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ACT 1. SCENE 1 (The kitchen) 
(A large tidy farmhouse kitchen. TIM is sitting at the table. BETTY is busy in the kitchen and divides her attention between those tasks and speaking to TIM) 
Tim: Can we talk now?

Betty: Of course we can talk.

Tim: No, I mean really talk. With you, sitting here at the table, with me.

Betty: There’s too much to do…

Tim: Would you sit down please.

Betty: (Turns momentarily) It’s that bad, is it – the news?

Tim: I’ve got something to tell you, mother.

Betty: Can’t it wait? You can see how busy I am. When will I get the time to bottle all this fruit.

Tim: Well what about if you… didn’t bottle it? 

Betty: And have nothing to eat in the winter, I suppose.

Tim: It’s not the nineteenth century, mother. No one actually starves these days. There is Tesco’s. 

Betty: Have you seen their prices? They fly green beans in from Botswana. We’re supposed to be saving the Earth. Or haven’t you noticed?

Tim: You hate Friends of the Earth, mother.

Betty: I don’t need a bunch of lunatics in white boiler suits, tearing up perfectly good carrots and telling us what to put in the muck spreader, thank you very much.

Tim: Mother, I need you to stop what you’re doing and sit down. Here. Just for a minute. I know that may delay the jam for half-an-hour, but you do have an entire wall of jam in the garage already.

Betty: (Sitting, deflated) You like my jam.

Tim: Yes, yes, mother, I do love your jam.  Although please don’t give me any more. I don’t want the flat to be overwhelmed by jam.

Betty: You haven’t crashed the car have you? We can’t afford to keep paying for these things, you know. I don’t know what your father will say

Tim: I haven’t crashed the car.

Betty: Worse?

Tim: Different. The thing is… I’m gay.

Betty: Nonsense.

Tim: Is that it, nonsense?

Betty: Have you told your father?

Tim: Not yet.


Betty: He won’t be very pleased.

Tim: No. I don’t suppose he will. Not many gay fly-halves in the England squad at the moment.

(Enter GRAN)
Gran: Who’s here? I heard voices.

Betty: Oh Mum, not now please.

Gran: I didn’t know Tom was here.

Betty: He isn’t. Tom died ten years ago. Perhaps that’s why.

Gran: (Indicating Tim) But he’s there.

Betty: That’s not Tom, Gran. That’s Tim, your grandson. Remember?

Gran: Tim? 

Betty: He’s only just arrived.

Gran: You didn’t tell me.

Betty: I didn’t know he was coming.

Gran: You didn’t think to come in and say hello to your dear old Gran, then?

Tim: I was just on my way, honest Gran…

(TIM gets up and hugs GRAN)
Gran: You’re such a big boy now. Look at you. You've grown. Who are you?

Tim: I’m Tim.

(GRAN looks confused. TIM sits down)
Betty: Mother, could you please go back in the living room. Tim’ll bring you in a nice cup of tea, in a minute.

Gran: I don’t want a nice cup of tea. I’ve had six already. Why do people think I need endless cups of tea. I don’t like tea that much. Especially your tea. It’s not like real tea, it’s like drinking perfume.

Betty: It’s Earl Grey.

Gran: Foreign muck.

Betty: Where do you think Typhoo comes from mother – Saxmundham?

Gran: I don’t like it.

Betty: No, but it’s the kind of tea we drink in our house. So you’ll just have to get used to it. Now please go back in the living room. I can’t have you in here getting under my feet all the time.

Gran: I don’t like the living room. I want to talk to someone. I don’t want to be sitting in there on my own. I might as well be at home.

Betty: You can’t go home. We’re selling the flat, remember?

Gran: Why?

Betty: Because you set it on fire, Gran. You put things on the stove and forget them. (TO TIM) She nearly burned the place to the ground. That’s just what you need on the ground floor of a block of flats isn’t it, an arsonist.

Gran: I don’t want to be on my own.

Betty: You won’t be on your own. The dogs are in there and Tim is going to come in with you. In a minute. We just need to have a little talk…

Gran: About what?

Betty: About… things.

Gran: Why can’t I talk about things?

Betty: Because… because… Look, I just want to have a ten minute conversation…

Tim: Ten minutes?

Betty: (To Tim) Oh don’t you start. (Controlled irritation) I just want to have a ten minute private conversation with my son. Is that too much to ask? So would you please… please… go into the living room and we’ll come to see you as soon as we’ve finished. I promise.

Gran: (Exiting. Her voice fading to nothing) She doesn’t like me.  Family means nothing these days.

Betty: (Aside to Tim) I’m going to have to kill her. What's the penalty for granicide these days?

Tim: It'd be matricide.

Betty: Not if you did it for me. If I ever get like that, take me outside and shoot me. Put me out of my misery. 

Tim: Now?

Betty: Not quite yet. 

Tim: So. What do you think?

Betty: About what?

Tim: About me?

Betty: Goodness knows what Lionel will think.

Tim: I don’t see what this has to do with Lionel.

Betty: He’s not a believer in all this political correctness nonsense, you know. A sin is a sin.

Tim: Mother, half the clergy in this country are gay.

Betty: Really? There’s been nothing about it in the Telegraph.  I mean, the Catholics maybe. Those poor children. Not the Church of England. Not Lionel.

Tim: He’s not married.

Betty: He’s a bachelor.

Tim: There is no such thing as a bachelor. Bachelor just means gay… or Asperger’s.  

Betty: Lionel does not have Alzheimer’s.

Tim: Asperger’s. You know, men who collect things obsessively.

Betty: He doesn’t. Apart from the trains.

Tim: He has rooms full of trains.

Betty: Are you sure this isn’t just a phase. I mean, you had that horrible beard. That was just a phase.

Tim: It’s not a phase. You can shave a beard off. You can’t stop being gay.

Betty: Your Uncle Will - he liked wearing Miriam’s clothes, but he snapped out of it. Eventually.

Tim: It’s not a phase. I’m gay. I always have been.

Betty: Nonsense.

Tim: That’s your reaction to everything you don’t want to hear, isn’t it – nonsense?

Betty: Nonsense. It’s only nonsense if it’s nonsense. And you being gay all your life is nonsense. I’m your mother. I would have noticed.

Tim: Well you didn’t, and I have always been gay.

Betty: We should never have let him go to London.

Tim: I was twenty-three. You can do what you like when you’re twenty three. Can’t you?

Betty: But oh no, he knew better. Said it would be the making of him. Now look what’s happened. 

Tim: It’s not London. People don’t turn gay because they move to London. It’s the way I am, mother.

Betty: What about Katie? You were engaged.

Tim: Not officially.

Betty: Does she know?

Tim: I think she probably guessed. We didn’t get, you know, all that physical…

Betty: No. No. Stop there. There’s some things a mother doesn’t need to know. I don’t want to know how diesel engines work, and I don’t want to know what members of my family do in bed. Such a shame. We all liked Katie. You let her slip through your fingers. Married that Ashley. What a waste!

Tim: I want to bring him down.

Betty: Who?

Tim: Nigel.

Betty: Where?

Tim: Here.

Betty: When?

Tim: Soon.

Betty: And Nigel is… ?

Tim: He’s my… boyfriend.

Betty: My God, already. First you’re gay. Then you have a boyfriend. Where’s it all going to end?

Tim: I want you to meet him.

Betty: Out of the question. Far too busy. There’s all the hay to do. Can he drive a tractor?

Tim: He hasn’t mentioned it.

Betty: People don’t understand the countryside. They don’t know how much work there is. We still get up at five. On Sundays too.

Tim: I think you’ll like him.

Betty: What do we call him?

Tim: Nigel.

Betty: Yes I know he’s called Nigel. People will ask who… what he is.

Tim: Say he’s my partner.

Betty: You’re not doctors.

Tim: You call someone you live with, your partner. It’s not just a gay thing. People who don’t want to get married call themselves partners.

Betty: Everything’s gone mad these days. They steal all the diesel, you know, these people.

Tim: What people?

Betty: These people, these people. Goodness knows what your father will think.

(BETTY gets up and resumes her tasks)
Tim: Knowing dad, he’ll think what you tell him to think. 

Betty: Agnes’s got three grandchildren already. Two girls and a boy. We were just hoping you were a late starter. We were so looking forward to the grandchildren. 

Tim: Sorry.

Betty: Oh well. Anyway, they’re ugly as sin, all three of them. Probably backward.

Tim: Hannah can produce a few grandchildren, can’t she?

Betty: Too busy. Too busy riding her horse. It’s an inch thick…

Tim: What is?

Betty: The dust, the dust. She never makes the bed. What does she do all day?

Tim: Hannah the housewife. Never going to work was it?

Betty: Why now? Why tell me now? What happened?

Tim: Nothing.

Betty: How did you find out?

Tim: Find out what?

Betty: That you were, you know, you know… 

Tim: Gay. You can say the word. It’s not going to choke you.

Betty: It’s not that easy to say it.

Tim: It’s just the one syllable – like dog. Or cat.

Betty: I’ve never needed to say it before. I need time to get used to it.

Tim: I’ve always known.

Betty: Always!  Mind you. You always were a bit…
tidy.

Tim: Is that a bad thing?

Betty: Well no, but there’s tidy. And there’s tidy.

Tim: I was a bit OCD, wasn’t I?

Betty: What?

Tim: Obsessive Compulsive Disorder.

Betty: I won’t be able to show my face at the W.I. again. They’ll all know. So embarrassing.

Tim: Sorry, I’ve turned out to be such an embarrassment.

Betty: You haven’t.

Tim: But you said…

Betty: Oh, take no notice of them. What do they know – lot of old hens clucking on about quilts. I mean, these things go on.

Tim: Things?

Betty: That Marge’s husband’s an alcoholic. We all pretend not to notice. Last time he fell head first into the summer pudding. You can’t carry on a normal conversation with someone choking to death on raspberries next to you. Honestly. 

Tim: This is not the same thing.

Betty: Couldn’t keep his hands to himself. Health Farm. I’ll give him Health Farm. He started seeing giant lizards crawling up the wall. Nicki’s boy’s on drugs since he came back from Thailand. Karen had an abortion: weekend with Auntie Lily - never heard such rubbish.

Tim: So that’s how it’s going to be, is it? - I’m just another freak, another shameful secret that no one’s allowed to mention.

Betty: All I’m saying is: we all have to pretend we’re normal. But we’re not. None of us are. There’s no such thing as normal. It’s like we’re all in one of those felony films.

Tim: Felony films?

Betty: You know, the Italian..

Tim: Fellini films.

Betty: That’s it, the weird ones your father used to insist on watching. No ‘Mary Poppins’ for us. No, we had to watch films about Spanish transvestites having nervous breakdowns.

Tim: So you don’t mind then?

Betty: I hated them.

Tim: About me? About me being gay?

Betty: You were such a handsome boy. All that blond hair. Everybody said so. He’ll break a few hearts. That’s what they used to say. Didn’t realise it was going to be mine.

Tim: All those good looks, all gone to waste…

Betty: That is not what I’m saying. But we’ve always been so proud of you. Doing so well at university, running your own business, that nice flat in London.

Tim: And you can’t boast about me anymore?

Betty: It’s not boasting. We were proud of you. We are proud of you.

Tim: There is a reason I’m telling you this now.

(BETTY gets up and struts back and forth)
Betty: Oh my God, he’s dying. It’s AIDS, isn’t it? I knew it. I knew it. I knew there was something. But he wouldn’t have it. No. No. Everything’s alright. Well it’s not alright. Not this time. They all get it in the end. God’s plague. That’s what Hilda called it. We’ll have to get the bedroom ready. You’ll have to sell that flat. At least the wheat’s done. What about the holiday? Your father’s not a well man, you know. He’s got angina. Place is going to be like a hospital.

Tim: Mother…

Betty: We’ll have to get a stair lift. One of those Stellas…

Tim: Mother.

Betty: …and handles on the bath. I can’t lift people. Not with my back.

Tim: MOTHER!

Betty: What?

Tim: I do not have AIDS.

Betty: You don’t?

Tim: No.

Betty: Are you sure?

Tim: I’m positive. (Aside) Positive I'm negative.

Betty: I wish you’d warn me. The things you men put me through.

Tim: All I said was: There’s a reason I’m telling you this now.

Betty: I’ll end up like Julia. Pilled up to the eyeballs. Pills to sleep, pills to wake up, pills for the anxiety, pills to pull her out of orbit. She’s got her own counter in Boots.

Tim: Would you like to know the reason?

Betty: You can hear them all rattling round when she stands up.

Tim: What, inside her?

Betty: In her handbag.

Tim: Mother! Would you please just listen?
Betty: I am listening.

Tim: We’re getting married.

Betty: Who?

Tim: Nigel and I.

Betty: You can’t use the barn. The barn’s no good in the winter. Roof’s like a sieve. He won’t spend a penny on it. I keep telling him, we’ll need it one of these days. Never does a thing I tell him. That washing machine’s twelve years old

Tim: We’re going to get married in London.

Betty: Not in the barn?

Tim: No.

Betty: But I always thought… That’s what the barn was for. That’s why I wouldn’t let him knock it down. Not good enough for Hannah, of course.

Tim: It’s full of holes.

Betty: We could fix those.

Tim: Mother. Think about it. Would you really want us to get married here, in the barn?

Betty: Yes. No. I don’t know. People would talk wouldn’t they. We’d be the laughing stock of the village.

Tim: Depends.

Betty: On what?

Tim: You could pretend we’ve never had this conversation. You could say Tim’s in London. Living in his bachelor pad. We don’t see him much. Or you could say, This is Tim and this is Tim’s boyfriend. They earn shedloads of money, have a flat in Docklands. They’re gay. They’re getting married. And we’re very proud of them. That’s why we did up the barn.

Betty: Are you completely mad?

Tim: I just happen to live in the twenty first Century.

Betty: What’s he like, this Nigel?

Tim: He’s twenty-four. He’s a brilliant interior designer. Has a yacht in Majorca. He’s very good looking. Has a lovely body…

Betty: Stop. Stop. Stop. Enough. Enough.

Tim: You did ask.

Betty: Yes, but I don’t want all the sordid details. Anyway, I’m going to feed the chickens. And one day, maybe, I’ll say: Yes, my only son is gay. We got over foot-and-mouth and we can get over this.

Tim: I don’t want you to get over it. I want you to be proud of me.

Betty: I was.

Tim: Was?

Betty: I am. Of course I am. But you can’t just waltz in here, tell me something like that and expect me to… expect me to… Your father and me, we hardly speak these days. I’m out here cooking things I could buy cheaper at the supermarket. Your father’s in there with his head stuck behind a newspaper, or he’s tinkering around with that bloody tractor. We haven’t had a sensible conversation in twenty years. The farm doesn’t make any money. We should sell up and move into town.

Tim: Why don’t you do that? Agricultural land – worth a fortune these days. You could retire.

Betty: Farmers don’t retire, Tim. They take us straight to the glue factory.

Tim: If the farm’s not making money, why keep on?

Betty: Because the things we do - we don’t know how to stop doing them. We are the things we do. If we stopped doing them, we’d just… evaporate. Sometimes there doesn’t seem anything to look forward to anymore. I just thought, grandchildren…

Tim: Why don’t you come up and stay with me for a weekend. We could go and see a show… Mamma Mia.

Betty: Isn't that a gay show?

Tim: No, No. It’s for everyone… Actually, come to think of it, it is a bit of a gay show. Don't worry, Dad won’t notice.

Betty: We can’t leave the farm. There’s the cows. And the dogs.

Tim: Get someone to stay.

Betty: It costs money.

Tim: You have money.

Betty: It doesn’t grow on trees. And if it did you’d still need Albanians to pick it. I don’t know. 

Gran: (From offstage) Doris.

Betty: Oh God, not now.

Gran: (From offstage) Doris.

Tim: Who’s Doris?

Betty: I am. Apparently.

Tim: Doris?

Betty: Yes I’m Doris. I’ve been dead for twenty-five years but otherwise I’m very well, thank you.

Tim: I should go and talk to her.

Betty: Really? Do you think you’re up to it?

Tim: It’s what I’m doing today. I’m coming out, all over place.

Betty: She won’t understand. She’ll have forgotten who you are by now.

Tim: I just think she should know.

Betty: She won’t know what you’re talking about. She thinks the postman’s her Uncle Charlie. Keeps asking him for broccoli. I’ve no idea why I had her back here. She’d be perfectly happy in that home. 

Gran: (From offstage) Doris.

Tim: You can’t put Gran in a home.

Betty: Watch me. (Calling) What do you want now, Gran? (To Tim) Are you going to have her then? In your flat. In Docklands? With Nigel. I bet he’s got plenty of broccoli.

Tim: She’s no trouble.

Betty: She doesn’t know who I am, Tim. She calls me Doris. There is no Doris any more. What's the point of being with your family if you don’t know who they are. We couldn’t leave her in that flat. She was waging guerrilla warfare against that poor couple next door. We’re lucky we didn’t have the Race Relations Board after us.

Tim: She’s not that bad.

Betty: And you would know, would you? Tim, you barely see her from one year to the next.

Tim: I still want to tell her.

(GRAN enters)
Betty: Now’s your chance. Hello dear. 

Gran: Who’s this?

Betty: It’s Tim, your grandson. Remember?

Gran: Tim?

Tim: (Helping her to a seat) It’s me, Gran. Tim.

Gran: (Confidentially) I don’t know who he is.

Betty: (To Tim, exiting) Good luck. (To all) I’ll leave you to chat, shall I? While I feed the chickens. Life would be so much simpler if we were chickens, wouldn’t it? Spend all day poking around in the dirt. Paradise. (EXITS)

Tim: Do you remember me, Gran?

Gran: Yes. 

Tim: You know who I am?

Gran: Of course. What’s your name?

Tim: It’s Tim

Gran: Tim?

Tim: Your grandson.

Gran: Have you come about the dog?

Tim: No. What dog?

Gran: Spencer.

Tim: Spencer died.

Gran: Nonsense.

Tim: I haven’t come about the dog. I’ve come to see mum and dad. I’ve come to tell them something.

Gran: Who?

Tim: Mum and Dad.

Gran: It’s too late to tell them. They’re dead. Have been for years.

Tim: Not your mum and dad. My mum and Dad.

Gran: Your mum and Dad?

Tim: David and Betty.

Gran: Is it teatime?

Tim: Not yet.

Gran: I don’t like scones. I nearly choked on one once.

Tim: I was there.

Gran: Who was?

Tim: I was. Gran, I’ve come to tell mum and dad something. I want you to know too. You’ve always been very nice to me. I don’t want to have any secrets any more.

Gran: Those dogs barked all night long. 

Tim: Dogs?

Gran: They never took them out for a walk. Poor things. They had no business keeping dogs. (Tapping the table) Those people had no business keeping dogs. No wonder they ate the carpets. 

Tim: Your neighbours?

Gran: Not the neighbours. The dogs. They were black.

Tim: The dogs?

Gran: No. The neighbours. Do they have dogs in Africa?

Tim: Gran, I want to tell you something. So I need you to listen. Just for a minute. It is important.

Gran: I’m not mad you know.

Tim: I know you’re not.

Gran: (Looking around, bemused) Sometimes I don’t know where I am.

Tim:  You know everybody thought I was going to marry Katie?

Gran: Katie. She was lovely, Katie. Nice teeth.

Tim: I’m not going to marry her.

Gran: Such a shame.

Tim: I’m not going to marry anyone. 

Gran: Quite right. You shouldn’t marry just anyone. That Jessica was a bad’n. They never found that horsebox.

Tim: Gran, I’m not marrying anyone, anyone female that is. I’m not marrying a woman, because I’m gay.

Gran: Who is?

Tim: I am.

Gran: You are?

Tim: Yes.

Gran: You’re gay.

Tim: Yes.

Gran: What does gay mean?

Tim: Oh Gran, you know what gay means.

Gran: I most certainly do not. 

Tim: It’s what they call homosexuals these days.

Gran: What?

Tim: You know gay – like Larry Grayson, Kenneth Williams.

Gran: Kenneth Williams wasn’t gay. He was married to Hattie Jacques. He was just pretending.

Tim: So you do know gay means?

Gran: Of course I do. So who’s gay then?

Tim: I am.

Gran: You are?

Tim: Yes me.

Gran: You will be careful won’t you?

Tim: You’re not shocked, are you Gran?

Gran: (Edging away) No. Does Doris know you’re here?

Tim: Mum, mum does, yes.

Gran: There were lots of them in the theatre. Nancy boys, we used to call ‘em. Nancy boys. They used to make me laugh. Happy days. Your granddad didn’t like them, of course, or said he didn’t. But then he would, wouldn’t he? That was before, you know. He didn’t really like anything about the theatre. Made me give it all up and come and live on the farm. The smells, that’s what I didn’t like at first, the smells. We were happy though. But I missed ‘em, the Nancy boys. So rude, so funny.

Tim: So you don’t mind?

Gran: Mind what?

Tim: Mind me being gay.

Gran: No. Why would I?

Tim: Well I am your grandson.

Gran: Really?

Tim: I’m Tim.

Gran: I know who you are. Who’s Tim?

Tim: Me. I’m Tim.

Gran: So who’s the Nancy boy?

Tim: Me. It’s me.

Gran: No, No. It was in the theatre. That was before the war. They’re all dead now. All dead and gone. Something happened. Something happened to them all. Something terrible.

Tim: AIDS.

Gran: That’s it. AIDS. They all died. People said it was God. God punishing them. I don’t think God does things like that, does he? Why would he do that? They were so funny. 

Tim: Maybe he hasn’t got a sense of humour.

Gran: Who?

Tim: God.

Gran: Oh you mustn’t say that. You mustn’t say things like that.

Tim: I have a boyfriend.

Gran: How lovely. I had a boyfriend once.

Tim: We’re sort of getting married.

Gran: You can’t use the barn. It’s full of holes.

Tim: So I hear. 

Gran: They had ray guns.

Tim: Who?

Gran: Those people. Those people next door. They were black.

Tim: … and they had ray guns?

Gran: They fired them against the wall. I could feel the heat. On the side of my face. They were trying to drive me away. They were nasty to me. Always shouting. Always shouting at me. 'Why are you poking about in our bins again?'. They were growing Merry Warner. (i.e Marijuana) I had to dig it all up.
(Enter BETTY)
Betty: They were nettles mother. Just nettles. Not marijuana. They were quite pleased as a matter of fact. She cleared the whole lot.

Gran: They were black.

Betty: Yes, Gran. Some people are black. It is allowed these days. So. How are we getting on?

Gran: Lovely. We’re having a lovely time. (Whispering) I don’t know who he is. I think he’s come about the dog.

Tim: (Loudly) It’s Tim. Your grandson. Tim.

Gran: There’s no need to shout.

Betty: It’s Tim. Your grandson. He lives in London. You might as well talk to the diesel pump.

Tim: I thought she took it quite well.

Betty: She has no idea what you’re talking about.

Tim: Yes she does. You do, don’t you Gran? You know I’m Tim. And now you know I’m gay.

Gran: Oh yes. Of course I do. I know all about it.

Betty: Really?

Gran: Oh yes.

Betty: (Pointing at Tim) And who is this, Gran?

Gran: He’s come about the dog.

Betty: She thinks you’re the vet.

Tim: No, she doesn’t. Gran knows exactly who I am. She knows I’m gay. And she doesn’t mind. She doesn’t mind at all. Do you Gran?

Gran: Oh no. I don’t mind. He’s always been a good boy. What’s for tea? I hate all these gays.

Tim: No. It’s scones you don’t like Gran.

Betty: She’s going to drive me round the bend. 

Tim: She’s lovely, aren’t you Gran?

Betty: (To herself) If you only have to see her three times a year, I’m sure she’s Mother bloody Theresa.

Gran: Is it tea time?

Betty: In an hour. We’re having arsenic.

Gran: That’ll be nice

Betty: Just take her back to the living room would you, Tim. (To Gran) Tim’s going to take you to the living room. I’ll bring you a cup of tea.

Tim: (Helping Gran out) Come on Gran, we’ll go and sit in a comfortable chair shall we? Leave mum to get on. You can tell me about the theatre.

Gran: (Exiting. To Tim) I was on the stage you know.

Tim: Really. I didn't know that.

(TIM and GRAN exit) 
Betty: Peace. One minute's peace. Now. What was I doing? David. David. Is that you?

(DAVID enters and then wanders off) 
David: Can’t stop. Hands covered in gunge.

Betty: David. David. David. I want to talk to you, David.

David: I’m here.

Betty: Don’t keep walking off when I’m trying to talk to you.

David: I’m busy. Can’t we talk later?

Betty: No. I need to talk to you now.

David: (Wiping his hands on a cloth) Right. I’m here. Fire away.

Betty: That’s a tea cloth. You’re wiping your filthy hands on a tea cloth.

David: What am I supposed to wipe them on?

Betty: Kitchen roll. How many times… ?

David: Anyway, it’s too late now. I’ll stick it in the washing basket.

Betty: You might was well stick it straight in the bin. I only just bought those. They don’t come out you know – grease stains. Anyway, Tim’s here.

David: Really. Where?

Betty: Talking to Gran

David: Not your birthday is it? I thought that was November.

Betty: October.

David: Twenty-fourth?

Betty: Twenty-sixth.

David: What does he want?

Betty: He doesn’t only come down here when he wants something.

David: Yes he does. Not the car again?

Betty: He doesn’t want anything. He’s come to... inform us about something.

David: Which is?

Betty: He says he’s gay.

David: Mmm. Thought as much. Have you seen that spanner? I put it down here and now it’s gone. You’re always putting stuff away. I mean, it was here. You've hidden it again.
Betty: Why would I want to hide your filthy spanner?

David: You women have this strange compunction to put everything away. Descended from squirrels, I reckon.

Betty: Are you saying you already knew he was gay.

David: Who?

Betty: Tim.

David: Yes.

Betty: And you didn’t think to tell me?

David: Well I didn’t actually know, did I? Not for certain. Anyway you’d’ve just worried about him. You didn’t put it the cupboard under the sink, did you? That's where you put my wrench.

Betty: How long have you known?

David: Well. (Extended as in weeellll) He was never much of a boy was he? Hated Rugby. I tried to show him how to strip the tractor down once. No interest whatsoever.

Betty: And that makes him gay does it?

David: Pretty much. Plus there’s all this dado rail and Feng Shuey bollocks. It’s not a job for a man is it – Interior Design?

Betty: You men are all the same. You talk about rugby and cricket all day long and then, when something really important happens, you don’t even mention it. 'Our son is gay. Is he? Oh well, not much you can do about that. What's the score?'

David: Caught him in bed with Katie once. Both asleep. Still had his pyjamas on. Knew there was something up. Or not.

Betty: Is there anything else you’re not telling me? He is our son. It would have been nice to have been told.

David: Would it? Are you sure? Everything has to be out in the open these days for some reason. I think I preferred it when we kept things to ourselves. Bloody counsellors. Total waste of space. Especially that Martin character. What an idiot!

Betty: You went to him for long enough.

David: Only because the doctor made me.

Betty: You could’ve stopped. It wasn’t compulsory

David: Didn’t want to hurt Martin’s feelings, did I? In the end, I had to start inventing stuff. Told him my father was very aloof, distant. Never showed any interest in me.

Betty: He didn’t.

David: I know. And thank God for that. The less I saw of that old bastard the better. I wasn’t depressed because my father didn’t hug me enough, I was depressed because we were selling cattle for less than the cost of feed. Just some horse tranquillisers that’s all I needed. Something to knock me out, stop me staring at the ceiling all night worrying about the cost of diesel. Or where my spanners go when I need them. 

Betty: What about Tim?

David: What about him?

Betty: Are you going to talk to him?

David: About what?

Betty: About being gay.

David: Why?

Betty: He’s your son.

David: He’s yours too. I wonder if I left it in the shed.

Betty: He’s got a boyfriend.

David: Yes, well , that follows.

Betty: They’re getting married.

David: He can’t use the barn.

Betty: Why not?

David: The roof leaks.

Betty: Then you’ll have to fix it.

David: When? When? When do I have time to fix the barn?

Betty: He doesn’t want to get married in the barn.

David: So why do I have to fix it?

Betty: I wanted him to get married in the barn. It’s five hundred years old. I always imagined him standing there, and then Katie, in the dress. With her dad. And the music and everything. Now you’ve gone and spoilt it.

David: Me. I’ve spoiled it. I’m not the one who’s a pouf.

Betty: Don’t use that word.

David: Why not?

Betty: It’s horrible.

David: Well get used to it ‘cause we’ve got one in the family now. Pouf, pouf, pouf, pouf, pouf.

(Enter TIM)
Tim: Somebody calling me?

David: No. We were talking about… something else.

Betty: We were talking about you.

Tim: So. Now everyone knows. Even Gran.

Betty: She knows someone’s gay. Possibly the postman. That’s probably why he’s never got any broccoli. And now you know too, don’t you darling?

David: Yes.

Tim: And?

David: And what?

Tim: What do you think?

David: She’s not happy. No grandchildren to spoil.

Betty: We’re interested in what you think.

David: I’ve no idea.

Tim: No idea.

David: None.

Betty: You must have some feelings.

David: That’s what Martin used to say. You must have some feelings. Apparently I should be having them all the time. 

Tim: You do have feelings.

David: Do I? Can’t say I’ve noticed. 

Tim: When you found Uncle Frank. You must have felt terrible.

David: Yes, I must have done. Can’t remember.

Tim: He was your brother. What were you thinking?

David: I was annoyed. We were home that weekend. Even got the tickets. I thought: I won’t be able to go at all now. People'll think I’m insensitive.

God forbid.

Tim: There are more important things.

David: It was Ipswich. I went in the end. On my own. Didn’t enjoy it.

Tim: Not surprising.

David: Yeah, we lost three one. Should have beaten ‘em easily.

Tim: How can you joke about Frank?

David: Listen, my big brother could make a joke about anything.  Tsunamis, famines, disasters. There was nothing he couldn't make a joke about. When that Diana was killed in a car crash, he said, 'There goes the no claim bonus.' When the two towers went down he said. 'That's you get when you let Indians build skyscrapers'. So when I found him. Hanging there. I just tried to think. What he would have said? Something funny. Couldn't think of anything.

Tim: You were upset.

David: Was it that? Yes I suppose I was. No more Frank. No more jokes.

Betty: Just ignore him, Tim. He was depressed for months. I had to stick him in the car and drive him to the surgery. Then he wouldn’t take the pills. And it was weeks before he’d go and see Martin.

David: I used to feel lonely sometimes. When I was on the tractor. September. Ploughing. Just me and the seagulls. Now we have a cabin, stereo, radio, mobile phone ringing. I don’t have time to have feelings. Too busy. 

Betty: We want to know what you think about Tim being gay.

David: What do you think?

Betty: Oh no, no, no, I’m not giving out hints.  For once, you’ve got to tell us what you feel about it.

David: Feel? Feel? OK. What do I feel about my son being gay? Difficult. Gay bashing, AIDS, no daughter-in-law, no Katie in the family. Sad, that’s probably it, sad. Can’t be much fun being gay. Where did they get that word from – gay. He’s still our boy though. Still our Tim. Still… love him, don’t we. (TO BETTY) Don’t we?

Betty: Well I do.

David: So do I. 

Tim: That’s the first time you've ever said that.

David: We’re not Americans, Tim. 

Tim: I thought I could bring Nigel down for a weekend. (Long silence)  Unless you don’t want me to.

David: No, no, weekend would be fine. Weekend would be fine. (Looks to Betty for guidance) Wouldn’t it dear?

Betty: Yes, yes. We ought… we’d like to meet him.

David: Suppose you’ll be… sharing a room?

Tim: I’m not going to pretend I’m something I’m not.

David: Couldn’t you pretend you’re something you’re not – just while you’re down here.

Tim: No.

David: (Suddenly animated) Oh God.

Tim: What?

David: I’ve just realised.

Tim: What?

David: What an idiot!

Tim: What, for goodness sake?

David: It’s in my coat. I was wearing my old jacket. (Exiting) That’s where I left the bloody spanner. 

(DAVID exits) 
Betty: (To Tim) Don’t look so surprised. It’s your father. Give him time.

Tim: I think he loves that tractor more than he does me.

Betty: Obviously.

Tim: Maybe I shouldn’t have come down here. Maybe I should have kept quiet.

Betty: What sort of mother doesn’t know her only son is gay?

Tim: I expect there’s a lot who don’t know.

Betty: It’s not fair.

Tim: What isn’t?

Betty: Everything. Life.

Tim: I knew you’d be upset.

Betty: Not about you, Tim. I don’t mind about you.

 (Enter GRAN)
Gran: I’ve just thought of something

Betty: Oh Gran, please stay in the living room. 

Gran: I don’t want scones. I nearly choked on a scone once.

Betty: You’ll just get in my way.

Gran: I’ve got something to tell you. It’s very, very important.

Betty: We’re all ears.

Gran: It was something to do with Tim.

Betty: If you’re saying he’s gay, we already know, dear.

Gran: (Looks confused) I knew it when I came in. Now it’s gone completely. What was it? It was something to do with Tim. 
Betty: (Aside) I’ve lost the will to go on. 

Tim: She can’t help it.

Betty: Thank you for that insight Tim. And there’s me thinking she was deliberately trying to drive me mad. Gran, please go back in the other room. Just until tea time.

Gran: I’m sorry to be such an inconvenience. (Gran turns to exit) No wait, I remember what it was now. I wanted to tell him. There’s no need to worry, Tim. Your granddad. He was gay!

Betty: You’re saying Granddad was gay too? 

Gran: Tom.


Betty: No dear, it’s Tim, not Tom. Tim is your grandson.

Gran: No.

Betty: He’s not your grandson?

Gran: Yes, but it’s Tom I’m talking about.

Betty: Tom was your husband.

Gran: I’m not doolally.

Betty: And it’s Tim who’s gay.

Gran: Who?

Tim: Me.

Gran: You?

Tim: Yes.

Gran: I’m not talking about you. I’m talking about Tom.

Tim: Tom, your husband?

Gran: Yes.

Tim: My granddad.

Gran: Yes.

Tim: He was gay?

Gran: That’s what I keep telling you. Nobody listens.

Betty: You’re saying my father was gay?

Gran: Yes.

Betty: Not Tim, Tom?

Tim: I’m the one who’s gay. I told you. Just now. Remember.

Gran: Of course I remember. I’m not senile. I haven’t got Old Timers.

Betty: Alzheimer’s. It’s Alzheimer’s you haven’t got, mother. Remember?  

Gran: Yes, well, they didn’t have it when I was young. People just went barmy. Anyway, what I’m saying is that Tom, my husband, your father, was gay. But nobody knew.

Tim: You must have noticed something.

Gran: Oh I knew. I knew all about it.

Betty: You are seriously telling me that my dad was gay. All his life. And I didn’t notice?

Gran: You never were very observant dear.

Betty: My God, it’s a bloody epidemic.

Gran: There’s a word, isn’t there, for people like him – bilingual.

Tim: Bisexual?

Gran: That’s it.

Tim: Are you sure you mean Tom, and not me?

Gran: You’re gay too.

Tim: I know, but I think you’re mixing me up with granddad.

Gran: Granddad’s dead. We never told anyone.

Tim: That he was dead?

Gran: That he was gay. We kept it to ourselves.

Betty: What about me? How did I happen?

Gran: Oh we did make love, on our honeymoon. But I wasn’t very keen and, after a while, I realised, nor was he. He used to go out sometimes. Didn’t say where he was going, but I knew. We both knew.

Betty: And you didn’t mind?

Gran: He was always very kind to me. He was a wonderful husband, and a wonderful dad. You know he was. All this sex business you have these days – we didn’t have it when we were young. It didn’t matter so much. There were more important things.

Betty: Why didn’t you tell me?

Gran: You didn’t need to know. And it would have made you unhappy.

Betty: So why tell me now?

Gran: Because I want Tim to know, that it isn’t the end of the world. Being like that.

Tim: I’m never going to get married, not to a woman.

Gran: You don’t have to, Tim. You used to have to get married. You had to pretend. Else they’d lock you up. You don’t have to pretend any more. You can be as gay as you like. And no one cares. It’s wonderful. I met granddad when he came to the theatre. He used to hang about at the stage door. I thought he was waiting for me. But he wasn’t. He was seeing one, you know, one of the Nancies. But we got talking and we became friends. We were always friends, all the time we were married. Being friends is more important than all that sex nonsense. Sometimes I wished I could have talked about it, to someone else, but I never did. Some things are private. 

 (Enter DAVID) 
David: You’re not going to believe this…

Betty: Oh God, not you as well.

David: I found the spanner…

Betty: Alleluia.

David: But now I’ve lost the bloody handbook. You haven’t put it in with the papers have you? Hello Gran. Wouldn’t you be better in the living room? There may be unexploded scones loose in here.

Gran: I don’t like scones.

Betty: Gran has just informed us, that, apparently Tom was gay too.

David: Really?

Betty: Apparently.

David: (Exiting) Mmm, thought so. Maybe I left it in the porch. It must be somewhere. It can’t have just…  disappeared.

(DAVID exits) 
Betty: (Aghast) David, come back here.
(DAVID returns) 
Betty: What did you just say?

David: It can’t have just disappeared.

Betty: Before that. You said, thought so.

David: Yes.

Betty: First you say you already knew that Tim was gay.

Tim: You knew?

David: Yes. Well, guessed, really.

Betty: And now you’re telling me you knew my father was gay too. And you still didn’t tell me.

David: I didn’t want to upset you.

Betty: Upset me! 

Tim: Why didn’t you say anything, about knowing, about me?

David: I figured that if you wanted us to know, you’d tell us and if you didn’t, you wouldn’t.

Betty: How did you know dad was gay?

David: Let’s just say I knew, and leave it at that.

Betty: No, no, I want to know everything. Let’s get all the dirty family linen out in public now. I don’t want to find out next week that my granddad shot the King of Serbia and started the First World War. I want to know absolutely everything and I want to know it, now.

David: Perhaps when Gran’s not here.

Gran: I don’t mind.

David: Alright. Fine. If you all insist. When we were first married, I was in the barn one day and he made a sort of… approach. Don’t worry, it was nothing terrible. I think he was just testing the water. So I made it quite clear that I wasn’t interested.

Tim: How?

David: I stamped on his foot, very hard. He got the message. 

Gran: I’m sorry David. He did tell me. He was a bit drunk.

Betty: Oh this gets better and better. (Pointing at David) You knew. (Pointing at Gran) And she knew. And she knew, you knew. And you probably knew, she knew. And nobody thought to tell me.

David: There was no need. He got the message. He never did it again. There’s worse things people can do.

Betty: Worse than trying to seduce your daughter’s husband?

David: I suppose if you put it like that…

Betty: Well how would you put it?

Gran: No. David’s right. It was best forgotten. I gave him a piece of my mind, David. I told him that, if it happened again, I’d’ve had his bags packed and he’d be out in the yard and that’d be an end to it. And he knew I meant it too. Tim doesn’t have to worry about all this.

Betty: About being one of the Borgias, you mean?

Gran: He can just be himself.

David: I knew it.

Tim: Knew what?

David: It’s here in the bin.

Tim: What?

David: It’s my handbook. Look.

Betty: That thing. It’s all covered in grease.

David: Of course it is, of course it is. That’s because I use it all the time when I’m fixing the tractor. And when I fix the tractor I’m covered in grease. You’re always throwing things away. I’m surprised you haven't thrown me awayl.

Betty: They don’t make the bin bags big enough. God, I wish there was a handbook for running this family.

David: It’d need to be a thick one.

Gran: (Exiting) I’ll be in the living room if anybody wants me. Oh, and I don’t want any scones for tea. 

(GRAN exits)
David: (Exiting) I’ll be out in the shed. And I do like scones – Never mind the risk. I’ll have two. I laugh in the face of death.

(DAVID exits. BETTY sits down at the table, deflated)
Betty: You know, I don’t think I can be bothered to make jam this year. Doesn’t seem any point any more.

Tim: Nigel likes your jam.

Betty: Really. Do gays like jam?

Tim: And marmalade.

Betty: Can’t be all bad then.

Tim: They’re… we’re not.

Betty: Oh Tim, will you look after me when I’ve gone mad?

Tim: As long as it’s not too soon.

Betty: I reckon I’ve got about a year left.

Tim: Nigel’s very good with old people. He’ll help.

Betty: What - even people as old and mad as me? What will you tell him – about the great revelation?

Tim: I’ll tell him it went pretty well. Considering.

Betty: Considering what?

Tim: Considering I come from a family of inbred country lunatics.

Betty: Do you think they’re all like this?

Tim: What?

Betty: Families.

Tim: I think so. I think maybe there’s probably a lot worse.

Betty: Nigel won’t hate us then?

Tim: I think he’s going to feel right at home.

Betty: What about his folks?

Tim: They don’t talk.

Betty: What, they don’t talk to him or they don’t talk to each other?

Tim: Both. Neither.

Betty: Give me a hug. You never give me a hug anymore. 

(They hug and stay together and speak tenderly)
Tim: That’s because I live in London. It’s too far to reach.

Betty: Couldn’t Gran live in London and you live with me.

Tim: OK.

Betty: You don’t mean that.

Tim: No.

Betty: Pouf.

Tim: Mad woman.

Betty: You’re the daughter I never had.

Tim: Er... you do actually have a daughter.

Betty: Do I? Hannah’s not my daughter. We found her in the barn. Even the gypsies couldn’t put up with her. Oh Tim, why aren’t we rich? We should be rich by now. We’re not even comfortable. The harder we work the poorer we get. It isn’t supposed to be like this. We’re supposed to be on cruises. We’re supposed to visiting ruins. On coaches. With toilets.

(BETTY and TIM)
Betty: Right, I suppose I’d better go and sit with Gran. And the dogs. At least the dogs‘ll understand what I’m talking about. 

(BETTY exits. After a pause DAVID enters)
David: Ah. Hello. Looking for mother.

Tim: She’s in the living room.

David: Smothering Gran is she? Scones didn’t work so she’s trying a pillow.

Tim: You’re not very sympathetic to Gran.

David: That because she’s not my Gran. She’s my mother-in-law. It’s permissible to hate your mother-in-law. They’re the only race in the European Union you’re still legally allowed to hate. Anyway. No problem. Must get on. Stuff to do. 

(DAVID exits)
Tim: DAD! DAD! 

David: (Pokes head around the door) Bit busy. Need to fix the tractor before I lose the light. I know, I know: should have done it in the shed. That’s me isn’t it: do everything the hard way. If there’s a long way round, I’ll find it. Did you want something?

Tim: Yes

David: Ok. I’ll be under the tractor if you need me. 

(DAVID exits)
Tim: DAD! DAD!
(After a pause, DAVID returns)
David: Did you want me?

Tim: Clearly. We need to have a conversation.

David: About what?

Tim: About what do you think?

David: Do we? Do we really have to?

Tim: Yes

David: Right. OK. Time-to-talk time.

Tim: It’s me or the tractor, Dad.

David: Tractor’s broken. You’re not.

Tim: Seriously.

David: Thought I’d escaped. 
(DAVID comes fully into the kitchen and wipes his hands on another clean tea towel)
David: I’ve got things to tell you too…

Tim: Really. That’s a first.

David: Couldn’t we just take all the dad-son-gay-discussion as read. You know, not sort of talk about it at all, but still sort of just accept... what we are, what you are, that sort of thing…

Tim: Is that English?

David: Norfolk gibberish. 

Tim: We need to understand each other. It is important

David: We do understand each other. You’re gay and I’m an ex-rugby player. That’s all, isn’t it? 

Tim: No, it isn’t.

David: Mother’s alright with it, and she only just found out.

Tim: Mum and me talk. At least we do when I can get her away from the jam factory. You and I don’t. We haven’t. Not for years.

David: Bit overrated, talk, isn’t it. My parents never talked to each other. 

Tim: And they were miserable as hell.

David: You think that’s why?

Tim: Yes I do.

David: You’re right. I don’t want to be like them. I don’t want us to be like them.

Tim: So. Tell me. Be honest. What do you really think?

David: Honest – mmmm, that’s a tough one?

Tim: Just give it a go.

David: Being gay. Right. Bite the bullet. Probably met loads of gay people in my life. At school, college, everywhere. But my generation - people didn’t used to let on. They do now. And that’s good. I’m all for it. But, because we never used to talk about it, I’ve just never known any gay people, not really. I mean we probably even had gay people in the rugby team.

Tim: Just as well you weren’t in the scrum.

David: I am doing my very best to be serious.

Tim: Sorry.

David: I’m just not easy with it. Gay people live in a different world. I don’t understand them. I don’t understand why they want to have sex in public toilets.

Tim: We don’t all want to have sex in public toilets.

David: Good. That’s a relief. Mind you, I suppose if there were some sixteen-year-old tart hanging about in the park toilets offering a quick shag for nothing, I guess we’d all be queuing up. 

Tim: You said it.

David: I don’t understand why they like Judy Garland?

Tim: Who?

David: Gays. …and Barbara Streisand and Dolly Parton. What’s that all about? Do you like Dolly Parton?

Tim: I do, yes.

David: Mother figure?

Tim: Hardly. 

David: Bit top-heavy, admittedly. Greatest Hits and all that.

Tim: I like her songs, that’s all.

David: I don’t understand why Elton John wears all those weird clothes. I used to like him – Your Song, Goodbye Yellow Brick Road, Daniel – actually Daniel was a bit weird. And they dress up like Cowboys and Indians and traffic cops. 

Tim: That was just the Village People.

David: My son is gay. I’ve got to understand that. Otherwise you’re going to disappear. I don’t want that. I’m having enough trouble getting used to the fact that you’ve grown up. I don’t want my son to be a gay bloke living up in London going to Kylie Minogue concerts, I want you to be Tim, playing in the sandpit in the garden, getting covered in mud. I want to go back to when you were little, when I could carry you upstairs on one arm. But you’re not that kid anymore are you. You’re a man. And you’re gay. And you’ve gone to live on the other side of the world…

Tim: It is only London.

David: I don’t want that. I want you here with me – fixing the tractor.

Tim: I couldn’t stay a child forever

David: Why not? They have them on those Channel Four programs, don’t they: the boy who didn’t grow up. Why can’t everything be the same for ever? Nobody changing. Nobody getting older. Nobody going senile.

Tim: Like Gran?

David: Like all of us.

Tim: Not yet.

David: Can’t find things, can’t remember what you wanted them for when you find them, can’t remember how old you are, get in the car and can’t remember where you’re going. 

Tim: Everybody does that.

David: Do they? Your gran’s the last one to go. Last of the grandparents. We're all on the conveyor belt, Tim, and one day you realise you’re the next to drop off.

Tim: You’re a perfectly healthy sane middle-aged man.

David: Is that what I am?

Tim: Yes.

David: I worry sometimes.

Tim: Really.

David: Yes, I do.

Tim: I think we have to be honest about what we are.

David: Honesty again. Where did that ever get us?. I will try my best to be OK about this. You’ll just have to put up with me being… a bit confused. I never got on with my father. 

Tim: We won’t be like that. We aren’t like that.

David: Are you sure?

Tim: Positive.

David: Your mother’s alright with it, it seems?

Tim: Early days.

David: She’s probably happy she’s not going to lose you. Not to some woman anyway. There’s something else, Tim. Been to the doc.

Tim: Mother didn’t say.

David: Mother doesn’t know.

Tim: So?

David: Need to get things organised.

Tim: What?

David: Need to get everything in order.

Tim: What are you saying?

David: I’m saying… that we have to start making decisions, Tim. Now. Today. Here. 

Tim: But you seem fine. You're managing.

David: Managing, yes. Coping, yes. So far. But that's going to change. Maybe not tomorrow. But the next day.

Tim: Have you told Mum?

David: No.

Tim: Why not? 

David: You can talk. You’ve been gay for twenty six years and you've never said a bloody word.

Tim: You said you knew

David: Well I did. But it’s like knowing it’s going to rain later. Not one-hundred-percent sure, but pretty sure. So. Anyway. No point in making the old gal miserable is there? She’d stop ordering me about. Stop telling me to get my muddy feet off her kitchen floor. I don’t want her creeping around trying not to upset me. Everything’s going to be the same. Until it isn't. 

Tim: What is wrong with you?

David: My father dropped down dead when he was fifty-four. Remember? Apparently my heart’s not much better. Twenty years smoking didn’t help. Finding things a struggle lately. Out of breath and all that. Been to the hospital on the quiet. Outlook poor as they say on the shipping forecast

Tim: I knew you had the angina. I didn’t think it was that bad.

David: Nor did I, but it is. I can't run the farm for much longer.  

Tim: Do you want me to keep out of the way?

David: No, no, no, no. I want you here, ready to take over.

Tim: Take over?

David: Take over the farm.

Tim: I haven’t the first idea how to run a farm.

David: I was the same. When I started. Does this Nigel know much about the land?

Tim: He knows it comes somewhere between the sea and the sky.

David: Shame. But there’d be two of you. Plus your mother. There’s not much she doesn’t know. I could replace that tractor.  I could show you how things work.

Tim: You have. Dozens of times. I never have the faintest idea what you’re talking about.

David: That's because you never needed to know. 

Tim: It’s just the maddest idea I’ve ever heard.

David: I mean you don’t have to do all the work. You could get men in to do the graft. You wouldn’t need to get your hands dirty.

Tim: (Mock effeminate) Oh I know, darling. this whole soil thing,  plays havoc with my nails.

David: Now, you’re just laughing at me.

Tim: Gay farmers. That's not a thing, is it?

David: People can do anything they want these days. If you don’t know something, you just look it up on Google. 

Tim: What about Hannah?

David: Oh yes, Hannah. Why didn’t I think about her? Let’s put Hannah and mother. Together. In this house. With Gran. It’ll be bloody Armageddon.

Tim: Couldn’t we just sell the place off? Find somewhere for mother. 

David: And where exactly are you going to put her – in an old people’s home?

Tim: No, no. Somewhere small. Somewhere manageable. With a garden. Enough room for a few animals.

David: It hasn’t been easy. Keeping this place going. In fact it’s been bloody hard work. I haven’t kept at it just for me. It’s for you, Hannah, your mother…

Tim: …and the grandchildren?

David: Yes. Why not? Gays adopt, don’t they, these days. Tony’s still going to be around. He’d help out. And I’ll be here. To start you off anyway. It's a family farm, Tim. It needs a family. It’s the only way I can think of giving your mother a life after I’ve…stopped looking after her.

Tim: She's never needed looking after before.

David: That's what she wants people to think.  

Tim: Mind you, I could give this house a good going over. These walls are disgusting.

David: There’s twenty years of hard smoking in those walls. Plus granddad’s pipe. So. Will you think about it?

Tim: It might not be as bad as you think. You could go on for years.

David: Tim, we're not talking years. 

Tim: I don't think I'm ready to have this conversation.

David: I was kind of hoping when I tell your mother...  about the heart thing, that we have Plan A in place. You and Nigel down here, with her, running the farm.

Tim:  I just can't see it.

David: You care about your family. Because you’re a good lad at heart, always have been. And your mum. She’d love to be a gay icon. 

Tim: When I came down here, Nigel said, Why? Why now? I couldn’t even answer that question. I didn’t come home… to come home. I live in London. I like London. London likes me.

David: But you’ll think about it? Give some thought to your poor old struggling parents.

Tim: Dad.

David: Laying it on a bit thick, am I?

Tim: I’ll talk to Nigel. 

David: You do that.

Tim: I’m not promising anything.

David: No, no, no. Wouldn’t expect you to. Anyway. Tractor. (Exiting, turns back) Should we have a hug?

Tim: A hug. We don’t do that, do we?

David: We never used to. But we could start.

(DAVID AND TIM approach each other hesitantly trying to work out which arms go where. David is trying to keep his greasy hands off Tim’s smart jumper) 
David: Hands a bit greasy.

(DAVID AND TIM part)
Tim: That wasn’t so bad, was it?

David: Next thing, they'll have me dancing.

Tim: That, I would pay to see.

David: (Exiting) OK. Nice… to talk. To talk properly. Still. Tractor.

Tim: (Largely to himself) Tractor. Need a hand? Well. Can’t hurt to have a look can it? (Campily) Now where did I put my tools? 

(TIM exits. After a pause, BETTY enters)
Betty: Oh heaven – an empty kitchen. 

(BETTY busies herself around the kitchen. After a while a figure passes across a doorway at the back of the stage) 
Betty: HANNAH!? HANNAH!? Is that you Hannah?

(BETTY goes over to the doorway and calls out)
Betty: Hannah! 

(HANNAH enters)
Betty: What on Earth are you doing here?

Hannah: Lovely to see you too, mother!

(HANNAH plonks herself down on a chair and deflates)
Betty: Well, of course I’m glad you’re here. But…

Hannah: What have you done with the Aga?

Betty: We got rid of it.

Hannah: But I loved that Aga. I spent my whole childhood with my feet on the Aga rail. How could you throw it away? You’ve thrown away my childhood. That’s so out of order.

Betty: Don’t be so silly, girl. It was just an old Aga. It cost a fortune to run. And it kept going out.

Hannah: You haven’t touched my room, have you?

Betty: Of course we haven’t. Just thrown a few old things away.

Hannah: Oh my God, not Freddie Trueman!

Betty: No, not Freddie Trueman. Obviously. He’s still up there, arm hanging off, one eyeball. No, just some old books, magazines. 

Hannah: Why can’t you just leave things as they are?

Betty: You don’t live here anymore Hannah, remember? You got married. You live in Birmingham. 

Hannah: I just don’t want you spoiling it, that’s all. It’s just nice to know it’s still there. If I need it.

Betty: Is that where you were going, up to your old room? You were, weren’t you. Like you used to. Sneak up there, shut the door and refuse to come out for days. I had to cook bacon so you’d smell it. That was the only way to smoke you out. 

Hannah: I’ve left him.

Betty: Who?

Hannah: Who do you think - Peter.

Betty: Nonsense.

Hannah: It’s true.

Betty: Nonsense. You’ve only been married five minutes.

Hannah: Six months. Six. Long. Months.

Betty: So that’s it, is it? Six months and then give up?

Hannah: We’re incompatible.

Betty: Nonsense.

Hannah: We are fundamentally incompatible.

Betty: How can you tell if you’re incompatible? It takes twenty years to find out you’re incompatible. Some of our friends have been incompatible for the whole of their lives and they still haven’t realised. 

Hannah: Your friends are idiots. 

Betty: They may be idiots but they’re idiots who know what’s right and what’s wrong. And leaving your husband after six months is just… wrong. You wrote those special vows. They were lovely. Of course, your father said they nearly made him throw up, but that’s your father for you.

Hannah: I’m serious, Mum.

Betty: Has something happened?

Hannah: No.

Betty: Is there another woman?

Hannah: No.

Betty: My God.

Hannah: What?

Betty: You’ve not turned into a lesbian have you?

Hannah: Me? Why would you think I’ve become a lesbian? Oh my God, it’s this haircut isn’t it? (SHE RUSHES TO THE MIRROR AND RUNS HER FINGERS THROUGH HER HAIR). Seventy quid.

Betty: Seventy quid!

Hannah: I knew she took too much off. She’s new. She’s from Kazakhstan or somewhere. This is what happens when you let an illegal immigrant cut your hair. I knew I shouldn’t have given her a tip.

Betty: Come away from that mirror. You look nothing like a lesbian. What do lesbians look like anyway? We don’t have them in the W.I?

Hannah: Short hair… dungarees… I don’t know. I don’t know any lesbians.

Betty: That’s a relief.

Hannah: (Aghast) What? Why is it a relief? 

Betty: Because… Because apparently there are members of this family who have been gay all their lives who’ve never actually bothered to tell their own mother. 

Hannah: Tim.

Betty: You knew of course. You and half the population of East Anglia.

Hannah: I’ve met his boyfriend. He’s nice.

Betty: …and you didn’t think this information would be of interest to us? 

Hannah: I was dying to tell you, but Tim said he wanted to wait till the time was right.

Betty: How long have you known?

Hannah: I dunno – ten years?

Betty: Ten years!

Hannah: Why does it matter?

Betty: I’ve got a drawer full of babygrows upstairs.

Hannah: Oh I see, for Tim, of course, not for me.

Betty: You’re not pregnant. You’re not, are you?

Hannah: No. But I resent the fact you’ve been hoarding babygrows for Tim’s baby and not mine.

Betty: You told me you were never going to have children. You hate children, you said. Twenty four hour shit factories, you said.

Hannah: There’s too many people in the world.

Betty: Then a couple more won’t make any difference.

Hannah: My marriage is on the brink of disaster and you’re fussing about grandchildren.

Betty: You haven’t told me what’s wrong.

Hannah: Everything is wrong. He always wants to… I have to fight him off sometimes.

Betty: Fight him off?  Hannah, that’s what’s supposed to happen when you first get married. Don’t worry. It won’t go on forever. He’ll lose interest soon enough…

Hannah: I don’t want him to lose interest.

Betty: Well what do you want? 

Hannah: You just don’t understand do you. You don’t know what it’s like. He never says I love you anymore.

Betty: He’s a man. You’re lucky he said it all.

Hannah: I don’t want to end up… I don’t want to end up…

Betty: Like me and your father?

Hannah: Well…

Betty: Your father and I have been together for forty years. There’s a lot worse marriages about.

Hannah: I didn’t expect it to be so complicated. I say things to him and he doesn’t reply. Sometimes he doesn’t speak to me for hours. He sits there with the paper…

Betty: What do you expect him to do, whisk you off your feet, take you dancing till dawn every night? Doctors have to work long hours. Your dad and I barely saw each other for the first five years.

Hannah: And your marriage is perfect is it?

Betty: No. But it’s good enough…

Hannah: Maybe good enough isn’t… good enough.

Betty: You know your trouble girl - you’re bored.

Hannah: I am not bored.

Betty: You’ve been bored ever since you gave up your job.

Hannah: I do not want to spend my life staring at a computer screen. The phone was always ringing. It was horrible.

Betty: That’s the point of a job, isn’t it. Of course it’s horrible. That’s why they have to pay you to do it.

Hannah: This coming from someone who’s never had a job in her life.

Betty: No, that’s perfectly correct, Hannah, I have never worked in my entire life. I mean, I get up at five, work all day and finish the washing up at nine in the evening. I’m sure I could fit in a job in there somewhere. Perhaps, if I gave up going to bed, I could work a night shift stacking shelves.

Hannah: I mean a real job.

Betty: It’s not me who has the problem, Hannah. You’re the one that needs to do… something useful.

Hannah: I’ve tried. It’s quite difficult. I mean what can you do with a degree in art history? I suppose I could get a job at Tesco’s arranging the Christmas cards.

(DAVID enters) 
David: Hannah!

Betty: Dad.

David: All the family's here. Is it Christmas? 

(DAVID wipes his hands on the tea towel. HANNAH stands up and they hug) 
Hannah: Hello Dad.

David: Hello you. Mum giving you a hard time is she?

Betty: (Feigned anger) That’s it. Indulge your daughter. Let me do all the dirty work.

David: That’s your job, Mother.

Betty: Really. I’ve just been told I don’t have a job. She’s left Peter.

David: That was quick.

Betty: For goodness sake, David, what is it that goes on in your head? The world’s coming off its hinges, if you hadn’t noticed? Your son is gay. Your father-in-law’s gay…

Hannah: Whoa?

Betty: …your daughter’s marriage has broken up after five minutes and all you can say is, that was quick. Does anything in the entire world ever shock you, David.

David: Of course. Feed prices falling. Norwich winning away. This farm making money.

Gran: (From offstage) Doris? Where’s Doris?

Betty: I can’t have her in here. Hannah, go and divert her. Go and tell her about your divorce.

Hannah: I never know what to say to her since she went dolally.

Betty: Talk to her about anything. Tell her about your uncaring and unsympathetic mother. Just don’t let her in here.

(GRAN enters. HANNAH takes her by the arm and leads her out) 
Hannah: Come on Gran, I’ve got lots of news for you.

Gran: Oh good. I like news. Who are you? 

(HANNAH and GRAN exit) 
Betty: I don’t think I can cope with all this.

David: They’re not getting divorced are they? I thought they’d at least manage a year. Just as well I rescued Freddie Trueman from the skip. 

Betty: He never says I love you apparently.

David: Freddie Trueman?

Betty: This is serious.

David: No it isn’t. They’ll be back together in a week.

Betty: How do you know?

David: Not saying I love you three times a day does not constitute grounds for divorce. Look at that Jackie’s husband – every night he’d put three dabs of toothpaste on her toothbrush. Do you know why?

Betty: I can’t imagine.

David: It meant I love you. I… love… you… in toothpaste. And look how he turned out – abducted by aliens the last I heard. In my experience romantic men, men who go around saying I love you willy-nilly are to be avoided at all costs.

Betty: And you gain that experience by laying under a tractor, do you? 

David: When I’m ploughing – that’s when I put the world to rights.

Betty: What about us?

David: What about us?

Betty: You never say.

David: What?

Betty: You never say I love you.

David: I’ve just said it three times.

Betty: To me.

David: Don’t I, really?

Betty: No, you don’t.

David: Right.

Betty: I can’t remember you ever saying it.

David: It’s not us, is it? All that lovey dovey stuff.

Betty: Isn’t it?

David: It’s not important.

Betty: It’s just sometimes…

David: What?

Betty: Is there something wrong with us?

David: We’ve been together forty years. We have two grown up kids. We’ve had nearly our whole life together. Doesn’t that show something?

Betty: Maybe…

David: What?

Betty: Maybe we’re just a habit.

David: We were alright this morning, weren’t we, before the Harpies descended? 

Betty: Were we?

David: Look, here’s the thing: I buy you flowers - you say you haven’t got a vase. I buy you chocolates - you say they make you fat. I say I’ll take you out to dinner - you say we’ve got leftovers spoiling in the fridge. It’s not just me that isn’t romantic. It’s both of us. That doesn’t mean….

Betty: What?

David: That we don’t care.

Betty: I never did like stupid men fawning all over me. There were plenty when I was young. I was pretty…

David: You were that…

Betty: All those men chasing after me… I treated them like dirt, but they kept coming back for more. But you. It was: I’m going to the pub, wanna come? You picked me up in your Land-Rover.

David: I moved the sacks off the seat.

Betty: You’re right. It was just like being a princess.  You drove to the wedding in your Land-Rover. Your tie had egg on it.

David: It had a yellow pattern.

Betty: Yes, one that I scraped off with my fingernail before you made your speech, in which, if I remember rightly you mentioned my name twice and Norwich City four times.

David: Bet, this is not really a good time.

Betty: It never is.

David: Am I excused? Can I go now please?

Betty: Yes. Go on. Back to your beloved tractor.

David: (Exiting) Just another half hour.


(DAVID exits)
Betty: …and you still haven’t said it. I bet you say I love you to that bloody tractor. (She notices and holds up a tea towel which has huge black handprints) He’s done it again. (Shouts) That’s another tea towel he’s ruined. 

(Enter TIM)
Tim: Not me.

Betty: No, not you. Him.

Tim: I see Hannah’s here.

Betty: She’s left Peter.

Tim: Where?

Betty: Their marriage is “all over” (Making inverted commas signs with her fingers). Apparently.

Tim: Is it?

Betty: Last time was three weeks ago. It’s usually three weeks, sometimes four. 

(Enter TIM)
Hannah: What is? Hello bruv.

Tim: Hello sis.

Betty: You do have names. What have you done with Gran?

Hannah: She’s gone out for some air.

Betty: There’s plenty of perfectly good air in the lounge. She’ll wander off again. Last time we found her in the hairdresser’s asking for a pound of onions. God knows what the village thinks of us. Couldn’t you have stayed with her, just for five minutes?

Hannah: She wanted…  Gran?

(GRAN enters)  
Betty: Gran, it’s not time for tea yet.

Gran: He’s dead.

Betty: Who is?

Gran: David

Betty: No, Mum, it’s Tom your husband that’s dead. He died five years ago.

Gran: I’m not mad.

Hannah: Of course you’re not Gran.

Gran: No one believes a word I say.

Tim: We do.

Gran: Then why won’t you listen. David is dead. He’s lying under the tractor.

Hannah: He’s always under the tractor. He’s probably fallen asleep.

Gran: There’s blood.

Tim: What?

Gran: There’s blood… and he’s not moving.

Betty: David! (She rushes over to the window) David! (She sees him) David! David! 

(The cries are picked up electronically and echo away. Fade)
END OF ACT ONE
ACT 2. SCENE 1 (The Kitchen)

(BETTY enters, distraught, followed by HANNAH who sits at the table)
Betty: I need to cook something

Hannah: What!?

Betty: Cook something, cook something, cook something. What’s in the fridge? (She opens the fridge). There’s nothing. Nothing in the fridge. I’ll have to get something from the freezer. Lamb.  Has to be lamb. How long to defrost. Two hours say…

Hannah: Sit down Mum. We can get a take-away.

Betty: What!? Take-away!? After what’s happened. 

Hannah: Why not just make things easy for once?

Betty: What time is it?

Hannah: Seven.

Betty: Is it? How long were we at the hospital?

Hannah: Twelve hours.

Betty: Seemed like days.

Hannah: Nobody wants to be there. 

Betty: I’ll need bacon. One pack or two? Smoked… smoked or… smoked or… smoked or… What’s the other one?

Hannah: Unsmoked.

Betty: I could do one of each. One smoked. One…

Betty: Unsmoked. You need to sit down mother. None of us are hungry anyway.

Betty: Not you. People.

Hannah: What people?

Betty: People coming to visit. They'll want to stay, Helen and Joe. Aunty Eileen.

Hannah: He's in a coma, in intensive care. He can't have visitors. Not yet. Look, just stop and sit down.

Betty: Yes. I will. Sit down. That’s best

(BETTY momentarily sinks deflated on to a chair, and then bounces back up again)
Betty: We have to tell people. We need to make a list. I’ve got paper.

(BETTY tears a sheet from the kitchen notice board. Scraps of white paper have been pinned to the board for this purpose)
Betty: Pen. Pen.

(BETTY grabs pens from the cup full of pens. Most of them don’t work. She tries each one and, as each one doesn’t work, throws them further and further away. Finally she throws the tin with the last few pens across the room)
Betty: It’s him. He always puts the empty ones back into the cup. I keep telling him. He never…

(BETTY  is frozen in thought for a moment and then resumes)
Betty: Tea. We haven’t had any tea.

Hannah: We’ve been drinking tea all night. 

Betty: From a machine… From a machine. I mean proper tea.

Hannah: Why don’t you go and lie down for an hour. You’re exhausted.

Betty: (Uncomprehending) Lie down? I could, couldn’t I? Lie down. Just for an hour. Nobody's coming. Not yet. 
(BETTY moves toward the door but she stops just before she walks through)
Betty: What am I doing? I’m not going to sleep. Just lay there thinking. Thinking and thinking. There’s too much to do. Need to keep busy.

(BETTY goes to the window)
Betty: There’s a light on in the barn. Must have been on all night. That shouldn’t happen. He wouldn’t leave a light on.

Hannah: Just slow down.

Betty: The chickens, I haven’t fed the chickens.

Hannah: It doesn’t matter.

Betty: I can't have my chickens dying of starvation.

Hannah: Gran’ll be up soon.

Betty: Oh no, not Gran, not now. She’ll never understand.

Hannah: I’ll take her some tea and I’ll explain.

Betty: No, no, I have to do it.

Hannah: Why?

Betty: Because I do

(HANNAH stands up and grasps BETTY on the shoulders)
Hannah:  You don’t have to do everything. I’m here. Tim's here. Make the tea, and I’ll talk to Gran. You can sit down and have a break. Chill out. 

Betty: That’s what people do today, isn’t it? - chill out. What does it mean?

Hannah: It means. Slow down. Relax.  

(HANNAH exits)

Betty: Chill out?  Chill out? 
(BETTY indicates the  kitchen table. The dirty tractor manual is lying open. She goes over, picks it up and closes it) 
Betty: At least we can be rid of that. 
(BETTY throws the manual into the bin. Moves hesitantly and then takes it out again)
Betty: Better not. I mean, he might need it. What am I talking about? Of course he won't need it. I won't let him near that bloody tractor ever again. Now, did I freeze those parsnips? I can’t remember. Freezer’s nearly empty. Won’t need so much… (She sits down) Won’t need so much…

Gran: (From offstage) ‘lizabeth, ‘lizabeth. 

(GRAN enters)
Gran: Oh ‘lizabeth, ‘lizabeth. I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. You should have woken me up. I could’ve helped.

Betty: You were the one who saw him.

Gran: I thought he was asleep.

Betty: What am I going to do, Mum? What about the farm? What about the children? What about the chickens?

Gran: Is the kettle on?

Betty: No. I’ll do it. 
(BETTY starts to stand up)
Gran: You stay where you are. I can make tea.
(GRAN puts the kettle on, comes back and puts her arms around BETTY) 
Betty: What I’m going to do now, Mum.

Gran: Don’t think about it. Not yet. We don't know what's going to happen.
Betty: He's in a coma. They don't know if he'll wake up.
Gran: He'll come through.
Betty: Will he? Why will he? They don't always do they? Not in real life. Whatever will I do if he dies?
Gran:
If he dies, we'll just have to deal with it. But until he does, we just have to get on with things.  Forget about the farm for a few days. Forget about the children. You nearly lost your husband. Just for once, think about yourself. Think what it is you need, for once. Everything else can wait. 

(As this scene progresses, GRAN makes the tea) 
Betty: I can’t do this, I can’t do this Mum.

Gran: You can. We’re going to help you. Not that I’m much help. I’m useless.

Betty: No, you’re not

Gran: I’m daft as a brush, and you know it. The sooner you get me out of your hair and into that loony bin the better. Most of the time I don’t know who I am, where I am. I’m disappearing day by day. One day there’ll be nothing left. Just this ghostly thing wandering about. 

Betty: Why does this have to happen now? Tim’s a homo, Hannah’s getting a divorce…

Gran: …Gran’s mad as a hatter.

Betty: No you’re not… not really.

Gran: Yes, I am. But I’m still your mum some of the time. We need to make the best of it. David's a good man. There aren’t many of them left. You can’t miss ‘em if you didn’t love them and if you didn’t love ‘em, then… what would be the point of it all?

Betty: Everything made sense yesterday. Now it’s all…

Gran: Life never makes sense, not really. You think it does and then something happens and you realise it's all just chaff blowing about it the wind. 

(HANNAH enters)
Gran: You didn’t even make your mum tea.

Betty: She went to tell you.

Gran: Too busy at that mirror. You never could pass a mirror. I’m taking your mum to sit in a comfortable chair. 

(GRAN picks up mugs of tea)
Gran: Come on ‘lizabeth 

(Hannah makes to follow)
Gran: Not you. Not now. You stay here. 

(GRAN and BETTY exit) 
Hannah: (To herself) Yeah, cheers for that. Nice to feel wanted.

(Enter TIM)
Tim: (Distractedly) Any tea? 
Hannah: I suddenly feel totally knackered.
Tim:
I'll make my own, shall I?
Hannah: He was here. Yesterday afternoon. Standing there. Perfectly healthy. Next thing...
Tim: He'll come through.

Hannah: He died. Twice.

Tim: Technically, yes.
Hannah: Technically! Technically! Oh well that's fine, isn't it. Just technically. You'll have to run the farm.

Tim: What?

Hannah: You and Nigel. You and Nigel have got to come down and run the farm. 

Tim: What about our business?

Hannah: He can do the decorating from here.

Tim: He’s an Interior Designer!

Hannah: No, he’s not, he’s just a glorified painter and decorator. If it wasn’t for the gay jobs he’d be on the dole. 

Tim: You so have no idea what you’re talking about.

Hannah: It’s not that hard is it? Running a farm. Plough, plant, water and reap.

Tim: Why me? Why does everyone want me to do it?

Hannah: Everyone?

Tim: Dad asked me. Yesterday. He said he wasn’t well and would I…

Hannah: Asks you, of course, not me.

Tim: And your response would have been?

Hannah: That’s not the point. I do actually know a bit about farming. About horses anyway. They should have asked me first. 

Tim: And you would have said no.

Hannah: Blatantly. That’s not the point. Mind you, the idea of Nigel and you running the farm. (Laughs) Bizarre.

Tim: I don’t see why.

Hannah: I don’t think they do pink Combine Harvesters.

Tim: God, Hannah, you are so last century. What’s next? – can’t cut the corn with a limp wrist. Nigel jumping into my arms ‘cause he’s seen a harvest spider. You need to grow up. Anyway Nigel and I are not leaving London. Things are just beginning to take off.

Hannah: Someone has to do it.

Tim: You can.

Hannah: We’re not moving.

Tim: Not Peter. Just you. You’re always going on about the state of your marriage. Plus you’ve got fuck all to do all day, as far as I can see. They do have daytime tele here. What’s the difference where you watch it?

Hannah: I never watch daytime tele. Not unless I’ve got a migraine.

Tim: You’ve always got a migraine. (Beat)  You can bring the horse. There’s plenty of room.

Hannah: Me, Mum and Gran in the same house. That’s totally going to work, isn’t it.

Tim: You can’t stand not being the centre of attention.

Hannah: Kettles, pots, black.

Tim: I’ve made something of my life.

Hannah: And I haven’t?

Tim: No, as a matter of fact, you haven’t. You’ve just replaced mum and dad with a husband. You’re just like you always were – lazy, selfish and vain.

Hannah: At least I didn’t lay around in my bedroom all day listening to the Smiths.

Tim: I did what I could.

Hannah: Which would be approximately what? Oh yes. That would be nothing.

Tim: You’re such a bitch.

Hannah: So says the man who hangs round the toilets in the park.

Tim: I don’t do that. I have never done that. Anyway, I seem to remember you fucking everything with a wallet.

Hannah: We’ve got a lot in common then.

(BETTY enters and stands in the middle of the kitchen looking confused) 
Tim: Mum?

Betty: I came in here for something. I can’t remember what it was. You two bickering put me off. What were you arguing about?

Hannah: It was nothing.

Betty: Nothing. I would have thought with your father being… being, barely...

Hannah: We were just having a good squabble, mum. I miss having a good squabble. Peter won’t squabble at all. Just goes all quiet and hurt. It’s like kicking a sponge. I need to be able to shout at people every now and again. I just need a good punch bag.

Tim: We noticed.

Hannah: Oh Tim, don’t go all soft on me. If you insist on being gay, at least you could be a bit bitchy with it. Otherwise it’s no fun.

Betty: You’ve always argued. Ever since you were young. Always at each other's throats.  Always about nothing. We thought you’d grow out of it. So what was it this time? 

(HANNAH and TIM look at each other)
Hannah: It was about…

Betty: What?


Tim: We were arguing about… which one of us is going to come and live with you here. And help with the farm.

Betty: Oh God give me strength. Help with the farm, you two! All this farm has ever been to you is a giant playground. You have never helped on the farm. You are physically incapable of helping on the farm. I’d blame the bloody parents if I wasn’t one of them. All these things happening – Dad, David, Tim. How can these things happen and me not even notice? Why is it me who’s always… Do you know what the last thing I said to your father was? I said, Don’t wipe your oily hands all over that dishcloth. That’s it. Forty years we’ve been together and that's it. Don’t wipe your oily hands all over that dishcloth. 

Tim: It won't be the last thing...

Betty: It might.

Tim: Everybody’s different. You and Dad - hugging and kissing and all that - that wasn’t you. If Dad started telling you he loved you, you’d just have thought he was carrying on with a barmaid. Or he was turning into Gran.

Betty: So, how do I know?

Tim: Because you were up all night lambing, because you’ve been through BSE and foot-and-mouth and all the other crap that got thrown at you. Together. You did it together.

Betty: I suppose it was worth losing a few tea towels.

Tim: ‘course it was.

Betty: The only reason your father kept this place going was to build something that he could pass on to his children and his grandchildren. And here you are, the two of you, arguing about which of you gets lumbered 

Tim: It was for you, too.

Betty: Was it? I don’t think so. You see, he knew I didn’t need looking after. He knew I could cope with just about anything. Because I already have.  Poor Tim. You came all this way to tell us about Nigel and everything

Hannah: It’s only London. There are roads.

Betty: No, no, he came to tell us… That matters. Now we’ve spoilt his big day.

Tim: Doesn’t seem that important any more.

Betty: No, but I’m glad… I’m really glad that you’re gay. I’m never going to lose you now, am I - not to some silly woman who can't boil an egg without consulting her laptop. I'm glad. I'm glad you're happy.

Hannah: What about me? Aren't I allowed to be happy too?

Betty: Oh, you are happy you silly girl. You just don't know it. You have a perfectly good husband, a horse and a gay brother. What more do you want? Anyway. This is no good. I need to go to Waitrose. Are you two coming?

Hannah: I need a shower.

Tim: We have been up all night.

Hannah: You don’t really need to go shopping do you?

Betty: This is my house, Hannah. Last time I was at your flat, all there was in the fridge was half a bottle of flat Cava and a mouldy orange. There'll be people. To see Dad. You never think of these things. I need to be ready for when Dad comes home,. Right! Go and shower, the pair of you, and don’t use the mirror, Hannah, or I’ll never get you out of the bathroom. You’ve got ten minutes – then it’s Waitrose.

(TIM and HANNAH exit. GRAN  enters)
Gran: Where are those two going?

Betty: To shower. What am I going to do, Mum? I can’t have Hannah here. Tim’s too busy in London. But I can’t do all this on my own.

Gran: There’s no broccoli

Betty: What?

Gran: That man with the hat said he hadn’t got any. What nonsense - I could see it sticking out of his basket. He wanted it for himself.

Betty: Oh Mum, not now. Don’t do this now.

Gran: That merry warner was growing right over the fence. 

Betty: They were nettles. (Looks into GRAN’s eyes) I need you here, mum. Just for an hour or two. I want my mum back. I need someone who’s on my side. I’ve got enough mad people here already.

Gran: Is it Thursday?

Betty: Tuesday.

Gran: Do I live here?

Betty: We had to get you out of the flat.

Gran: When will David be back?

Betty: Oh Mum, where do you go? Can I come there too?

Gran: I’m here.

Betty: Are you?

Gran: What day is it? You don’t want to give broccoli to those blackies. You never know what they get up to with it.

Betty: Maybe they’d eat it.

Gran: That’s what they want you to think.

Betty: They’re just people, Mum. People just trying to get through the day…

Gran:  I'm sure I've met you somewhere before. What's your name? No, don't tell me. It's on the tip of my tongue.

Betty: I was hoping you knew, somebody knew. Now we’ll never know. (Leading her out) Come on. Let’s get you back to bed.

Gran: What day is it?

Betty: Tuesday. (Confused) Tuesday. No, it isn’t. It’s Wednesday. We haven’t been to bed, have we? Oh God, I’m losing my mind too. I’ll book us a double room, shall I, in that home. We can sit in the warm and watch the world out of the window. They can fill us full of drugs so we don’t feel anything at all. Then we’ll be just like men. 
ACT 2 SCENE 2. (Hospital Room)

(DAVID is in bed with tubes and wires running into him. BETTY is seated by the bed. A monitor is bleeping)
Betty: Oh David why did you have to do this now? It’s so damn… inconvenient. After Christmas maybe, in the Spring, but not now, not yet. If you could just waited till the stables were finished. Where on Earth am I going to find people to use them? It’s all very well coming up with all these brilliant notions to get rid of the overdraft but not if you’re going to bugger off halfway through and leave me to do it all. Christmas is going to be a nightmare. Tim will bring his boyfriend and I won’t know what to call him. This is Tim and his partner. God, I hope they don’t hold hands on the sofa. I hate it when people do that. I’ll make some terrible faux pas like, do you want stuffing, Nigel. And everyone will go rigid. Hannah and Peter won’t be speaking to each other and mother’ll be under my feet every two minutes. Or even worse, Hannah will want everyone to go to theirs and I’ll have to buy up half of Sainsbury’s because she’s never got anything to eat in the house and we’ll end up rowing when she cremates the bread sauce. Again. It’s not that hard is it, bread sauce? It tells you what to do on the packet. It’s not like it’s the real thing. Why couldn’t you do this in the spring when the evenings are light and I can get out and take the dogs for a walk or something? Supposing I lose my temper and beat mother to death with a broom handle. You used to take her out for a drive when you knew it was all getting too much. She never bothered you at all did she? You never get angry with her. You just laugh when she asks the vet if he’s remembered the broccoli. It all just bounces off you, doesn’t it? How do you do that? I need to know. I need to know how men think, so I can do all the things that men do, because now I might have to do it all by myself and I don’t want to do it by myself, I want to do it with you, but I can’t because you might not be t here - it’s so inconsiderate. You men are all the same – get what you want and then disappear. Still at least you had the decency to have a heart attack and not go off with some tarty waitress like Gordon did. But why did you have to do this now? You’re such a stupid, stupid, stupid man. (She almost cries, but not quite. For a few moments she is lost in thought. Then she reanimates). Talking to you. Getting no response. I've been doing that for forty years. Don't you dare, don't you dare die.
(Music and fade)
ACT 2 SCENE 3 (Hospital Room)
(DAVID on the bed sleeping. Enter BETTY. DAVID speaks drowsily with eyes closed))
Betty: David. David. They told me you were awake.

David:  I am. Sort of. Can't sleep in this bloody place. It's enough to wake the dead. Perhaps they have

Betty: How are you feeling? 

David: Can I please die in peace now?

Betty: These people have been working their fingers to the bone to keep alive. You are not going to let them down. 

David: How long have I been here?

Betty: Two months

David: Two months. Are you sure?

Betty: Feels like 2 years.

David: What happened?

Betty: You had a heart attack. You died twice. Once in the ambulance. Once in casualty.

David: No wonder I feel knackered. That's once more than Elvis Presley. I wasn't on the toilet was I?

Betty: Underneath the tractor.

David: You were right.

Betty: Really?

David: You said that tractor would be the death of me. I should have listened to you

Betty: When did you ever listen to me?

David: All the time. What's your name again?

Betty: Muggins. Betty Muggins.

David: Pleased to meet you Betty Muggins. I don't remember anything. Two months. It could have been two years, two minutes for all I know. How am I?

Betty: What do you mean?

David: Am I disabled, paralysed?

Betty: You had a stroke. It's affected your left hand side. They don't know how much until they get you out of bed.

David: What, and see if I fall on my arse, you mean. That's modern medicine for you. I wish I could remember something. Everybody wants to know what happens when you die. I could tell them. Could make a fortune. Didn't see any sign of those seventy two virgins.

Betty: What would you do with seventy two virgins?

David: They could help with the asparagus.  This is hard.

Betty: What is - talking nonsense?

David: Talking. I need to sleep. Not for two months though. Give me a week or so, and then bring me a cup of tea. 

Betty: We nearly lost you.

David: I know.

Betty: It's been terrible, terribly hard, David, I can't tell you. Anyway. I'll leave you to rest.

David: No, don't go yet. Wait till I'm sleeping. I don't remember anything, but I do remember the loneliness. That's the one thing I can tell them. About dying. You're going to be lonely. You live with other people. But you die on your own.

Betty: You're not going to die, David.

David: Third time lucky?

Betty: Don't you dare. You've got another chance. We're going to make the most of it. David. David. Are you asleep or are you just avoiding me?

David: Avoiding you.

Betty: Goodnight David. 

David: Are we private or NHS?

Betty: NHS

David: Thought I could feel bed bugs.
ACT2 SCENE 4 
(The kitchen two months later. HANNAH sits at the table. The carefully ordered kitchen is in a mess. Washing up piles up in the sink. There are unwashed plates and cutlery on the table. Enter TIM) 
Tim: Oh my God! 

Hannah: What?

Tim: Look at this place. It’s a tip.

(Tim gingerly picks up an unwashed knife and drops it into the sink. He pokes around in the sink)
Tim: She hasn’t even washed up. You didn't think to...
Hannah: Only just got here. Wanted you to see it.
(TIM runs his fingers along a shelf)
Tim: And that’s dust, actual dust. I could understand it if it was your place.

Hannah: That's just where you're wrong. I dust now.

Tim: Really?

Hannah: Things have changed. And. I'm pregnant. 

Tim: Wow!

Hannah: So it's no booze, no fags, no dope but, on the plus side, I do get to vomit every morning.

Tim: Can't see you as a mum.

Hannah: Thanks. How’s Nigel anyway?

Tim: We’re not together anymore.

Hannah: Who is it now. Not Raphael, he was gorgeous? Such a waste.

Tim: Too clingy.

Hannah: Phil.

Tim: Too vain.

Hannah: Paul.

Tim: Too orange.

Hannah: You don’t think you’re being a bit picky at all?

Tim: He’s out there somewhere, I know he is.

Hannah: Mr Right?

Tim: I'd settle for Mr Washes Every Day. .

Hannah: You were going to get married. You and Nigel.

Tim: Nigel, God, yes, I was, wasn’t I?

Hannah: Dad was going to fix the holes in the barn. Which, I notice, he didn't offer to do for me

Tim:  That day… it was the first time we’d talked, you know, really talked. About what we felt. And then he has a heart attack. 

Hannah: Yeah he was always selfish like that.

Tim: That’s not what I mean.

Hannah: You can always talk to me.

Tim: To you, what would you know, you’re my little sister?

Hannah: I love having a gay brother. It’s much better than having a Porsch. My friends talk about you all the time.

Tim: I’m glad you find my catastrophic love life so amusing.

Hannah:  God, it’s bloody cold in here. Put the heating on.

(TIM goes over to adjust thermostat)
Tim:  It won’t come on. Must be broken. (Touches the oven) Cooker’s cold. The cooker’s never cold

Hannah: She can’t be here with no heating, surely she’s not that mad.

Tim: (Picking up an empty jam jar) She didn’t even make jam.

Hannah: What?

Tim: She didn’t make any jam this year. First time ever.

Hannah: She’s already got tons of jam. 

Tim: Not the point

Hannah: So what is the point?

Tim: She’s made jam every year since we were tiny. As long as there’s fresh jam, everything is alright

Hannah: How do you know she hasn’t?

Tim: She’s done the labels, the dates - but all the jars are empty.

(BETTY appears at the door with GRAN. Greeting are exchanged. GRAN wanders about aimlessly during the scene. We notice that Betty's movements are getting stiff)
Betty: I thought I heard voices. Put the kettle on, Hannah. 

Tim: It’s that silver thing over there, by the sink. 

Hannah: (Under her breath as she goes over to the kettle) Oh just fuck off and die, Tim.

Tim: (In child’s voice) Mum, Mum, Hannah said a rude word.

Betty: I won't have language in my kitchen. 
Gran: I'm sure there used to be a window here.
Tim: Gran?.
Betty: (To Tim and Hannah) Just take no notice.

Tim: How are you anyway?

Betty: Old. How are you?

Tim: Fine.

Betty: (Looking him up and down) You don’t look fine. Those men, I suppose. I thought you all settled down these days, adopted children.

Tim: Don’t need to anymore (He nods at Hannah). You’re going to be a grandma.

Betty: So it seems.

Hannah: She’s over the moon. Can’t you tell?

Betty: Oh Hannah. I am. Of course I am. I’m very pleased I am going to have a grandson. At last. But you can’t go on working like you do, night after night, not with a baby…

Gran: You couldn't tell if it was jelly or blancmange. Not with all those pigeons flying about.

Hannah: First she wants me to get a job. Now she wants me to give it up and become a housewife.

Hannah: Do you know how much our mortgage is?

Betty: Hannah, in your kitchen you a have a machine the size of a steam engine - just to make coffee. You can’t get in your house for skis, surfboards and golf clubs.

Gran: She shot those gypsies. They come for the diesel

Hannah: What?

Betty: It's nothing. I had some travellers hanging around in the woods. No doubt looking for something that wasn’t nailed down. I saw ‘em off with the shotgun.

Tim: You are joking. You didn’t actually shoot at them?

Betty: Not at them. Of course, not. Just in their general direction. It's no good relying on the police these days. A few lead pellets up the arse. They'll get the message. 

Tim: You can’t do things like that.

Betty: They don't have to trespass on our land. We're two defenceless old ladies.

Tim: Two defenceless old ladies, armed to the teeth.

Betty: Anyway, we're not here to ramble on. We're here to talk about David. He's woken up.

Hannah: You didn't say anything.

Tim: That's fantastic. Why didn't you tell us?

Betty: Thought it'd be a nice surprise. And, he needed a bit more time, before he saw people. And I wanted you here first.

Gran: I can see Uncle Frank coming up the path.

Betty: He died, Gran. Four years ago.

Gran: He doesn't look so bad.

Betty: I wanted you all here first before you start blabbing on to him. He's awake and moving. His left side is a bit wonky and he's still quite confused. But the Doctor says he'll gradually improve although he's never going to be what he was before. He'll be OK mentally, but physically... well, who knows. And he's already talking about the farm
Tim: That's good isn't it.
Betty: No it isn't. It's not good at all.

Hannah: It must show he's getting better.

Betty: If he comes back to the farm, he'll just start doing everything again. He'll try to carry on as if nothing has happened.

Gran: I liked the monkeys but the elephants were very smelly.
Hannah: You're not putting him in a home?
Gran: She wanted me to go into a home. I said not as long as I've got all my marbles. Thing is. I can't remember where I left them. 
Betty: No, I'm not going to do that. I've found a bungalow.
Hannah: You'll never get him into a bungalow.

Gran: I don't like bungalows. I can't manage the stairs.
Betty: I know I'll never get him to move.. Which is why I'm selling the farm.
Tim: He won't let you.

Betty: He won't know. Michael is meeting us at the hospital. He's going to give us all Power of Attorney. We're going to tell Dad that it's just in case he has another stroke. But once we've got it, the farm goes on the market.  
Hannah: That's kind of underhand, isn't it?
Betty: And exactly what alternative do you have in mind?

Gran: Nobody eats rabbits anymore. They've all got syphilis
What about all our stuff?
Betty: Hannah, you don't live in this house any more. You haven't lived here it ten years. Take it away or it all goes in the skip.

Gran: Is it Monday or Tuesday?

Betty: It's Thursday.

Gran: What happened to Wednesday?

Betty: We skipped it. Nobody likes Wednesdays.

Tim: So that's it then.
Betty: That's it.
Tim: What about you. How will you survive in a bungalow.
Betty: We don't live in Syria. I am not moving to a refugee camp in a tent in the desert. Half the people in the world would die to live in a bungalow. So. I will manage.

Tim: And dad.

Betty: He'll have to get used to it, won't he. Right let's get to it. And remember Hannah. No mention of selling the farm.

Hannah: I notice you don't have to remind Golden Boy.

Betty: (Exiting) No I don't. 

Hannah: That's not fair.

Tim: (Exiting)  Just get over it, Hannah. They love me much more than you.
Hannah: (Exiting) That would be funny if it wasn't like, totally true.

Gran: She never should have given him all those apples. I told her, but would she listen. No she wouldn't. And look what happened. Nobody listens to me any more. Sometimes I feel like I'm a ghost. They all just walk through me. Sometimes I feel like I'm completely and utterly alone and I will be for ever. (Pause) Hello. Is anybody there?
ACT 2 SCENE 5 (Hillside)
(On a hillside above the farm. DAVID enters walking with some difficulty. His left side partially paralysed. He may now have a speech impediment. BETTY enters)
David: I don't understand why we have to come all the way up here. I thought we were going straight back to the farm.

Betty: You can see everything from up here.

David: Which would be wonderful if I wanted to see everything. But I don't. Because I'm not a bloody seagull.

Betty: Stop moaning, you old fool. There's still a bed in that hospital. 

Tim: At lease I wouldn't freeze to death.

Betty: Just keep moving.

David: (Surveying over the audience) My God. (Pause) My God. What have you done? It looks like a building site. I would have thought you could at least have waited...

Betty: I wanted you to see it all. Get it all over in one go. So. There it is. 

David: The hedges, Bet. You know what I think about hedges. And the copse! Where's the copse gone? This isn't what we do, Bet. Custodians of the countryside and all that EU waffle. The Barn! Bloody hell. And the house. You can't see it for scaffolding. I thought we discussed these things first. Decided together. You can't just go ahead and... I can't believe it. What have you done?

Betty: I'm not doing anything. It's not me who's doing these things to the farm. It's the people I sold it to.

David: Sold it. What do you mean?

Betty: I sold the farm three months ago. We don't live there any more. This is the last time we'll see it.

David: And you didn't think to mention it to me. You didn't think I might have had something to say about the most important decision of our lives.

Betty: And if I'd've asked you. What would you have said?

David: I would've thought about it.

Betty: And said no

David: Not necessarily.

Betty: You would have said no.

David: I mightn't have.

Betty: David.

David: Alright, I would have said no. Of course I would have said no. That farm is for the children. The grandchildren.

Betty: They don't want it, David. If I hadn't sold it, you'd want to just muddle on as if nothing had happened. Struggle on with mum getting madder by the minute, me seizing up with arthritis and you, you with your dicky heart. You died David. Twice. There's only so many times you can die before you realise God is trying to tell you something. If it happened again, however many needles and pipes and wires they stick into you, you wouldn't be coming back. I'm not going to let that happen.

David: Perhaps it would have been better.... (unsaid - if I'd died)
Betty: No, David. It wouldn't. And that's why I did it. You are the most incredibly irritating man in the whole world, but I'm not giving you up. Not yet.

David: How could you sell the farm without my signature?

Betty: You gave us Power of Attorney, remember?

David: But that was for... oh right... oh I see...  You're a bloody devious woman.

Betty: Someone has to be in charge in this family

David: So where do we live?

Betty: We have a nice three bedroomed bungalow with an orchards and three sheds you can hide in when you don't like the visitors. We're close to Hannah, so we can look after the baby. 

David: Oh joy.

Betty: It has a lovely vegetable patch, so you'll be able to stamp mud all over my bloody kitchen and wipe your filthy hands on my tea towels.

David: What about your mum? We can't throw her out of the window. Not in a bungalow. She'd just get up and come back in.

Betty: She's gone to a better place.

David: Heaven?

Betty: Clacton-on-Sea. In a retirement home.

David: Hell, then.

Betty: It doesn't matter to her. She doesn't know who she is. Doesn't know who I am?

David: Poor old gal. She wasn't so bad.

Betty: That's not what you used to say.

David: I didn't know where I was for three months..

Betty: Six months...

David: I can understand how she felt.

Betty: Oh by the way. I've had your old tractor shipped to the bungalow. It's in the back garden. So you can tinker all day long.

David: Really?

Betty: No, of course I haven't you stupid man. It went to the scrap yard where it should have been years ago. Think yourself lucky you're not there with it. Come on, it's cold and I have things to do.

(BETTY exits)
David: Have you? Have you, really. Lucky you. Bungalow. Bungalow. Bungalow (He pronounces the word in different ways)
Betty:  (Calls) Come on hurry up. I'm bloody freezing.

David: Doesn't matter how many ways you say it. It still sounds like bungalow
ACT 2  SCENE 6
(The sitting room in the bungalow. DAVID is sitting on the sofa watching the television. The light flickers on his face. There are tables at either end of the sofa with a glass of wine on each. On David's table there is a baby alarm. Enter BETTY)
David: Got her off finally?
Betty: Finally. Did you see this? 
(BETTY hands a piece of paper to DAVID)
Betty: It's our instructions. My daughter is actually giving me instructions on how to look after our granddaughter. I was under the impression we'd already bought up two children. Clearly, compared to her, we're mere beginners.
David: I see I'm only allowed two glasses of wine. Uh-oh!, this is my third. Don't tell Hannah. She might sack us. We'll never get another job looking after a baby twenty-four hours a day for precisely nothing.
(BETTY comes and sits down)
Betty: I did the right thing, didn't I?

David: Putting the baby to bed?

Betty: Getting rid of the farm.

David: I would never have done it, not in a million years. So it's just as well you did. It was for the best. One day, I might forgive you. 

Betty: I never will.

David: You're not just a farmer, are you, you're like a curator - of the fields, the wildlife, the hedges. Keeping it pristine for future generations – for the kind of people who see a speck of dirt on a lettuce and take it back to shop and demand their money back - this lettuce has been in the dirt!! So. Maybe. In the End. Selling the farm wasn't such a bad idea.
Betty: Did you decide that before or after I showed you the cheque?
David: It wasn't the money.
Betty: Really?
David: Actually, now I think about it, it was mainly the money, wasn't it?  I have principles. It just so happens that the amount on that cheque was ever so slightly more than the price of my principles. 
Betty: We'd never have made that sort of money carrying on at the farm.
David: Miss my tractor though.
Betty: So do I. Kept you out of my hair for hours on end. Still, I did keep something for you.

(BETTY opens a drawer and picks out the old tractor manual and shows it to DAVID)

Betty: See. Don't say I never think of you.
(Sounds of a baby stirring on the baby alarm. DAVID picks it up like a telephone and listens)
David: It's for you.
Betty: You're not completely paralysed, you know. Just because you've got a limp, doesn't make you Steven Hawkins.
(BETTY gets up and leaves. DAVID picks up the remote and turns up the sound. It is the news and we hear a farming bad news story)
David: Oh just shut up.
(DAVID points the remote at the television. The television goes off, along with all the lights leaving a single spotlight on BETTY rocking the baby holding the tractor manual in her hand)

Betty: You know your Granddad used to love this smelly old book. Used to read it all the time. Silly man isn't he? Listen Both the one and two positions are for external hydraulic services. One of the services has a single outlet and the other has a double outlet. One of the external outlets is independent of the lift, so if you put the three way valve to one of the positions it will lock the arms where they are and only works the external hydraulics trailer. Isn’t that clever. And, do you know what, one day, that tractor went to tractor heaven where all tractors to live happily ever after and the angels could tinker with them all day long and wipe their hands on their gowns and not on Nanny's bloody tea-towels. Oops, Nanny swore. Better not tell Mummy. It'll be our secret.
(Fade spotlight. Music)

THE END
PRODUCTION NOTES

SYNOPSIS Betty is having a bad day. She’s overheating, her mother is demented, her son is coming out, her daughter is getting divorced, the farm is losing money and her husband is hiding away from it all under the tractor. Or is he just dead?

Characters

Betty - No nonsense farmer’s wife. Betty is always busy doing things in the kitchen and only stops when indicated in the text.

David - Betty’s farmer husband, always in his working clothes.

Tim - The gay son, mid twenties. Urban. Trendily dressed.

Gran - Confused, mid eighties.

Hannah - The daughter, mid twenties. Scruffily dressed in the country manner.


This is a middle class farming family so there is little trace of a local accent.

The play takes place on a single set: a warm and appealing farmhouse kitchen in the first act. Maybe we can smell something cooking. In Act Two, Scene 2, the kitchen shows sign of neglect.

When Hannah and Tim argue, their words sound harsh but there is an underlying affection and the feeling that they both rather enjoy the squabble.

Music is The Crimson Tide by Alison Klauss
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