down.

Margaret No, it was his drunken wife, that what’s-her-name, Funnelola or
whatever it is.

Martin Fionula and you know full well what her name is — you’re just
pretendin’.
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Margaret Fionula. What a stupid name!

Martin It’s a very old Irish name. It’s the female version of Finn as in Finn
McCool a great Irish hero. We had Irish heroes and Irish colleges and Irish
schools and laws while you lot were still running round covered in woad
shaking your spears at the Romans. Anyway you just didn’t like her
because she fancies me.

Margaret (rising to the bait, and actually quite jealous) Fancies you! Don’t
be ridiculous.

Martin I’'m not that ugly! I haven’t just fell off the bells at Notre Dame you
know.

Margaret Anyway, don’t flatter yourself: she fancies anything in pants —
or out of them. Particularly out of them.

Goff To change the subject ever so slightly: does anybody fancy a drink?

Helen Gin and tonic please. Where’s the dog?

Golff pours drinks during the following

Margaret I thought he was in. I'll have the same please, Goff.

Martin I'll have a small Black Bush with another one to keep it company
incaseit’dbelonely. (He switches the tree lights on. Nothing happens) The
friggin’ lights have gone again. They were brand new last year. I buy anew
setof lights every friggin’ year and twelve months later they’re dead. They
only have to work once a year, that’s all, and they can’t even do that.
They’re worse than your bloody queen — at least she works every
Christmas.

Margaret And you can’t take them back because they only cost you a fiver
on the site. That’s what you get for five-pound Christmas lights; they work
from Christmas Eve to Twelfth Night and then it’s “Good-night, Vienna.”
Sometimes, Martin Duggan, I get fed up with you and your blessed deals.
Half the stuff in this house doesn’t work because it fell off a lorry or you
got it off a bloke on the site. I’ ve had a new bathroom for nearly a year and
I had me first bathinit last week. If we didn’thave a shower as well I'd have
been stood in the back yard with a scrubbin’ brush.

Martin The bloke who had the taps was away.

Helen In Strangeways.

Margaret Taps — you’re tapped! And I must have been to have married
you!

Helen (opening the door) Trumpton! Trumpton!

Goff (pouring drinks) It might be just the fuse — try the fuse.

Margaret One of them bulbs is a fuse.

Martin What kind of a name for a dog 1s that — Trumpton? How can you
take a dog like that seriously?




