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The Entertainer

THis play was first presented by The English Stage Company at The Royal
Court Theatre, London, on 1oth April 1957, with the following cast:—

Brue Rice . . . . . . .. George Relph
JEAN RiCE .. . . . . . . .. Dorothy Tutin
PHOEBE RicE e B i 54 » - Brenda de Banzie
ArcHIE Rice . . . . . . Laurence Olivier
FrRANK RiICE . .. . . .. . Richard Pasco
GORGEOUS GLADYS . i . . .. Vivienne Drummond
WiLLiam (BroTrER Birr) RICE .. . . . Aubrey Dexter
GRAHAM .. .. .. .. .. . . Stanley Meadows

and subsequently by The English Stage Company, in association with Laurence
Olivier Productions, at The Palace Theatre, London, on 1oth September 1957,
with the following cast:—

Biiiie Rice . . . . . .. .. George Relph
JEAN RICE .. . . . . . . .. Joan Plowright
PHOEBE RICE .. . . . . . Brenda de Banzie
ArcHIE Rice .. . .. .. .. .. Laurence Olivier
Frank RicE . i . - . ‘s Richard Pascoe
BRITANNIA .. N . . .. .. Jennifer Wallace
WiLLIAM (BROTHER Biir) RICE .. L . - Albert Chevalier
GRAHAM .. - - a4 s 24 is Robert Stephens

Settings by ALAN TAGG with costumes by CLARE JEFFREY
Music by JoHN ADDISON

Directed by ToNY RICHARDSON

No character, in this play, is intended to portray any specific person, alive or dead.

Running time of this play, excluding intervals, is approximately two hours.
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(amatenr productions)*

By virtue of The Copyright Act (1956) it is illegal
for this play to be performed or read before an
audicnce unless a licence has first been obtained
from:—

EVANS BROTHERS LIMITED,
Montague House, Russell Square,
London, W.C.1,

or their authorized agents. To avoid possible dis-
appointment (should this play not yet be released, for
instance) such application should be made, prefer-
ably in writing, as carly as possible and, in any case,
before rehearsals begin, stating :—

i.  name and address ofapplicant;

ii.  name and address of society or organiza-
tion which would perform, or read, the
play and on whosc behalf the applicant is
authorized to act;

iii. namec and address of place where the
performance(s), or reading(s), would be
held, and the amount of scating accom-
modation available;

iv. time(s) and date(s) of performmcc(s), or
reading(s), including matinées.

The fee for cach performance of this play by
amateurs in theatres scating up to 600 people is six
pounds. For performances in theatres scating more
than 600, the fee will be by arrangement with Evans
Brothers.

All fees due must be paid at least three days prior to
the production.

Fees for reading and for performances outside the
United Kingdom on application.

*Note —Proﬂ‘\'fimzal managements, seeking permission fo
perform this play, should apply to Margery
Vosper Ltd., 53a Shaftesbury Avenue, Lon-
don, W.1. Tel. 01-437 5106.



PRODUCTION NOTE

Here is a view of England seen through the eyes of a music-hall comedian and
his family, and constructed with the disciplined freedom of the twice nightly
variety programme.

As the challenge to the director and cast is considerable, it is assumed you
will not be attempting this play unless you have responded to and been stimu-
lated by it. Therefore these few production notes are intended to guide the
group over the pitfalls and not to explain or justify the play’s philosophy; as
such they will be as severely practical as possible.

John Osborne has said that he wants to make people feel in the theatre, and
let them think afterwards. His method is to throw before the audience state-
ments, ideas and situations, and then let them respond at their will. During per-
formances at the Royal Court Theatre the casts of Look Back in Anger and The
Entertainer used to play a game of guessing where some members of the
audience would walk out. Indeed, Mr. Osborne, in his Foreword to the
Acting Edition of Look Back in Anger (q.v.), postulates that for members of an
audience to leave the theatre is a response: better they should leave noisily,
because they have been offended, than sit snug and unhearing.

Like all plays written by actors, from Shakespeare onwards, The Entertainer
has dialogue which only works to its greatest effect when spokentoa listening
audience. The construction and punctuation of the dialogue is dramatic and not
literary. Observe, for instance, the difference in thythm between Billy’s opening
speech in Number Five and Archie’s closing lines: the one broad and flowing;
the other nervous and jerky. You may examine the whole play in this way.

Staging

The place is England—the time is 1956.

Alan Tagg’s original settings for the Royal Court Theatre had a two-fold
intention: (1) that the settings could be changed without any pause in the
presentation (of course, John Osborne’s construction of the play enormously
helps this) and (2) that the whole play should have the atmosphere of the music-
hall. Accordingly, false stage boxes were designed for the Royal Court Theatre
with heavily decorated bow fronts topped with red plush, the usual theatre
front curtain was replaced by an example of a typical music-hall advertisement
cloth, and electrically operated numerical indicators were installed which lit
up and showed the number of each “turn” as it was being played.

Directly behind the advertisement cloth was the music-hall area: tormentors
either side, through which Archie Rice entered or left, and a gaudily painted
gauze backdrop. This gauze was backed with black “tabs” so that scenery and
property changes could be carried out behind the gauze backdrop while a



music-hall number was being played in front. A rising microphone was
installed to come up at the footlights for the music-hall scenes.

When the gauze and its attendant black tabs were flown out, the Rices’ living-
room was revealed. Even here the music-hall atmosphere was retained. No
naturalistic room with the fourth wall removed, but gauze wings, gauze back-
drop (the top of which could be seen by the audience) and heavily swagged
borders. In this backdrop was set the living room door, which opened onstage
showing the passage beyond, and which was reached by stairs coming up
through the stage. There was no backing to the stairs or passage except the back
wall of the theatre. (See frontispiece, also ground plan facing p. 16.)

Because the gauze wings could not act as masking in themselves, plum-
coloured velvet legs were also hung at the necessary intervals up each side.

The use of gauze, which is difficult material to paint, hang and light, is not
essential to the play. Because Alan Tagg used it, it meant that at the Royal
Court Theatre it was possible, with appropriate lighting, to see the back wall,
although the music-hall backdrop and the living-room backdrop were both
“in”; as far as the living-room backdrop was concerned it meant that artists
could be seen coming up the stairs and walking along the passage to the living-
room door: and for the music-hall backdrop it meant that the nude posing as
Britannia in Number Nine could be set behind the backdrop (and its black
tabs) during the music-hall scene and to reveal the nude only necessitated the
black tabs being drawn aside and the lighting being changed. The back wall of
the theatre was used twice, once at the beginning of the play when it was hung
with neon and bright electric signs to represent a street, and once at the very
end of the play when the entire stage was cleared completely and it represented
itself—the backwall of a theatre.

This description has been dealt with at some length in the hope that it might
help by knowing how the original production was planned scenically. It can,
of course, be simplified. There are three arcas necessary: the orchestra pit, the
music-hall, and the sitting-room. The music-hall needs three to four feet in
depth, after which the remainder of the stage area (not forgetting to allow for
the music-hall backdrop) can be given to the living-room. There is no need to
see beyond the living room backdrop, and the door can lead off right or left to
save having to allow for the depth of a passage outside the door. The stage left
tormentor opening was used at the Royal Court as the entrance to Phoebe’s
kitchen, so it is conceivable that the stage right tormentor opening could be the
door to the living-room. An entrance far down stage is not easy to use from
the producer’s point of view, but this alternative might be considered a better
entrance for the artists than entering through the wings, if this form of staging
is used.

It must be remembered that the Rice family can play over the music-hall
area, so that the living-room scenes can be opened out, but of course the



artists must be moved upstage of the music-hall backdrop before the end of the
scene. This linking of the two arcas is particularly useful between Numbers
eight to nine and nine to ten, when Archie Rice goes directly from the room
into his music-hall turn, and at the end of the turn is immediately part of the
living-room scene once more.

Some short notes on the characters

Very few words are needed on the characters. John Osborne has written his
own notes about them and, with those in mind while a careful study is
made of the text, each character is found to have a past as well as a present.
Even Brother Bill and Graham, although their réles are very small—and
although their scenes are concurrent, switching from one side of the stage where
Jean and Graham play their scene on the same settee that has been used all
through the play, to the other side where a desk and two chairs have replaced
Billie’s armchair—they are both characters who have been mentioned many
times during the course of the play. Not only do their scenes add greatly to our
knowledge of the destinies of Archie and Jean, but they also complement all
that has been said about themselves.

In thinking of Billie Rice, one can but quote John Osborne writing in the
programme for the Boston U.S.A. opening: ‘“The only way he could deal with
life was continually to draw on the strength of his remembered past”.

Between Jean and Frank—a half brother and sister—there is a deep affection,
understanding and tolerance. It is this same tolerance, as well as her intelli-
gence, that allows Jean to accept Phoebe’s attitude in Number Eight and it is
to Phoebe that she gives unspoken comfort in Number Ten. Frank plays at
being Archie’s “feed”, until the news of Mick’s death strikes right through
the gay facade we have seen up till then.

Finally, Phocbe and Archie Rice: both wonderful acting parts with tre-
mendous scope and variety; each knowingly acting a part, but each being
caught off guard, for example, with Phoebe in Number Seven and with Archie
in Number Ten.

Music

Music for The Entertainer has been specially composed by John Addison and
is available on hire direct from the Publishers only. They will be glad to furnish
particulars on request.

The work is scored for viola, B? trumpet, trombone, percussion and piano.
When all these instruments are not available it is desirable that at least a per-
cussion player be used with a piano.

Producers’ copies

Interleaved copies, specially bound to remain open and flat at any page,
contained between black grained plastic covers and blocked in gold letters, are
obtainable direct from the Publishers only, price 10s. 6d., postage 7d.



NOTE

The music hall is dying, and, with it, a significant part of England.
Some of the heart of England has gone; something that once belonged
to everyone, for this was truly a folk art. In writing this play, I have
not used some of the techniques of the music hall in order to exploit
an effective trick, but because I believe that these can solve some of the
eternal problems of time and space that face the dramatist and, also,
it has been relevant to the story and setting. Not only has this tech-
nique its own traditions, its own convention and symbol, its own mys-
tique, it cuts right across the restrictions of the so-called naturalistic

stage. Its contact is immediate, vital and direct.

MAM.NH

CAST

Birry Rice
Jean Rice
PHOEBE RICE
ArcHIE RICE
FraNk Rice
Wirriam (BroTHER BiLL) Rice
GraHaM DobpD

and
BriTanniA

OVERTURE
Billy and Jean.
Archie Rice—"Don’t take him seriously!”
Billy, Jean and Phoebe.
Archie Rice—"“In Trouble Again”.
Billy, Jean, Phocebe and Archie.

INTERMISSION

6. Billy, Phoebe, Jean, Archie and Frank.

%

Archie Rice—"“Interrupts the Programme”.

. Billy, Phoebe, Jean, Archie and Frank.

INTERMISSION

. Frank Rice—"Singing for You”.
10.
II.
12.

13.

Billy, Phoebe, Jean, Archie and Frank.

The Good Old Days Again.

Jean and Graham—Archie and Brother Bill.
Archie Rice—“The One and Only”.



*THE ENTERTAINER

SETTING. The action takes place in a large coastal resort. The house
where the Rice family live is one of those tall ugly monuments built by
a prosperous business man at the beginning of the century. Only
twenty-five minutes in the brougham to the front. Now, trolleybuses
hum past the front drive, full of workers from the small factories that
have grown up round about. This is a part of the town the holiday-
makers never see—or, if they do, they decide to turn back to the plea-
sure gardens. This is what they have spent two or three hours in a train
to escape. They don’t even have to pass it on their way in from the
Central Station, for thisis a town on its own, and it has its own station—
quite a large one, with acres of goods sheds and shunting yards. How-
ever, the main line trains don’t stop there. It is not residential, it is
hardly industrial. It is full of dirty blank spaces, high black walls, a
gas holder, a tall chimney, a main road that shakes with dust and lorries.
The shops are scattered at the corners of narrow streets: a newsagent’s,
a general grocer’s, a fish-and-chip shop.

OVERTURE
During the Intermission, an advertising sheet is lowered.

NUMBER ONE

At the back a gauze. Behind it, a part of the town. In front of it, a high
rostrum with steps leading to it. Knee-high flats and a door frame will
serve for a wall. The sight lines are preserved by swagging. Different swags
can be lowered for various scenies to break up the acting areas. Also, ordinary,
tatty backcloth and draw-tabs. There are two doors L. and R. of the apron.
The lighting is the kind you expect to see in the local Empire: everything
bang-on, bright and hard, or a simple follow-spot. The scenes and interludes
must, in fact, be lit as if they were simply turns on the bill. Furniture and
props are as basic as they would be for a short sketch. On both sides of the
proscenium is a square in which illuminated numbers, the turn numbers, appear
as the programme proceeds. The problems involved are basically the same
as those that confront any resident stage-manager on the twice nightly circuit
every Monday morning of his working life.

*1t is illegal to perform this play, in any circumstances whatsoever, without a licence. Please
refer, for full details, to Copyright Notice preceding main text. (Copyright Act 1956.)
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Music. The latest, the loudest, the worst. A gauzed front-cloth. On it
are painted enormous naked young ladies, waving brightly coloured fans, and
kicking out gaily. Written across it in large letters are the words: “ROCK’N
ROLL NEW’D LOOK”’.

Behind the u.s. gauze, light picks out an old man. He walks across the
stage from L. to R. As he reaches c. he pauses and looks up. There are
shouts and screams. The noise of a woman trying to separate two men—nher
son and her lover perhaps. Cries of “Oh, leave him alone! Don’t!
Please don’t! Leave him alone”. He walks off R. and reappears beside
the swagging, walking in c. There is a crash and the sound of blows. He
pauses again, then goes on. The woman screams, loudly this time. He
pauses again, turns back, and shouts down over the banister rail: “Do you
mind being quiet down there, please:” He pauses, but there is no
response. “‘Will you kindly stop making all that noise!” He manages
to sound dignified, but he has a powerful voice and the noise stops for a moment.
He nods and starts moving. A voice shouts: “Why don’t you shut your
great big old gob, you poor, bloody old fool!” A woman’s sob stabs
the end of the sentence and the old man hesitates, turns back and calls over
the stairs: “Are you all right, Mrs—2" A man’s voice is heard, urgent
and heated. A door bangs, and the noise is muffled. The sobbing is still
audible but the situation seems to be more controlled. The old man returns
c. and enters through the door-frame.

BiLLy AND JEAN

Birry RICE is a spruce man in his seventies. He has great physical
pride, the result of a life-time of being admired as a “‘fine figure of a
man’’. He is slim, upright, athletic. He glows with scrubbed well-
being. His hair is just grey, thick and silky from its vigorous daily brush.
His clothes are probably twenty-five years old, including his pointed
patent leather shoes, but well pressed and smart. His watch chain
gleams, his collar is fixed with a tie-pin beneath the tightly knotted
black tie, his brown Homburg is worn at a very slight angle. When he
speaks it is with a dignified Edwardian diction, a kind of repudiation of
both Oxford and cockney that still rhymes ““cross”” with ““force’’, and yet
manages to avoid being exactly upper-class or effete. Indeed, it is not
an accent of class but of period. Gne does not hear it often now.

Take up front gauze.

He walks .c. laying down a folded newspaper, two quart bottles
of beer, and a telegram, which he glances at quickly. He crosses to the
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forestage door R., and disappears through it singing sonorously but
cheerfully:

“Rock of ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee!”

(He reappears in his shirt sleeves pulling on a heavy, woollen
cardigan over his waistcoat. Still singing, he sits down, pours himself
out a glass of beer, and starts to unlace his shoes. He puts those in a
box with tissue paper u.s.c. The noise starts up again from downstairs.
He drinks from his glass of beer, takes out a nail file and stands cleaning
his nails expertly. This is like flicking off the old, imaginary speck of
dust. There is a yell from downstairs. BILLY speaks, gravely, with
forethought.)

Birry. Bloody Poles and Irish!

(He sits down and puts on his carpet slippers. Front door slams,

he takes spectacles from his case and puts them on.)
I hate the bastards.

(He unfolds his newspaper, the doorbell is still ringing. He looks
irritated, but he has his feet up and is too comfortable to move. He sings
cheerfully, as if to drown the noise of the doorbell.)

Nearer my God to Thee
Nearer to Thee!
(He listens and then goes on.)
Even though it be a cross
That raiseth me.
(He picks up the newspaper and peers at it gravely.)
Still all my song would be
Nearer my God to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!
(He puts down his paper.)
(Standing.) Why don’t they answer the bloody door!

(He leans his arm on the chair, wondering whether he will have
to go after all.)

Ought to be locked up, some of these people.

(It looks as though he won’t have to go after all, and he settles
back cheerfully.)

Dirty, filthy lot. (Picks up paper.) No wonder we're going down.
(Pushes paper down suddenly.) My God, there’s a draught!

(Gets up and goes to door and looks out.)
I'll bet they’ve left the front door open. Born in fields, they are.
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(Takes a rug and arranges it against the door.)
Probably were born in fields. Animals. (Back to chair and sits down.)
Like animals. Wild animals.
(He settles down. Across from L. comes a young girl, JEAN. BILLY
pours himself out some more beer. The girl knocks on the door. He listens.)
Who is it:
(The girl knocks again.)
Who is itz Can’t get any peace in this damned house.

Jean. Is that you, Grandad:

Brrry. What:

JeAN. It’s Jean.

BuLry (rising). Who is itz

JeaN. It's me—Jean.

BiLLy (goes to door and stands behind it). Can’t even read the paper in
peace. Who:

Jean. It’s your granddaughter.

Biry. Oh! What she doing:

(JEAN tries to push door open but the rug prevents it.)
Just a minute! Just a minute! Hold your horses! (He bends down.)

Jean. Sorry.

Biry. Hold your horses!

(He releases the rug and opens door, revealing JEAN Rice. She
is about twenty-two, dark, with slightly protruding teeth and bad
eye-sight.  She is what most people would call plain, but already
humour and tenderness have begun to stake their small claims around
her nose and eyes. Her mouth is large, generous.)

Jean. Hello, Grandad.

Birry. I wondered who the hell it was.

Jean. I'm sorry.

Birry. Ithought it was some of that mad lot carrying on. Well, come
on in if you’re coming, it’s draughty standing about in the doorway.
I've only just sat down.

JEAN (coming in, kisses him). Did I disturb you: I am sorry.

Birry. I'd just sat down to read the evening paper. Well, this is a
surprise. Who let you in:

Jean. The son, I think. He didn’t say a word.

Birry. Shouldn’t think he did. He’s too bloody ignorant that’s why.

Jean. I could hear her. I was ringing the bell for ages.

Birry. It’s a bloody farm-yard this place.
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Jean. Well, how are you:

Brry. Bloody farm-yard. They want locking up. And you know
what, now, don’t you: You know who she’s got upstairs, in Mick’s
old room, don’t you: Some black fellow. It’s true. I tell you,
you've come to a mad-house this time.

Jean. You're looking very well. How do you feel:

Biry. I'm all right. You expect a few aches and pains when you
get to my age. Phoebe’s at the pictures, I think. She didn’t tell me
you were coming.

Jean. I didn’t tell her.

Birry. No, well she didn’t say anything. So I wasn’t expecting a
knock on the door.

Jean. I only decided to come up this morning.

Birry. I'd only just sat down to read the evening paper.

Jean. I'm sorry. I disturbed you.

(She has picked up her cue neatly. The fact that his evening has
been disturbed is established. His air of distracted irritation relaxes and
he smiles a little. He is pleased to see her anyway.)

BiLy. Well, give your Grandad a kiss, come on.

(She does so.)

Jean. It’s good to see you.

Birry. Well, it’s nice to see you, my darling. Bit of a surprise. Go
on, take your things off. Phoebe won’t be long. What she went
out for, I don’t know.

(JEAN undoes her coat, and throws a packet of cigarettes on the
table.)

JEaN. Got you those. Gone to the pictures, has she:

Birry. She’s mad. Oh, that’s very kind of you. Very kind, thank you.
Yes, she said she was going early. I don’t know why she can’t stay
in.

Jean. Well, you know, she’s always been like that. She enjoys it.

BiLy. Well, she’ll have to learn.  She’s not a youngster any more.
When she gets to my age, she won’t want to do it.

(He unwraps the cigarettes and takes out an ivory holder from
his waistcoat.)

Oh, this is nice of you. Thank you. Still, if she stays in she only
gets irritable. And I can’t stand rows. Not any more. (He stares in
front of him.) No use arguing with Phoebe anyway. Would you
like some beer:
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(She shakes her head.)
She just won'’t listen to you. Are you sure you won’t? There’s a
damn great crate out in the kitchen. Archie brought it in this
morning.

Jean. No thanks, Grandad.

Brry. No, when she gets in that mood, I just go out.

Jean. Where do you go:

Birry. I go fora walk. OrIgo to the club. You haven’t been to the
club. Oh, I must take you then. It’s very quiet, mind you. Except
at weekends. You get some of the wives, then. But they’re mostly
old-timers, like me.

JeaN. Sounds fun.

Birry. Well, it’s somewhere to go when you're fed up with the place.
Don’t suppose it would appeal much to youngsters like yourself.
I expect you go in more for these jazz places.

Jean. I'd like to go. You must take me.

Birry. Would you really: Would you: All right. But, I warn you,
there’s none of your boogic-woogie. How long are you here for:

JeaN. Just the weekend.

Biry. We'll go tomorrow night. It’s a good night—Sunday. I sing
them some of the old songs, sometimes, when I feel like it. Haven't
done it lately, not for a long time. Don’t seem to feel like it.

JeaN. Where’s Dad:

Brrry. He's at the theatre. He’s playing here—at the Grand this week,
you know.

Jean. Oh, yes of course.

Birry. Idon’t seem to feel like it these days. You get a bit depressed
sometimes sitting here. Oh, then there’s the Cambridge down the
road. I go there, of course. But there’s not the old crowd there,
you know. What about the news, ch: That’s depressing. What
d’you make of all this business out in the Middle East: People seem
to be able to do what they like to us. Just what they like. I don’t
understand it. Ireally don’t. Archie goes to that damned place down
by the clock tower.

JeaN. The Rockliffe.

Birry. Yes, the Rockliffe. Every tart and pansy boy in the district are
in that place at a weekend. Archie tried to get me in there the other
day. No thank you. It’s just a meat-market.

Jean. How is Dad:
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Birry. He’s a fool.

Jean. Oh:

Brury. Putting money into a road-show.

Jean. Ididn’t know.

BirLy. Oh, it’s another of his cock-eyed ideas. He won'’t listen to me.
He spends half his time in that Rockliffe.

Jean. Isee. What show is it this time:?

Birry. Oh, I don’t remember what it’s called.

Jean. Have you seen it?

BiiLy. No, IThaven’tseenit. I wouldn’t. These nudes. They're killing
the business. Anyway, I keep telling him, it’s dead already. Has
been for years. It was all over, finished, dead when I got out of it.
I saw it coming. Isaw it coming, and I got out. They don’t want
real people any more.

Jean. No, I suppose they don't.

Birry. They don’t want human beings. Not any more. Wish he
wouldn’t get stuck in that Rockliffe. Gets half his posing girls in
there if you ask me. (Warming up.) Well, why should a family man
take his wife and kids to see a lot of third-class sluts standing about
in the nude. They’ll go once. They won’t go again. You can’t
blame them, can you: Can’t even see anything exciting in it myself.
It’s not even as if they got the figures nowadays. They’re all skin
and bone.

JEAN (smiles). Like me.

Birry. Well, you don’t stand around with nothing on for everyone
to gaup at and God bless you for it. But you never see a woman
with a really good figure now. I could tell you something about
beautiful women now, I could. And it wasn’t all make-up either.
They were ladies. Ladies, and you took off your hat before you
dared speak to them. Now! Why, half the time you can’t tell the
women from the men. Not from the back. And even at the front
you have to take a good look, sometimes.

Jean. Like the Government and the Opposition.

BirLy. What’s that: Don’t talk to me about the Government. Or
that other lot. Grubby lot of rogues. Want locking up. No, old
Archie’s a fool. He won’t even listen to you. He’s never listened to
me anyway. He listens to all these smart boys. And there’s plenty
of them in our profession, believe you me. That’s why I put up
with old Phoebe. She’s had to cope, I can tell you. But I don’t
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have to tell you. He’s going to come a cropper I'm afraid. And
pretty soon, too. He’s bitten off more than he can chew.

Jean. With this new show, you mean. Has he really put money intoit:

BicLy. Put money into it! Don’t make me laugh! He hasn’t got two
halfpennies for a penny. It’s all credit. Credit, if you please! How
he gets it beats me, after that last business. Still, he could always
talk, your Dad. And that’s about all. Do you know, I spent
thousands of pounds on his education: Went to the same school as
me. And his brother. Thousands of pounds. He wasn’t one of these
scholarship people, like you. It was all paid for, every penny. And
where’s it got 'im: (He takes a drink.) That Rockliffe. They should
close the place. Someone should write to the Council about it.
I'm surprised nobody hasn’t. There’s alot of gentry here, you know,
besides the riff-raff round here. Retired people. They don’t want
that kind of thing going on. Are you all right: You look as though
you've been keeping late nights or something. What have you
been doing with yourself: Lots of these parties, eh?

Jean. No, not really.

BiLy. Well, you’ve got tohavea good time while you're young. You
won’t get it later on. I'll bet he won’t be in till all hours tonight.

JeaN. Dad:

Bury. I'm very pleased to see you, Jean. Are you all right: They’re
treating you right:

Jean. Oh, yes.

Biry. They’re doing right by you, I hope. You’re not in any trouble,
are you:

JeaN. No, Grandad. I'm not in any trouble.

Birry. I just wondered why you came up to see us like this suddenly.

Jean. O, it’s just—

Brrry. I'm not asking you to tell me. You do as you like, my darling.
I ’spect you're hungry, are you:

Jean. Iate on the train.

BiLy. You shouldn’t have done that. It’s extravagant, and all they
give you is a lot of rubbish. You're not extravagant, are you:

Jean. I don’t think so.

BiiLy. No, I didn’t think so. You're a good girl, Jean. You'll get
somewhere. I know you'll get somewhere. You're not like the
lot in this house. You’ll do something for yourself. You take after
your old grandfather.



