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Gregory
by Jim Hollingsworth and Les Morgan
CHARACTERS
5 F, 5 M + 1 non-speaking




Barbara Harrison, proprietor of the King’s Head Hotel




Sharon, the barmaid




Charlie Wainwright, the cellarman




The Bishop of Lindisfarne




The Dean of Lindisfarne




Max Falkener, MP




Kate Sheridan, freelance journalist and TV personality




Mrs Birch, a respectable elderly lady




Kim, her teenage grand-daughter




Gregory



A motor cyclist (non-speaking) F, but concealed by helmet and 




riding outfit

The scene is the lounge of a small country hotel not far from Teesdale, Northern England.  The time is the present.


ACT I Scene 1
Late one afternoon in February.


ACT I Scene 2 The same evening


ACT II Scene 1 Later that night.




ACT II Scene 2 The following morning.

ACT I

Scene 1
(Early evening in February, in the small lounge of a country hotel somewhere near Teesdale.  Archway L to the dining room; door UC to the hall; door R to the passageway leading to the cellars and outhouses.  Small bar DL.  Armchairs and coffee tables as required.  Bell push within reach of one of the armchairs.  Log fire R.  SHARON is behind the bar as BARBARA enters UC with the BISHOP and the DEAN.  The BISHOP OF LINDISFARNE is a dry and rather austere character, unlike the DEAN, who is much more jovial.)

BARBARA:  (with an air of having said all this many times over the years). Here we are, gentlemen.  Just make yourselves comfortable by the fire.  Charlie’s putting your luggage in your rooms and dinner will be in half an hour.  Would you like a drink?

BISHOP:  Oh, thank you.  A Perrier for me, and what about you, Dean?

DEAN:
  Dry sherry, thank you, Bishop.

BARBARA:  One Perrier, one dry sherry for the Bishop, please, Sharon.

SHARON:  (suddenly recognising th BISHOP).   Sorry.  You’re the Bishop of Lindisfarne, aren’t you?

BISHOP:  Quite so, quite so.  And this is our Dean, Dr. Rabbitt.

SHARON:  I thought I recognised you.  You’re always on the telly.

DEAN:  Oh, he’ll be turning up on one of those chat shows before long, I shouldn’t wonder, eh, Bishop?

BISHOP:  I don’t think they’re really in my line, Alistair.  Some of them are far too near the knuckle for me.

SHARON:  Dry sherry and a Perrier, was it?  Crisps, salted peanuts?

DEAN:
  I say!  I wouldn’t mind a bowl of salted nuts.

SHARON:  Very well, sir.  (She attends to the order)

BARBARA:  Do make yourselves comfortable.

(Exit, UC.  The DEAN and BISHOP sit; the DEAN nearer the bell push)

DEAN:   Thank you so much.  Splendid little place, eh, Bishop?  Just as well I happen to know this area.

BISHOP:  Quite so, Dean.  I shudder to think what would have happened if we hadn’t got through.

SHARON:  (serving drinks and nuts).   There we are.  Is your car all right?

BISHOP:  Yes, thank you.  We had the great good fortune to get through the floods before the water rose too high.  Mind you, it was a close thing.  You nearly didn’t make it, did you, Alistair?

DEAN:
  Oh, I think we were never in any real danger.  The old Range Rover got us through.  When I was in Australia, you know, we often had to cope with flash flooding.  We were lucky to get here, though, just before it got dark.  (Sips sherry).

BISHOP:  I still don’t understand why you didn’t stop at that place we passed up the road.  Thirlbeck, was it?

SHARON:  The Spotted Cow at Thirlbeck?

DEAN:
  (rather evasively). Er - y - yes, yes.  Thirlbeck.  Well, I - er - thought we could get a bit further, you know.

BISHOP:  Well that Spotted Cow place seemed to have rooms.

SHARON:  Yes, it’s a nice place.  Just a little way back up the road, as you say.  Used to have a nice girl behind the bar.

DEAN:  Did they?  Er - are we the only guests here tonight?

SHARON:  No, we’ve got an MP for a start.

DEAN:
  Oh?

SHARON:  He’s going to some conference in York.

DEAN:
  So are we.  I wonder if it’s the same conference.

SHARON:  He came with a lady about twenty minutes before you did.  They nearly got caught by the water as well.

DEAN:  Well, plenty of company for dinner, eh, Bishop?

(SHARON exits, UC)

BISHOP:  I’d sooner be at York.  How’s your sherry?

DEAN:
  First rate.  I have to be very careful with sherry, you know.  Some of those dark, sweet types give me wind.  Most embarrassing.

BISHOP:  So I should imagine.  Salted nuts to your taste?

DEAN:
  Oh, yes, thank you.  But I have to be careful with these, too.  They get under my palate.

BISHOP:  Really?

DEAN:
  Can be the very devil of a nuisance at those parties with sausages on sticks and so on.

BISHOP:  I suppose they are.  By the way, Alistair, how do you come to know this area?

DEAN:
  Oh, I’ve been here on odd occasions when travelling to York, you know.  Anyway, as I was saying, I remember at the leaving do for the last bishop I ate some wretched salted nuts and do you know what happened?

BISHOP:  Got behind your palate, I suppose.

DEAN:
  Oh, no no no, me dear fella.  I’d already had some of that dreadful sweet sherry, which, you know, gives me - er - 

BISHOP:  Wind.  Quite.  You’ve stayed here?

DEAN:
  (carried away by his story). - and suddenly I suffered a dreadful passage of wind and my false teeth flew out and landed on the plate of the bishop’s wife.

BISHOP:  Er, yes.  Did you say you’d stayed here - ?

DEAN:  Well, of course, I was absolutely covered with embarrassment and confusion, but the old bishop didn’t bat an eyelid.  You remember old Barker, of course, Roderick?

BISHOP:  Yes.  Alistair, when you’ve been going to York did you stay here -?

DEAN:
  Looked at me cool as a cucumber and said, “Great Scott, Rabbitt!  You ought to send those teeth of yours to dog obedience classes.  They’ve almost taken my wife’s hand off”.  Still, it gave me a chance to clean me palate, eh?

BISHOP:  Quite.  Alistair, when you’ve been going to York, do you mean you stayed overnight here?  I mean, it’s a bit expensive, isn’t it?  After all, York: it’s an easy journey.

DEAN:
  Well, I - er - I broke down once, Roderick, and had little choice but to stay overnight.

BISHOP:  What, here?

DEAN:
  No, at - er - what’s its name.

BISHOP:  The Spotted Cow at Thirlbeck.

DEAN:
  Yes.

BISHOP:  I got the impression from what you said that you’d stayed a number of times.

DEAN:
  Oh, I - I hardly think so.  Not a number.  Just as well if I did, though, eh?  Considering the weather now.  I mean, if I hadn’t known this area where would we be tonight?

BISHOP:  The Spotted Cow, I imagine.  And we wouldn’t have had that mad dash to escape the flood if we’d put up there, you know.

DEAN:
  Don’t you like this place?

BISHOP:  Oh, it seems quite a nice place.  But I was wondering - 

DEAN:
  Oh - er - Thirlbeck gets worse flooding than here, I believe.  So I’ve heard when, er - 

BISHOP:  Passing through?

DEAN:
  Passing through.  Quite.

(CHARLIE enters, L)

CHARLIE:  Good evening, gentlemen.

BISHOP:  Hallo.  Still raining?

CHARLIE:  It is, sir.  The police say the river’s still rising, so you’ll be here for at least a day by the look of things.  (Sees the DEAN and seems to recognise him)  Hallo, sir!

DEAN:
  (surprised).   Hallo.

CHARLIE:  You’ve stayed here before, I believe.

DEAN:
  No, no.  Never.

CHARLIE:  Ah, of course.  The Spotted Cow.  I’ve seen you there once or twice.

DEAN:
  Oh, I - er - yes, possibly.

CHARLIE:  I’ve put your luggage in your rooms.

BISHOP:  Thank you, er...

CHARLIE:  Charlie, sir.  Charlie the cellarman.  Cellarman, barman and general dogsbody, that’s me.

BISHOP:  Yes.  Well, thank you, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  I stored your luggage very carefully, sir, very carefully indeed.

BISHOP:  Thank you.

CHARLIE:  I always like to look after the clergy, sir, being a God-fearing man meself, and everything.

BISHOP:  Splendid.  Well, thank you.  It’s much appreciated.

CHARLIE:  Very heavy, those cases were, mind.  Normally guests take their own luggage, but I said to meself, No Charlie, I says, you can’t let His Grace the Bishop carry his own luggage, I says.

BISHOP:  Thank you.  We’re very grateful, you know.

CHARLIE:  Yes, well...er... (Tries a new tack.) Of course there’s no tipping here, sir.  All part of the friendly service.

DEAN:
  I think we could stretch a point here, couldn’t we, Bishop?

BISHOP:  Stretch a point?

DEAN:  About the tipping rule?

BISHOP:  Oh!  Yes, of course.  (Feels in pockets.)  Have you - er - anything - er - Dean...? (The DEAN hands the BISHOP a banknote.)  Here you are, and thank you again.

CHARLIE:  Oh no, sir, I couldn’t accept anything from you, sir.

BISHOP:  No, no, I insist.

CHARLIE:  No, sir, I couldn’t.

BISHOP:  Oh, very well. (Begins to put tip into own pocket..)
CHARLIE:  (quickly).   Oh, well, if you insist, sir.  Thank you very much.  Just this once, eh?

BISHOP:  Here you are, and thank you once again.

CHARLIE:  Not at all, sir.  You shouldn’t have, really.  If you want anything, you only have to ask, sir.  (Exit L.)

BISHOP:  Someone who knows you from the Spotted Cow, Alistair.

DEAN:
  Well...I haven’t fiddled Church funds, if that’s what you’re worried about, Roderick.  Yes, I have been there, but at my own expense.

BISHOP:  H’m.  Not a lady friend, Alistair?  Thought you were a confirmed bachelor.

DEAN:
  Good heavens, Roderick!  What do you take me for?  No, as you know, I do a little landscape painting, and I thought this was a rather picturesque area.

(MAX and KATE enter UC)

MAX:
Good evening.

BISHOP:  Good evening.

DEAN:
  Ah!  You must be the MP and his wife we heard about earlier.

KATE:
  I’m not his wife.

DEAN:
  (guardedly).  Ah!  Yes.

MAX:  No, no!  We aren’t even together.  We just happened to be caught by the rising water and got here at about the same time.

KATE:  Lucky we did.  I gather we’re completely cut off now.  And I still don’t know your name.  In fact, I didn’t even know you were an MP.

MAX:  Max.  Max Falkener.  Representing Solway Moss.

KATE:  Oh, of course!  I thought I’d seen you before.

MAX:  And you’re Kate, you said?

KATE:
  Right.  Kate Sheridan.

MAX:  I thought I knew you.

KATE:  And I know this gentleman.  (To BISHOP.)  You’re the Bishop of Lindisfarne, right?

BISHOP:  Correct.  And this is our Dean, Dr. Rabbitt.

DEAN:
  They called me Brer at school.  Can’t think why.

KATE:
  You’re going to York?

BISHOP:  Yes.  The Interdenominational Synod.

KATE:
  Me too.  I’m covering it.

DEAN:
  Covering?

KATE:
  For the Press.

DEAN:
  Oh, I see.  A journalist.  Oh good heavens, yes!  I recognise you now.  Kate Sheridan.  I’m sorry.  You look different in real life.

KATE:
  It’s OK.  It’s nice not be recognised once in a while.

BISHOP:  Quite.  And what about Mr Falkener?  You’re going to York too?

MAX:  That’s right.  I’m a lay member of the Synod.  You’ve probably seen me there before.

BISHOP:  Indeed I have!  Splendid, splendid!  We all have something in common.

DEAN:
  Would you like a drink before dinner?

MAX:/KATE:  Yes, please.

DEAN:
  Bishop?  A thirst-quencher?  (Presses bell.)

BISHOP:  Another Perrier, if you don’t mind.

DEAN:
  Miss Sheridan?

KATE:
  Kate, please.  A pint, thanks.

DEAN:
  A pint?  Of beer?

KATE:
  Please.

DEAN:
  Very well.  Mr Falkener?

MAX:  I wouldn’t mind a glass of red wine, if you don’t mind.

DEAN:  Of course.

(SHARON enters, UC.)

SHARON:  Yes, sir?

DEAN:
  Could we have a Perrier, a dry sherry, a glass of red wine and a pint of beer, please?  And put it on my bill.

SHARON:  Certainly, sir.  (Begins with the wine and sherry.)

DEAN:  I have to be very careful with beer, you know.  It makes me run to the little boys’ room.  Most inconvenient on a cold night.  I’m always afraid I’ll wet the bed.

BISHOP:  Er, yes.  Quite.

SHARON:  (serving).  Red wine?

MAX:  Thanks.

SHARON:  Sherry and mineral water?

DEAN/BISHOP:  Thank you.

SHARON:  (opens a bottle of mineral water and places it with glass in front of BISHOP).  Aren’t you having a drink, madam?

KATE:  The pint’s mine.

SHARON:  I’m sorry, madam, I can’t serve you with a pint of beer.

KATE:  Why not?

SHARON:  House rules.  I’m sorry.  Ladies can’t drink beer out of pint glasses.

KATE:
  But why not?  I thought this sort of thing had died out years ago.

SHARON:  Sorry.

KATE:
  Does it really make any difference?

SHARON:  House rules.  Sorry.

KATE:
  I think you’d better get me the manageress.

SHARON:  She’ll just say the same.  She makes the rules.  I’ll get her, though.  (Exit,UC, taking the pint glass with her.)

KATE:  Isn’t that ridiculous?

MAX:  Oh well, quite a lot of pubs around here stick to that rule.  Old-fashioned, I know, but they’re set in their ways in these parts.

(BARBARA enters UC, followed by SHARON.)

BARBARA:  Yes?

KATE:
  I was wondering why I can’t be served beer in a pint glass.

BARBARA:  Well, it is a house rule, and if I make an exception for one, you know...

KATE:
  Well yes, but why have it at all?

BARBARA:  I’d lose customers if I changed it.

KATE:  What?

BARBARA:  A lot of the older farmers’ wives don’t like women drinking pints of beer.  And they’re my trade outside the tourist season.

KATE:
  I’ve never heard anything like this.  Don’t you think it’s a bit ridic - (catches MAX’s eye) - behind the times?

BARBARA:  In these parts it is considered unladylike for a lady to be seen drinking from a pint glass.

KATE:
  (to herself).  Good grief!

BARBARA:  I’m sorry?

KATE:
  I know we’re out in the sticks.  I know the majority of people round here think Queen Victoria’s still on the throne, but could you please tell me the reasoning behind this rule?

BARBARA:  I’ve already explained: it’s what people round here want.

KATE:
  I know what they do want.  Still, if you insist...I suppose it’s OK for me to actually drink beer?  Or am I supposed to stick to Babycham?

BARBARA:  Sharon.  Half a pint of best, please.

SHARON:  Lady’s glass?

BARBARA:  Yes.

KATE:
  What’s the difference?

BARBARA:  Schooners.  Ladies round here drink out of schooners.  Men use pint mugs.

(KATE is struck dumb.)

MAX:  Yes, it’s not the same as London, is it?

BARBARA:  OK now?

KATE:
  Yes, I suppose so.

DEAN:  When in Rome, eh?

(BARBARA exits L.  During the next few speeches, SHARON serves the beer and exits L.)

KATE:  Except that they’re a bit more enlightened in Rome.

MAX:  I’m sorry you find their ways a little quaint.  They’re nice people really.

KATE:  But they don’t like foreigners, a foreigner being someone who lives more than ten miles away.

MAX:  Oh, I wouldn’t go as far as that.

KATE:  No, and neither would most of them.

(Pause.)

BISHOP:  I thought you worked in television, Miss Sheridan.  Yet you say you’re working for the papers.

KATE:
  I do regular freelance work for the Press.  I’m covering the York synod for the Guardian.

BISHOP:  And what line will you be taking?

KATE:
  How do you mean?

BISHOP:  Well, you know.  “Church of England fudges issues again”: that sort of headline.

KATE:
  I don’t write the headlines, and it all depends on whether you do fudge the issues.

DEAN:
  I don’t even know what the issues are now.  I mean, we’ve been through the gay priests business, and the ordination of women and experiments on human embryos.  We got through, as usual.

KATE:
  Yes, and you fudged all the moral issues.

DEAN:
  I didn’t!  I was in Australia.

KATE:
  No, but the Church of England did.  And now you’re struggling for your very existence.

BISHOP:  Oh, no no no!  This synod is merely to reassess our position.

MAX:  Do you normally write on religious affairs?

KATE:  Not if I can help it.  I’m an atheist.  (Smiling.)  And don’t you try to convert me.

MAX:
(smiling.)   Wouldn’t dream of it.  Anyone who writes for the Guardian must be beyond help.

KATE:
  Usually I cover Third World issues.  I was in the Sudan this time last year.

BISHOP:  That must have been a harrowing experience.

KATE:
  After a while you just go sort of numb.  People were actually dying while I interviewed them.  Even when planes dropped food the people were too far gone to benefit from it.  You just watched them die because they were too weak to digest what they’d eaten.

DEAN:
  Good heavens!  You know, I don’t think we have any real idea of what those poor people are going through.  You really should try these little pretzel things, Bishop.  Very tasty and good appetisers.

BISHOP:  No, thank you.  Our minds can’t begin to comprehend the scale of the tragedy in Africa now.  It was bad enough in the eighties and nineties.

MAX:  Remember when they released Nelson Mandela?  Everyone thought a new age was beginning, but it’s only been more of the same old thing.  Famine, starvation, war, corruption.  We make pious noises, but we don’t seem to have much effect.

KATE:
  I couldn’t sleep.  I would just lie in my bed with all the day’s horrors revolving round my mind.

BISHOP:  Did you live in the refugee camp?

KATE:
  God, no!  I was with the Beeb.  We had a reasonable hotel.  We drove out to the camps to interview the people.

MAX:  I think the world’s beyond hope.

DEAN:  Well, I don’t think we’re beyond all hope of dinner.  Shouldn’t we be thinking of getting ready?

BISHOP:  Yes, perhaps we should.

DEAN:
  All that talk of famine has made me quite peckish.

(The DEAN, the BISHOP and MAX exit UC.  KATE stays to finish her drink.  Enter UC Mrs BIRCH and her grand-daughter KIM,  who is outward-going and streetwise.)

MRS BIRCH:  Well, I’ll tell you what.  You can have a Coke as long as it’s one and no more.

KIM:
(London accent).  OK, Gran.

(Enter SHARON, L.)

SHARON:  Hallo, Kim.  Feeling better now?

KIM:  Yeah.

MRS BIRCH:  It’s been a touch of tummy trouble.

SHARON:  Just as well it was nowt worse.  We’d never have got a doctor here with things the way they are.  Did you say you wanted a Coke?

KIM:
Yeah.  (Mrs BIRCH looks at her.)  Please, miss.

MRS BIRCH:  No ice, please.  We don’t want a chill on her stomach.

(Mrs BIRCH sits herself and KIM near the fire.  SHARON serves a Coca-Cola during the following dialogue, then exit, L.)

MRS BIRCH:  No peanuts, now.  You’ll be having your dinner soon.

KATE:
  Hallo.  Were you caught by the flood?

MRS BIRCH:  Yes.  Well, actually, Kim here went down with a tummy bug yesterday while we were on our way back from London.  So we put up here for the night.  Just as well, I suppose.

KATE:
  Yes.  Are you on holiday?

MRS BIRCH:  No.  I’m her grandmother.  They’re coming to live with me for a while, aren’t you?  Coming to live with Gran.

KATE:
  You live round here?

MRS BIRCH:  Near Newcastle, actually.   Are you heading north?

KATE:
  Well, I’ve come down from Carlisle where I was covering a story for a newspaper.  I’m covering another in York, then I’m off home to London.

KIM:  I know you.  You’re Kate Sheridan, the woman on the telly.

MRS BIRCH:  Kim!

KATE:
  I didn’t realise I had fans that young.  You don’t watch the news, though, do you?

KIM:  Not likely.  It’s dead boring.

MRS BIRCH:  Kim!

KATE:
  (laughing).  She’s right, though.  Well, if you don’t watch the news, how do you know about me?

KIM:  Off the Kate Sheridan Show!

KATE:  You don’t watch that, do you?

MRS BIRCH:   That’s one reason why I’m taking her to stay with me.  Too much television and the wrong sort, too.  Mind, I think a lot of what they talk about on these chat shows nowadays goes over their heads.

KATE:
  I certainly hope so.

MRS BIRCH:  Are you something to do with television?

KIM:  It’s Kate Sheridan, Gran!  (Mrs BIRCH looks blank)  You know.  “The show that gets right to the bottom of things.”  It’s dead rude.

MRS BIRCH:  Oh!  That show!  I never watch it.

KATE:
  You should.  It’s good.

MRS BIRCH:
 (disapprovingly).  For some, I suppose.

KATE:  Well, if you’ll excuse me, I’m starving.  See you later, perhaps.  (Exit UC.)

MRS BIRCH:  Kim, I didn’t realise you watched things like that.

KIM:  Not much else to do, is there?  Mum’s always saying it’s not safe out at night an’ that.

MRS BIRCH:  Come on, let’s get you washed and see if you can manage something for dinner tonight.

(Mrs BIRCH and KIM exit UC.  SHARON enters L to the bar, followed by CHARLIE, who puts menus on tables.)

CHARLIE:  Hey, what d’you think o’ the missus, then?

SHARON:  Like a bear wi’ a sore head.

CHARLIE:  It’s yon Sheridan woman’s done it.

SHARON:  Oh, aye.  Wanted to drink a pint o’ beer just like a man.

CHARLIE:  Swiggin’ pints like a farm worker, eh?  A woman in her position.

SHARON:  Should be ashamed of herself, carryin’ on like that.  Mekkin’ a fuss about it as if it were the end o’ the world.

CHARLIE:  Aye, but do you know who she is?  Kate Sheridan.

SHARON:  What?  Her off the telly?

CHARLIE:  You didn’t recognise her?

SHARON:  No.  They say they always look a bit different in real life.  Anyway, I would have thought we were a bit beneath her.  Staying here.

CHARLIE:  Aye, well, beggars can’t be choosers, eh?  Same for that MP chap, I suppose.

SHARON:  I might have known.  They go on like summat not reet where she comes from.

CHARLIE:  Aye, all them drugs and people sleepin’ under cardboard, and not safe to walk the streets day or night.  Eh, I don’t know what the world’s coming to, and that’s a fact.  Still, nice to have a bit o’ class round the place once in a while.

SHARON:  Bit o’ class?

CHARLIE:  Aye.

SHARON:  Gerraway!  She looks like a tart, talks like a tart and acts like one.  And that’s your bit o’ class?  You ought to have more sense at your age.

CHARLIE:  What do you mean, my age?

SHARON:  You’re old enough to be her father.

CHARLIE:  Gerraway!  And even if I was, so what?

SHARON:  You shouldn’t be thinking thoughts like that.

CHARLIE:  Like what?

SHARON:  Mucky thoughts.

CHARLIE:  ‘Ow do you know what I’m thinking about?

SHARON:  You’re a man, that’s how I know.  They all think the same way.  Just ‘cause she’s off the telly.

CHARLIE:  You’ve got a warped mind, Sharon my girl, that’s your trouble.  It’s a psychiatrist you need to get yer brain sorted out.  Anyway, shouldn’t you be helpin’ in the dining room?

SHARON:  No, there’s only five for dinner tonight and the kid, so missus sent me in to keep an eye - er - look after things with you.

CHARLIE:  Look after things!  That’s not what you were going to say.  What do you want to keep an eye on me for?  What d’you think I’m going to do?  Fiddle the till?

SHARON:  There’s lots of things you get up to, Charlie Wainwright.

CHARLIE:  Like what?  Name one.

SHARON:  Ask the barmaid from the Spotted Cow in Thirlbeck.

CHARLIE:  Aw, come on!  That were over a year ago.

SHARON:  Aye, but the missus hasn’t forgotten.  And she’d still like to know where you got the money from to wine and dine her the way you did.

CHARLIE:  If you must know, I had a little win on the lottery.  Not much, but enough.  And you’ve been spying on me every day since then, eh?

SHARON:  No, Charlie, just keeping an eye open.

CHARLIE:  And what business of yours is my private life?

SHARON:  Private life?  The whole damn village knew about it.

CHARLIE:  Eh?

SHARON:  You’re damn lucky you kept your job, Charlie.  If it had been me, you’d have got the sack.  We had to pick the pieces up while you were out gallivanting.  I don’t know why the missus kept you on.

CHARLIE:  Ah, well, that’s because you don’t know everything, see.  I could tell you a thing or two that would make your eyes pop.

SHARON:  Such as?

CHARLIE:  Never you mind.  There’s folks round here would rather you didn’t know.

SHARON:  Hey, it’s not about the missus, is it?

CHARLIE:  Oh, interested, are we?

SHARON:  It is about her, isn’t it?  (CHARLIE smirks.)  I won’t breathe a word, Charlie, honest.  Go on, tell us.

CHARLIE:  Nah.  Better not.

SHARON:  Go on, tell us, Charlie.  Tell us.  Tell us about it.

CHARLIE:  Well, ‘ave yer ever wondered how she raised the money to pay for this place, eh?  Property prices being what they are an’ all.

SHARON:  Well, I ‘ave wondered from time to time, yeah.  Come on, then.  What’s the secret?

(During this, BARBARA enters L in a bad temper.)

CHARLIE:  Ah, well, that would be telling.

BARBARA:  Sharon, have you got nothing better to do?

SHARON:  I’m finished.

BARBARA:  Well, since I don’t pay you to stand around gossiping, you can get some logs for the fire and then look after the dining room.  Go on, get busy!  They’ll be down any minute.

SHARON:  Right, then.  (Exit R, with a bewildered glance at BARBARA.)

BARBARA:  (calling after her).   And take no lip from that Islington piece if you see her.

SHARON:  (off).   I won’t.

BARBARA:  And don’t you just stand there gawping, either.  Get on with something.

CHARLIE:  Like what?

BARBARA:  See that the bowls of nuts are full, make sure the glasses are clean.  Just get on and do something.

CHARLIE:  Everything’s done.  It’s been done since this afternoon.  There’s nowt left to do, unless you want me to start rationin’ the booze, ‘cos if this rain keeps up we’ll have to, same as last year.

BARBARA:  I’ll have to check the cellar stock first.  And by the way, if the phone rings, it’s probably the police checking that we’re all right, so answer it straight away, will you.  And don’t go away.  One of the guests may need a drink before dinner.

CHARLIE:  Sharon will serve them.  That’s where she’s going next, isn’t it?  Anyway, where do you think I’m going?  We’re cut off from the world.  We can’t get to the village without a rowing boat.  If we still had outside lavvies we’d be really snookered.

BARBARA:  Look after things while I go and see to the dining room.

CHARLIE:  You’ve just come out of there.  What the heck’s the matter with you?  It’s that Sheridan woman, isn’t it?  She’s got to you, hasn’t she?

BARBARA:  No she hasn’t.

CHARLIE:  Yes, she has.  You came in like a bear wi’ a sore head.

BARBARA:  Yes all right.  She’s been on her high horse to me again out there.  That’s why I came in here.

CHARLIE:  What about?

BARBARA:  Oh, I don’t know.  Something to do with women’s rights, I think.  Or her own rights, more likely.  She seems to think she owns the place, the way she’s carrying on.

CHARLIE:  Well, it’s a free country.  She can say what she likes.

BARBARA:  I suppose anything she does is all right by you.  You’ve always had an eye for that sort of woman, haven’t you?

CHARLIE:  What sort of woman?

BARBARA:  You know!  That sort.

CHARLIE:  Oh aye?  Well, you’d know all about that, wouldn’t you?

BARBARA:  We’ll have less of that kind of talk here.  Or...

CHARLIE:  Or what?

BARBARA:  Well, let’s just have less of it, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  Here!  I’ve already been accused of being Casanova, Ronnie Biggs and Bluebeard rolled into one.

BARBARA:  By whom?

CHARLIE:  By that...yon Sharon.

(As if on cue, SHARON enters R with an armful of logs which she puts down by fire.)

SHARON:  Did I hear my name mentioned?

CHARLIE:  Aye.  I suppose you’ve used yon fire door as a short cut again?

SHARON:  Nothing wrong with that, is there?

CHARLIE:  No, except you never shut the ruddy thing properly and it starts banging.

SHARON:  I’ve shut it properly this time.  And if it makes you feel any better, I nearly slipped on the mud and just about broke my leg.  (Exit, L.)

BARBARA:  And what have you been up to with Sharon?

CHARLIE:  (surprised).   Eh?

BARBARA:  You said she’d accused you of being Casanova.  Have you been trying it on?

CHARLIE:  Chance would be a fine thing.  I only wish I’d been having as much fun as everybody seems to think.  (The DEAN and BISHOP enter, UC.  Immediately CHARLIE switches on the professional manner.)  Well now, gentlemen.  A drink?

DEAN:  I wouldn’t mind a small glass of that rather splendid sherry, eh, Bishop?

BISHOP:  Oh, very well, you’ve persuaded me.  Small and dry, please.

DEAN:
  Two, please, Charlie.

BARBARA:  That reminds me, I must check the stock.  (Exit, R.  BISHOP and the DEAN sit.  CHARLIE prepares drinks and serves them sometime during following speeches.)

BISHOP:  Ah!  Here’s the menu.  Now, let me see...Soup of the day, I think, followed by trout - no, in fact, I think I’ll try the home-made steak and kidney pie.

DEAN:  Delicious!  Unfortunately I have to be very careful with pastry of any sort.

BISHOP:  Menu?

DEAN:
  Thank you.  Prawn cocktail?  No.  I’m not too fond of sea food either, you know.  Fish, yes.  Sea food, no.

BISHOP:  Gives you wind, does it?

DEAN:
  No no, me dear fella.  Fact is, I once had a landlady who served it every Friday.  Got sick of it.  Dreadful woman.  Trout.

BISHOP:  Really, Alistair!  Your landlady an old trout?

DEAN:
  Oh no!  I’m going to have the trout!  (Dinner gong.) Come along, let’s get to the dining room.  I’m absolutely ravenous.

(Both exit, L, taking their drinks.  CHARLIE is left alone behind the bar.  GREGORY enters UC, but CHARLIE does not see him for a moment, and GREGORY stands quietly until CHARLIE turns.  GREGORY is wearing a monkish robe.  In everything he does, he is quiet and tranquil.)

CHARLIE:  (starting in surprise).   Hey, where the hell - ? I - I’m sorry, sir.  I didn’t realise you were there.

GREGORY:  My name is Gregory.

CHARLIE:  You ‘aven’t just got ‘ere, surely?

GREGORY:  I’ve just arrived.

CHARLIE:  Just arrived?  But the flood - !

GREGORY:  Does that matter?

CHARLIE:  Too true it matters.  How did you get through the flood?  We’re surrounded by water, we’ve been cut off since late afternoon, no-one’s been in or out since then, so how did you get here?

GREGORY:  I got here, my friend.  Surely how isn’t important.

CHARLIE:  (sarcastically).  I suppose you walked across the water?

GREGORY:  (smiling).  You said it, my friend, not I.

End of Scene I

ACT I 

Scene 2

(An hour later.  CHARLIE is moodily eating peanuts; BARBARA is reading “Woman’s Own”.)
CHARLIE:  “You said it, my friend, not I.”  Them’s his very words.  “You said it, my friend, not I.”

BARBARA:  Yes, all right, Charlie.  That’s the umpteenth time.  You don’t like having your leg pulled, do you?

CHARLIE:  Here, I can tek a joke wi’ the best o’ them.  But he wasn’t joking, I tell you.  He was dead serious.  “You said it, my friend - “

BARBARA:  Yes, all right!  Is he still upstairs?  (Turns page.)

CHARLIE:  Far as I know.  But I’ve not heard him for the last hour.  (Offstage, the fire door bangs.)  That bloody fire door.  I knew she never closed it properly.  I dunno...(Exit, grumbling, R.)

BARBARA:  Give it a good slam.  
(Off, CHARLIE slams fire door shut once, then again.  BARBARA turns a page, takes a pen and begins to fill in answers to a quiz.  CHARLIE returns.)  

CHARLIE:  I see what she means about the mud.  It’s like a swamp outside.  They still eating in there?

BARBARA:  (glancing off L).  Just finishing their coffee.

CHARLIE:  Tek their time, don’t they?  I mean, considering they’re so involved in Church matters and it’s Lent, yer know, time of self-denial.  (Eats a handful of peanuts.)  That Father Gregory bloke, he told me he didn’t eat anything - 

BARBARA:  (reading magazine).  Who didn’t eat anything?

CHARLIE:  That bloke upstairs.  Father Gregory, Brother Gregory, whatever he is.  Eats nowt.  Told me so himself.  I suppose he means during Lent.

BARBARA:  You know, Charlie, I wish you’d called me when he signed in.

CHARLIE:  Well, I could handle it.  He had no luggage.  They ‘ave nowt, you know, them monks.  Room 5 was free.  No problem.  I can do reception, you know.

BARBARA:  Yes, but if I put you on that, how much time will you have for the rest of your work?

CHARLIE:  Aye, OK.  Point taken.

BARBARA:  Oh, here’s everyone now.  I’ll just see if Sharon wants a hand.  (BISHOP, DEAN, MAX and KATE enter convivially, L.  Exit BARBARA, L)

DEAN:
  Well, I think I’m ready for a brandy, and what about a port for you, Roderick?

BISHOP:  No, thank you, Alistair.  That glass of wine on top of the sherry was more than enough for me.  I’ll have an orange juice.

DEAN:  Well, I have to watch myself with port, you know.

BISHOP:  Little boy’s room?

DEAN:
  No, makes me tiddly.  Only need a couple of glasses and I start singing.

KATE:
  Really?  Hymns, I hope.

DEAN:
  Opera, mostly.  I was a chorister in my youth.  Decent baritone.  Rather cracked now, though.  Don’t suppose it much matters these days.

BISHOP:  Well, let me get these.  What will you have?  (They all take seats during the ordering.)

DEAN:   Brandy, please, Roderick.

BISHOP:  Max?  Kate?

MAX:  Er - a lager, thanks, Bishop.  Bottled will be fine.

BISHOP:  Kate?  Pint of beer?

KATE:
  Unsweetened spritzer, please.

BISHOP:  Oh, right.  Where’s that lady with the little girl?

MAX:  Went upstairs, I believe.

BISHOP:  A brandy and one orange juice, Charlie, a lager, and an unsweetened - er - sprinter thingammyjig.

(Enter BARBARA, L)

BARBARA:  Well, everyone organised?  Oh, by the way, your colleague’s upstairs.

BISHOP:  Colleague?

BARBARA:  Charlie, what did you say he was?  A monk?

CHARLIE:  Aye.  Father Gregory, his name is.  Or Brother Gregory.  I’m not sure.  He just calls himself Gregory.

BISHOP:  Don’t think I know him.  Alistair?  Max?

MAX:  Going to the conference?

BARBARA:  Yes, but how he got here is a mystery.  He arrived some time after you.

MAX:  You mean after the place had been cut off?  That is rather strange, isn’t it?

CHARLIE:  There we are, sir.  (Puts down first drinks on their table.  Mysteriously.)  I know how he got here.

BARBARA:  Oh, don’t start that again.  (Gets herself a drink as CHARLIE begins to prepare the rest of the order.)

DEAN:
  Boat, I suppose?

CHARLIE:  No, sir.  I said to him, joking, like, “I suppose you walked across the water”, and he said, “You said it, my friend, not I.”

(Pause as they wait for the payoff line.)

BISHOP:  Yes?

CHARLIE:  Well, that was it.  That was what he said.

BISHOP:  So?

CHARLIE:  (rather deflated).  Well, he - he meant it.

(Pause.)

BISHOP:  (to KATE).   Is the - er - unsweetened thing all right?

KATE:
  Oh, yes, thanks.  (To CHARLIE.)  What do you mean, he meant it?

DEAN:  I once saw a chap walk on glowing hot coals.  It was when I was in the Far East.  Did it in his bare feet.

MAX:  Ah, I’ve heard of this kind of thing.  He walked unharmed across them, I suppose?

DEAN:
  Oh no.  He ended up in hospital.  It was one of our jolly Jack Tars.  Blind drunk.

BISHOP:  Taught him a lesson, I suppose.

KATE:
  But how did he mean it?  This monk.

CHARLIE:  Well, he just meant it.  You know.  Deadly serious.  “You said it, my friend”.

KATE:
  He’d walked across the water to get here?

CHARLIE:  Aye.

KATE:
  You tell a good one, Charlie.

(MRS BIRCH and KIM enter UC)

BISHOP:  Ah!  My dear lady, can I get you a drink?

MRS BIRCH:  Not for me, thank you.

KIM:  Yes please.

MRS BIRCH:  Kim!

BISHOP:  Of course you can have one.  Orange juice?

KIM:  Yeah, great.

MRS BIRCH:  I’ve told you you’re not to have any more.

DEAN:
  Surely one won’t hurt.  Full of vitamins, anyway.

BISHOP:  Charlie!  Orange juice, please.  (CHARLIE serves during dialogue.)

MRS BIRCH:
  And then it’s bed!

KIM:  Aw, Gran!  Can I not stay up?  The monk might come down.

BISHOP:  Ah!  You’ve met this gentleman?  This monk?

KIM:  Yeah.  He’s great.  He’s dead nice.

MRS BIRCH:  I thought he was a little odd.

BISHOP:  Odd?

MRS BIRCH:  Yes.  He gave me quite a fright.  We were in the corridor when all of a sudden there he was.  What did he say his name was?

KIM:  Gregory.

MRS BIRCH:  Yes, Gregory.  I never heard him approach.

CHARLIE:  Same here.  He crept up on me, too.

MRS BIRCH:  Anyway, we had a little chat, and then Kim said she’d left something in the room, so I gave her the key, and when I turned back to talk to this Brother Gregory or Father Gregory or whatever, he’d gone.  I don’t know whether I’m going deaf or what, but I’m sure I never heard him go, either.

BISHOP:  Very odd indeed.

CHARLIE:  Well, sir, there you are.  He crept up on me down here and I’m sure I never heard him come in.

(SHARON enters, L.)

SHARON:  Charlie!  (Beckons him.  He confers with her at the bar.)

KIM:  He told us we’d get a nice surprise.

MRS BIRCH:  Yes, well, I don’t know what he meant, but I wouldn’t build your hopes up too much.  No, I still can’t put my finger on it, but there was something definitely strange about him.

KATE:  He didn’t strike you as being lighter than air, perhaps?

MRS BIRCH:  Pardon?

KATE:
  Nothing.

DEAN:
  According to Charlie, this monk hinted that he walked across the water to get here.

MRS BIRCH:  Oh, well.  I hope he’s not going round giving people funny ideas.  Now then.  It’s past bedtime for this young person.

KIM:  Aw, Gran!

MRS BIRCH:  Come on.

(Exit MRS BIRCH and Kim UC.)

CHARLIE:  (grumpily to SHARON as he comes downstage again).  Well, how do I know where he is?  He’s mebbe gone for a  - gone to the loo!

SHARON:  (coming downstage and talking earnestly to him while the others try not to listen).  Charlie, I’ve told you.  There’s no sign of anybody ever being in that room.  It’s exactly as I left it this morning.  Nothing’s been disturbed.

CHARLIE:  (uncomfortable, aware of the guests and keeping his voice down).  Well, he had no luggage with him - Hey!  What is this?  Are you accusing me of mekking it all up?  D’yer think I’m having yer on about this Father Gregory?

SHARON:  Well, you had us all on about the barmaid at the Spotted Cow, didn’t you?

CHARLIE:  Aw, come on!  That were nobbut a bit o’ carry-on.  And anyroad, it were nobody’s business but mine.

SHARON:  Charlie, I’ve told you already.  The whole damned village knew about it.

CHARLIE:  Aye, and I suppose you made damned sure they did know.

(They begin to forget about the guests and their voices rise.)

SHARON:  Me?  I certainly said nothing.  I didn’t need to.  Look at the way you were going on.

CHARLIE:  How was I going on?  Come on.  How was I going on?

SHARON:  Like a love-sick farm lad.

CHARLIE:  Yer what?

SHARON:  You were never away from the Spotted Cow.  It got so bad I thought you’d left us and got a job there.  And when you were here - on the odd occasion - you couldn’t do your job properly.

CHARLIE:  Hey!  Watch it!

SHARON:  What about that American couple who wanted to hire a car?  You ordered them a hearse.  You did, so don’t try to wriggle out of it.

BARBARA:  Look, you two, if you want to continue this conversation, why not go into the dining room?

SHARON:  All right, Charlie, let’s go into the dining room, ‘cos there’s one or two things I want to get off my chest about you and yer goin’s on.  It’s been coming for some time.

CHARLIE:  Right.  And I’ve got a few things to say to you about not shuttin’ that ruddy fire door.  And this has been comin’ for some time too!

(Exit SHARON and CHARLIE, L.)

BARBARA:  Sorry about that, everyone.  We’ve had a pretty rotten day of it.

BISHOP:  Oh, think nothing of it.  Nothing at all.

(Nevertheless, everyone is embarrassed and there is an uneasy silence, during which CHARLIE and SHARON can be heard arguing.  BARBARA hurriedly exits L after which the altercation ceases.)

KATE:  (brightly).   Well, the Mystery of Father Gregory, eh?

MAX:  He’s certainly wound up those two.

DEAN:  I must say I’d like to meet this mysterious monk, whoever he is, eh, Roderick?

KATE:
  Not to mention the barmaid at the Spotted Cow!

(Laughter, during which BARBARA enters, L.)

BISHOP:  The Spotted Cow again, eh?  Did you see this girl, Alistair, this barmaid?

DEAN:  Well, I - I hardly took any notice on the occasions that I was there.  I mean -

BISHOP:  Oh, good heavens!  I’ve just thought...

DEAN:
  What?

BISHOP:  What if he’s a conman?  This monk.  This Gregory.  A burglar or something of the sort.  Keeping out of the way.

DEAN:
  You mean, snooping about in our rooms?  Oh Lord!  I think I’ve left my wallet up there.  (Feels in his pockets.)  I have.

BARBARA:  He wouldn’t be able to get far with his loot if he did rob us, you know.

DEAN:
  (rising).  But what if he has a boat?  I think I’ll pop upstairs and check.  (Gulps down the remains of his drink.)  I’d do the same if I were you, Roderick.

BISHOP:  Quite right, Alistair.  I’ll come with you.  (Gulps down the last of his drink and both exit, UC.)

BARBARA:  They’ve got me worried now.  I’d better check all the rooms.

KATE:
  I’m all right, thanks.  I’ve got my bag here.

MAX:  I’m all right.

BARBARA:  Er, by the way, I wouldn’t normally ask guests to do this, but if the phone rings, would you mind answering it?  It’s just that the police ring us if we’re ever cut off to check that we’re all right.

KATE:
  That’s OK.

BARBARA:  You’re sure you don’t mind?

KATE:
  No problem.

(BARBARA exits UC.)

KATE:
  You’re not going to check your room, Max?

MAX:  No.  I don’t suppose this man is up to anything he shouldn’t be doing.

KATE:  I agree.  People are so suspicious nowadays.  He’s a monk, after all, and they do tend to keep themselves to themselves, I understand.

MAX:  Yes.  And we’re a fairly noisy group, or we were over the dinner table.  That could have put him off.

KATE:  We media people and you MP’s aren’t exactly noted for keeping quiet, eh?

MAX:  Quite so.  And by the way, how did you get on with Rupert?  My Minister.

KATE:  Oh, Sir Rupert Hadaway?  You’re under him, are you?

MAX:  For my sins, yes.  Actually, he’s all right when you get to know him.  As you should, considering the number of times you’ve interviewed him on your show.

KATE:
  Three times in six months, yes.  He’s becoming a rather familiar face.

MAX:   It certainly hasn’t done him any harm, appearing on your show.

KATE:
  They’re tipping him as next Prime Minister now.

MAX:  That’s what I mean.

KATE:  But not because he appeared on my show, surely?

MAX:  You handled him very well.  Asked him all the right questions.

(The DEAN enters, UC.)

DEAN:  Oh, Max, you haven’t your key with you, by any chance?  Mrs Harrison wants to look into your room, if you don’t mind.

MAX:  Yes, of course, Dean.  I’ll come up at once.  Found anything suspicious?

DEAN:  No, nothing, but she’s taking no chances.

(Exit DEAN and MAX, UC.  KATE takes out her notebook to jot down a few ideas for an article.  While she is doing this, GREGORY quietly enters, L, unseen by KATE.)

GREGORY:  Do you mind if I join you?

KATE:
  (jumping)  You!  Sorry.  You gave me a start.

GREGORY:  I beg your pardon.

KATE:
  I - er - it’s OK.  I was just making a few notes and didn’t hear you come in.

GREGORY:  I’m afraid I’m not in the habit of being noisy.

KATE:
  No, you’re in the habit of a monk, instead.  (GREGORY looks puzzled.)  I’m sorry.  That was a terrible joke.  Actually, we were talking about you just a few minutes ago, wondering if - er - if - er - what order are you in?

GREGORY:  Well, it’s a little difficult to say, because I’m not actually in an order that you would recognise as such.

KATE:
  You’re a - a mendicant friar or something?

GREGORY:  I travel a lot.  And you’re a journalist, aren’t you?

KATE:
  That’s right.  Freelance, but covering the York synod for the Guardian.

GREGORY:  And you also do regular television work.  The Kate Sheridan Show, news reports.  You were in the Sudan.

KATE:
  (laughing).  Oh my!  So this is fame?  Kate Sheridan, a household name even in the monasteries of England.  But monks do watch telly these days, don’t they?

GREGORY:  So I believe.  And the gentleman you were talking to just now.  Isn’t he an MP?

KATE:
  Yes, he is.  A backbencher.

GREGORY:  Works under Sir Rupert Hadaway.  Of course, you would know that?

KATE:
  I didn’t, actually.  You seem to know him, though.

GREGORY:  I know Sir Rupert too.

KATE:
  (suspiciously)  Oh?  You must get about, for a monk.

GREGORY:  He’s doing very well now, Sir Rupert, I believe.  Thanks to your show.

KATE:
  That’s what Max said.

GREGORY:  It’s true.  Your show and a little help from the producer.

KATE:  Naturally.  It’s Gerry’s job as producer.

GREGORY:  But it’s not his job to take bribes, is it?

KATE:
  What do you mean?

GREGORY:  You weren’t aware of it, but Gerry took money from Sir Rupert to boost his image on your show.

KATE:
  Nonsense, I don’t boost anyone’s image on my show.  Quite the opposite, in fact.  I usually end up demolishing people.

GREGORY:  But not Sir Rupert Hadaway.  Your script was carefully prepared.

KATE:
  Yes.  Gerry said it would be necessary, because I was still fairly new to chat shows.  But how would you know that?

GREGORY:  It was actually because the Government was about to leak the new health policy.  Sir Rupert knew it would do him a lot of good to be seen talking about it before the event.  As indeed it did.

KATE:
  I don’t remember anything about the leak.

GREGORY:  The day after the recording you left the country for a while.  Of course, I’m not implying that you were connected with this business.

KATE:  Very kind of you.  But I don’t believe a word of it.  Gerry wouldn’t do a thing like that.  And as I said, how do you know?

GREGORY:  Tomorrow morning I’ll leave proof.  (Makes for L exit.)  Perhaps I’ll speak to you again.  (Exit L.)

KATE:
  Just a minute!  (Stands as if to follow GREGORY.)

(BARBARA enters UC.)

BARBARA:  Well, he’s certainly not upstairs at any rate.

KATE:
  No, he’s just gone into the dining room.

BARBARA:  What?  Father Gregory?

KATE:
  Yes, Father Gregory.

BARBARA:  Are you OK?  You look a bit hot and bothered.

KATE:
  Yes, I’m - it was just - oh, it was him!

BARBARA:  What do you mean?

KATE:
  It was something he said to me.  Insinuations.

BARBARA:  The monk?

KATE:  Monk?  He’s no monk.  Monks don’t know about the intrigues of politics and the media.  I don’t know what his game is.

BARBARA:  He’s in there?  (KATE nods.)  I’d better go and speak to him, I think.

KATE:  I’m coming with you.

(But before they can go out, CHARLIE enters L, brisk but ruffled.)

CHARLIE:  Right.  That’s that settled.

BARBARA:  What?

CHARLIE:  Sharon.  She knows who’s who and what’s what now, I reckon.

BARBARA:  What about the monk?

CHARLIE:  Why, what about him?

BARBARA:  Have you spoken to him?

CHARLIE:  No, me and Sharon have been havin’ a ding-dong, but I’ve settled her hash.  I’ve seen no monks, neither, certainly not to speak to.

KATE:
  But he went into the dining room not two minutes ago.

CHARLIE:  He didn’t.  We were there.  Nobody came in.

(SHARON enters, R, in her stockinged feet, with an armful of logs.)

BARBARA:  I thought you were in the dining room!

SHARON:  I was, but I went out by the other door and got these.

BARBARA:  Have you seen Father Gregory?

SHARON:  You’re not still looking for him, are you?  I should have put me wellies on.  My shoes were thick with mud, you know.  (Puts logs onto hearth.)

CHARLIE:  (muttering).  Not the only ruddy thing that’s thick round ‘ere.  (SHARON ignores him.)

KATE:  I suppose he must have gone out by the other door as well.

CHARLIE:  Not without us seeing him, he couldn’t.

BARBARA:  Charlie’s right.  You have to pass through the room to get to the other door.  He obviously hasn’t been in the dining room at all.

KATE:
  But I saw him!  He went through that doorway.  He did!

CHARLIE:  (crossing to SHARON).  That ruddy fire door better not be left bangin’ again!  (SHARON smiles sweetly at CHARLIE, thumbs her nose at him, and exits, L.  To BARBARA.)  I don’t know why you let her get away with it, I really don’t.

BARBARA:  Just a minute, Charlie.  (To KATE.)  I don’t get this.  You say you’ve just spoken to this Father Gregory, and yet - ?  He did go into the dining room?

KATE:  (irritably).  Yes.  He went out through that doorway.  The way Charlie came in.  The archway.

BARBARA:  And you never saw him, Charlie?

CHARLIE:  No, I never!  (Goes behind bar.)

KATE:  (deflated).  I must be going mad.  I must be having hallucinations.

BARBARA:  Do you feel OK?  I mean, you’ve had a pretty hectic day what with the travelling and the floods.  I’ve got some aspirins.

KATE:
  I think I’ll go upstairs and watch the football, thanks.  Might restore my sanity a bit.

BARBARA:  Look, whatever’s happened...This Father Gregory.

(Muffled explosion from CHARLIE.)

KATE:  Oh, don’t worry about it.  There’s nothing you can do.  I’m OK, honestly.  I just want an early night.  I suppose it’s the hassle I’ve had today, as you said.  And the old overwork syndrome, I dare say.

BARBARA:  Well, as long as you’re...

KATE:
  It’s OK.  Don’t worry about it.  Good night.  (Exit, UC)

BARBARA:  Good night.  (Turns to CHARLIE.)  And what’s the matter with you, then?

CHARLIE:  Ruddy Sharon, that’s what!

BARBARA:  I thought you’d sorted her out and she knew what was what now.

CHARLIE:  She knows too much about what’s what, that’s the trouble wi’ her.  Goin’ on at me in there.  She had no right to go on like that.

BARBARA:  Like what?

CHARLIE:  Well, insinuatin’ things about me.

BARBARA:  And the barmaid of the Spotted Cow?

CHARLIE:  I thought we’d agreed to forget about that.

BARBARA:  I don’t suppose I’ll ever forget about it, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  Aye, well, at least I thought bygones were bygones.

BARBARA:  I try to put it out of mind, if that’s what you mean.

CHARLIE:  Nowt ‘appened, yer know.  I’ve always said that, an’ I’ll maintain it to me dyin’ day.  Nowt ‘appened.  You can ask the lass hersel’ if yer want.

BARBARA:  I would, if she hadn’t gone to Australia.

CHARLIE:  Well, ring the Australian Embassy an’ they’ll find her.  Then you can ring her up.

BARBARA:  Oh, don’t be stupid.  I’m not going to all that trouble.

CHARLIE:  Then you’ll just have to tek my word for it, won’t yer, lass.

BARBARA:  And I wish you’d stop talking like that.

CHARLIE:  Like what?

BARBARA:  That way you do.

CHARLIE:  I’ve talked like this for years.

BARBARA:  You didn’t once upon a time.

CHARLIE:  Aye, well, once upon a time’s only in fairy tales.  As we well know.  (The BISHOP and the DEAN enter, UC.)  I’d better get on wi’ things.  (Fire door begins to bang, off.)  Oh, flippin’ ‘eck!  She’s left the ruddy thing bangin’ again.  (Exit, R..)
BISHOP:  Well, bit of a false alarm, I think, Alistair.  (They make their way to their seats, the DEAN facing the dining room doorway.)

DEAN:  Just as well to be sure, Roderick.  We certainly don’t want odd characters snooping about, even if they do claim to be monks.  Now, where did I put that brandy?

BISHOP:  You finished it, I believe.

(There is sudden cry from SHARON, off.)

BARBARA:
Sharon?  (The BISHOP and the DEAN show mild interest.  MAX enters, UC.)

MAX:
Was that a scream?

BARBARA:  Sharon?  (Exit, L.  MAX follows tentatively, then, as he sees something, exits L with some urgency.)

DEAN:
  Yes, I must say I’m suspicious of this Gregory fellow.  I don’t know if you’re aware, Roderick, but “Father Gregory” is what Rasputin always called himself, you know.

BISHOP:  Really?


DEAN:
  Oh, yes, and I couldn’t help thinking, what if he’s some psychopath or something of the sort, on the loose and under the delusion that he is - oh, what’s this?

(BARBARA and MAX enter, L, supporting SHARON, who is half fainting.)

BARBARA:  Put her in a chair.

DEAN:
  (without moving).  Can we help?

BARBARA:  No, we can manage, thanks.  (They can barely do so, but neither the DEAN nor the BISHOP lends a hand as they manoeuvre her.)

BISHOP:  (during their struggle).  Are you sure?

MAX:  (gasping).  Yes, yes.  We’re OK, thanks.

DEAN:
  Well, if you’re sure.  And when you’re ready, I’d like another glass of that splendid brandy, please.  And can I get you anything, Roderick?

(BISHOP shakes head.)

BARBARA:  I’ll be as quick as I can.  (To MAX.)  Your way a bit.  Look out!  (etc., ad lib until they deposit her into an armchair.)

DEAN:
  No hurry.  Shouldn’t the head be placed between the knees in cases like this?

BARBARA:  She’s coming round.  Sharon!  Sharon!

BISHOP:  Should I get a glass of water?

BARBARA:  Yes, please.

BISHOP:  Er - Alistair - ?

(DEAN goes behind bar and finds a glass.  Meanwhile, the fire door starts banging again.)

BARBARA:  There’s that dratted door again!  (SHARON moans.)  Sharon!

MAX:  I’ll see to it.

BARBARA:  Would you mind?  Thanks ever so much.

(MAX exits, R.)

BARBARA:  (calling after him).  You’ll need to give it a good slam, Mr Falkener.  (To the others.)  Charlie’s supposed to be seeing to that.

SHARON:  Ohhh!

BARBARA:  All right?  Are you OK?

SHARON:  I couldn’t help it.  I just came over all queer.

DEAN:
  Something you’ve eaten?  (At some time during the following dialogue he brings a glass of water from the bar.)

SHARON:  No.  It was - him.

BARBARA:  Who?

SHARON:  That Father Gregory.

BARBARA:  What’s he done?

SHARON:  Nothing, nothing.

BARBARA:  Come on, Sharon.  If he’s touched you...

SHARON:  No, no.  Nothing like that.  He - he said - something...

BARBARA:  Yes?

SHARON:  (breaking down).  Gary Reeve.  He told me about Gary Reeve.

BARBARA:  Sharon, everybody knows about Gary.

DEAN:   Who is he?  A footballer?

BARBARA:  No.  Gary was a young man who lived round here.  He came to a bad end.

BISHOP:  Oh dear.  He went astray?

BARBARA:  No.  He - er - his body was found in the river.

BISHOP:  Dear me.  Suicide?

SHARON:  It was me.  It was all through me.  And he told me things I thought nobody knew but me.

DEAN:
  Oh, come come.  My dear girl, you mustn’t blame yourself.

SHARON:  How do you know?  You don’t know nothing about it.  He told me things nobody could have possibly known about.

BARBARA:  Yes, well, perhaps now isn’t the time to go into that.  I think you should go upstairs and have a lie down.

SHARON:  No.  I’ll be all right.

DEAN:
  Perhaps a small brandy, eh?  Speaking of which, I wonder if I might have...

BARBARA:  Yes, of course.

DEAN:  And you’ll join me?

BARBARA:  Thanks.  I could do with a pick-me-up after that.  Gary Reeve, indeed.  (She serves the drinks while talking.)  Sorry, love.  (To SHARON.)  You don’t want to talk about it.

SHARON:  He made me talk about it in there.  He dragged it all up again.

BISHOP:  Dear me.  And all this has been brought up out of the past by this Father Gregory, or whatever he calls himself?  Most irresponsible, you know.  Like you, I’m becoming increasingly suspicious of this man.  I’d very much like to meet him, but so far I haven’t seen hide or hair of him.

DEAN:
  (chuckling).  Or hide or hair shirt, eh, Bishop?

(MAX enters in a rush, R.)

MAX:
Can you come and help?  I don’t know what’s going on in this place, but Charlie’s lying on the ground outside.  He looks in a pretty bad way.

End of Act I
ACT II 

Scene 1

(About half an hour later.  CHARLIE, dishevelled, his head sticking-plastered, his shirt dirty, is sitting in an armchair in his shirtsleeves drinking a glass of brandy.  KATE, the BISHOP, MAX, the DEAN and BARBARA are sitting or standing anxiously about.  BARBARA has a towel which she has been using on CHARLIE.)

DEAN:
  (to KATE).  Well, that’s all we know.  I mean, we were just sitting here, chatting and enjoying a glass of rather splendid brandy, when Max rushed in and told us.

KATE:
  (to MAX).   You’d gone to close the fire door?

MAX:  That’s right.

CHARLIE:  Just as well you did, sir.  I owe you my life.  That ruddy fire door!  There’s a sea o’ mud just outside, an’ - well, I slipped on the step and banged me head on the handrail.

BARBARA:  I don’t understand what you were doing outside.  You know you have to shut it from the inside.

CHARLIE:  Well, I - I - (He is obviously embarrassed.)  I saw this bloke.  This bloomin’ Brother Gregory.  He was crossin’ the car park and I thought, Hallo!  What’s he up to on a filthy night like this?

BISHOP:  Aha!  As we thought, Alistair!  After the cars, eh?

BARBARA:  You’re sure it was him?

CHARLIE:  No mistake.  I could see him by the security lights and it was him, right enough.  Robes flappin’ in the wind an’ all.  So I went out after him, and that was when I slipped.  Next thing I knew, I was in ‘ere.

KATE:
  I vote we go out and check the cars, filthy night or not.  I’ve had my CD player nicked once, and I’m not going though that hassle again.

MAX:  Yes, good idea.  I’ll come with you.

BISHOP:  I suppose we’d better make up a party, eh, Alistair?

DEAN:
  As long as we treat ourselves to another of those splendid brandies afterwards, Roderick.  Or what about before?  Fortify the inner man, eh?

KATE:
  I think we’d better go out straight away.  I’d like to give that gentleman a piece of my mind if he’s been messing about, and even if he hasn’t.  Let’s get our coats.

(Exit everyone UC, with the exception of CHARLIE, the DEAN with some reluctance.  Left alone, CHARLIE finishes his brandy and gingerly feels the lump on his head.  GREGORY quietly enters, L, and comes noiselessly to behind CHARLIE, who does not see him.  Quietly, he waits behind CHARLIE, who, getting carefully to his feet, goes rather unsteadily to the bar where he puts down his glass.  Feeling his bump again, he turns.)

GREGORY:  Good evening, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  (jumping and clutching his head).  ‘Ere, what are you doin’ in ‘ere?

GREGORY:  Sheltering from the rain, I suppose.  What about you?  What are you doing here, Charlie?

CHARLIE:  You should know.  I fell and injured meself chasin’ after you.

GREGORY:  Really, my friend?

CHARLIE:  Now look ‘ere, sir.  I don’t know whether you realise it, but you’ve got me into a whole lot of trouble an’ no mistake.

GREGORY:  Trouble?

CHARLIE:  Aye, trouble.  Look at this.  (Fingers his bump.)  All because of you flittin’ about in the car park.

GREGORY:  Well surely I can “flit” in the car park if I wish?

CHARLIE:  Now come on, sir.  A joke’s a joke, but why not own up an’ let’s ‘ave this business settled.  It’s mekkin’ things very bad for me.

GREGORY:  (smiling).  My friend, I have no idea what you mean.

CHARLIE:  Who are yer?  What have you been up to all night?  You’ve got the whole place turned upside down.  Talkin’ to people one minute, and disappearin’ into thin air the next.  Mekkin’ people upset with what yer say to them.  I understand poor Sharon’s took to her bed because of you.

GREGORY:  Indeed?

CHARLIE:  Aye, “indeed”.  An’ now the whole lot o’ them’s gone out into the pourin’ rain to look for you.  Yer know summat?  They think you’re up to no good, and I’m not sure I blame them.

GREGORY:  Indeed?

CHARLIE:  Aye, in - bloody - deed!  I’m sorry.  I’m a bit upset about it.  But ‘ow do yer manage it?

GREGORY:  Manage what?

CHARLIE:  ‘Ow do yer manage ter just vanish?  Are yer in the Magic Circle or summat?

GREGORY:  My friend, I...

CHARLIE:  An’ will yer stop callin’ me yer friend?  Yer no friend o’ mine.  I could have died o’ cold an’ wet when I fell down out there.  Aye, that would be a great way to go, wouldn’t it.  Charlie Wainwright the subject of an inquest.  Death by misadventure.

GREGORY:  That would be most unfortunate.

CHARLIE:  Unfortunate?  Is that what you call it?  Look, I’ve given years of my life to this place, and round ‘ere Charlie Wainwright’s known to be hard-workin’ and as straight as a die.

GREGORY:  Which is more than Charlie Thompson’s known to be in Peckham.

CHARLIE:  (open-mouthed, whispering).  What did yer say?

GREGORY:  I’m sure you heard me.

CHARLIE:  (recovering a little).  I ‘aven’t a clue what yer on about.

GREGORY:  Thou shalt not bear false witness.

CHARLIE:  What yer after?

GREGORY:  Nothing, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  What d’you know about Charlie Thompson?

GREGORY:  Charlie Thompson has a wife and three children living in Peckham.  Twelve years ago he was having an affair with a younger woman, a married lady whose husband was a very wealthy East End criminal.  They planned to run away together, but not before the lady had stolen a considerable amount of money from her husband.  Unfortunately for her, and for Charlie, the husband found out and vowed to kill them both.

CHARLIE:  And just what the hell has all that to do wi’ me?

GREGORY:  They think you’re dead, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  What are you on about?

GREGORY:  When you changed your identity you did a very good job.  No-one’s after you now, Charlie.  The husband himself is dead.  Your wife is still in Peckham.  The children are grown up.

CHARLIE:  You’ve seen them?

GREGORY:  I’ve seen them, Charlie.  Your eldest daughter, Marie, has a daughter of her own.  You’re a grandfather, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  By the ‘eck!  Here, who are you?

GREGORY:  Does it matter?

CHARLIE:  Too ruddy true it matters!  ‘Ow do you know all this?  Did somebody send you ‘ere?  ‘Ave yer been snoopin’ about like some private detective?

GREGORY:  It really doesn’t matter, but if you like we can talk about it later.  As I said earlier, what are you doing here, Charlie?

CHARLIE:  All right, answer me this.  This girl.  My grand-daughter.  What’s she like?  Where are they living?  How old is she?

(The phone rings.)

GREGORY:  That could be the police, checking that we’re all right.  (He moves UC and exit as CHARLIE turns to the phone.)

CHARLIE:  Oh, flippin’ ‘eck!  The police?  That’s all we need!  (He goes to the phone and picks up receiver.)  King’s Head.  Can I ‘elp you?  Hallo?  Hallo?  (It is obvious that the line is dead.  He replaces receiver and turns to speak to GREGORY.)  Hey, just a minute!  (He makes for the UC exit, but his way is blocked by the entry UC of BARBARA, KATE, the BISHOP and the DEAN, all in wet coats.  MAX is not with them.)

KATE:
  He must be bloody Houdini!

BISHOP:  Remarkable fellow to vanish so completely.

BARBARA:  I’m sure I got a glimpse of him.

DEAN:
  I think I’m ready for another brandy.

KATE:  Where’s Max?

BISHOP:  Went upstairs to dry off.

(CHARLIE sinks into a chair.)

BARBARA:  Charlie!  Are you all right?

CHARLIE:  He wasn’t wet.  I’ve just realised.

BARBARA:  What?

CHARLIE:  He wasn’t wet.  His robe wasn’t wet.  I’ve just realised.  He’s been outside in the pourin’ rain, but his robe wasn’t wet!

BARBARA:  Who?

CHARLIE:  Him.  I’ve just been talkin’ to him.

KATE:
  Brother Gregory?  Where is he?

CHARLIE:  (stands).  Went out the way you lot came in.  You must ‘ave passed him.  (General puzzlement and shaking of heads.)  He slipped out only seconds before you came in.  He went this way.  (Leads the way to UC exit.)

KATE:  Come on!

(KATE, CHARLIE and BARBARA exit UC, but the DEAN and the BISHOP remove their coats and sink into chairs, the BISHOP facing the exit L.)

BISHOP:  I couldn’t go another step.

DEAN:
  Nor could I.  I’m exhausted.

(Pause as they look wearily about them.)

BISHOP:  Nobody to serve us, and, do you know, I think I could take a small brandy.  As a pick-me-up, of course.

DEAN:
  Good idea.  I’ll join you.  (His head droops and he yawns.)  When they come back.

BISHOP:  I feel the same as you.  That fellow’s led us a merry dance tonight, Alistair.

DEAN:  Hmm?  (He nods off.)

BISHOP:  A merry dance...(He, too, begins to nod off.  GREGORY enters UC and stands quietly in front of the BISHOP, who wakes with a start.)  Great Scott!

GREGORY:  Ssh!  You’ll wake the Dean.

BISHOP:  What?  Oh!  Yes.  Quite.

GREGORY:  You’re wondering why I’m here.

BISHOP:  Yes.  Yes, I was wondering.

GREGORY:  I have conversations with people.

BISHOP:  (apprehensively).  So I’ve heard.

GREGORY:  You know what I’ve come to talk about, of course?

BISHOP:  Do I?

GREGORY:  Africa.

BISHOP:  (beginning to feel dry in the mouth).  We were talking about Africa earlier this evening.

GREGORY:  But not about the episode I have in mind.  When you were out there, with the United Nations, how many years ago?  Twenty, was it?  (The BISHOP, his mouth too dry to speak, his eyes bulging and his breath coming in gasps, desperately reaches out to shake the DEAN.)

GREGORY:  I wouldn’t, because if I mention two names, the fat really will be in the fire, won’t it.

BISHOP:  (croaking).  Will it?

GREGORY:  One of the names is yours.  The other is the Dean’s nephew, Robert.  (The BISHOP’s hand drops to his side and he sits gasping as GREGORY continues.)  Twenty years ago the Dean’s nephew was a promising young priest.  Newly ordained, he took up a missionary post in an East African country.  Famine swept the land, and Robert strove heroically to ease the suffering of the people.  They almost worshipped him.  Then another priest turned up at the mission station.

BISHOP:  (with difficulty).  I was sent.

GREGORY:  Well, you actually offered to go, but as soon as you discovered the enormous difficulties facing you, you wished to return.  The UN and the British Council, together with the Anglican Church, entreated you to stay.  Travel was difficult enough in that country, and the political situation had deteriorated.

BISHOP:  The terrorists.  The guerrillas.  They were killing people, you see, and it wasn’t safe.

GREGORY:  The fighting was a hundred miles north of where you were.  There was very little danger of the terrorists reaching the mission station.  But you wanted to go home and yet you lacked the essential means of getting home - money!

BISHOP:  I - I needed it, you see.  I - I had to pay for my flight home...

(GREGORY shakes his head sadly.)

GREGORY:  You talked to Robert about your problem.  He was sympathetic, but, as he pointed out, he had no money of his own and could offer no practical help.  So one day you made your decision.  The administration of the mission was fairly chaotic, the African staff being unused to handling money.

BISHOP:  It was Robert!  He - he handled the money.  He was responsible - 

GREGORY:  So everyone believed.  And when sums of cash went missing, he eventually got the blame.

BISHOP:  (speaking with difficulty).  He had taken on the responsibility, you see.  He was responsible.

GREGORY:  Oh, yes.  He carried the can, as they say.  You spun some tale about being called back home and left.  But how did you pay for your flight?

BISHOP:  I - I - I had to get home.  The terrorists.  The - the place!  It was - (Overcome by shame, he falls silent.)

GREGORY:  You returned to England, and settled into a most successful church career.  And Robert?  Where is he now?

BISHOP:  (dully).  I don’t know.  I never knew.  I never thought about what would happen when the money was found to be missing.  After all, the UN seemed to have plenty of money.  I thought the staff would be blamed.  They were always losing things and most of them were incompetent and corrupt.

GREGORY:  Robert accepted full responsibility for the loss of the money.  He was dismissed, and a promising career was blighted.  He is now a chaplain in the prison service.  The Dean never learned the truth.  He has never known that you were at that mission station.  Incidentally, the Dean gave his nephew a good deal of financial support when he returned home in disgrace.  So you see, it would have been most unfortunate had he woken just now.

BISHOP:  But - but what can I do?  How can I vindicate Robert?  How can I clear his name?

(GREGORY exits L, lightly touching the DEAN on the shoulder.  The DEAN jerks awake without seeing GREGORY.)

DEAN:  Oh!  I must have dropped off.  What time is it?  (Looks at the BISHOP.) Roderick, are you all right?  You look as though you’ve seen - you know - the proverbial ghost.

BISHOP:  I’m not feeling very well, Alistair.  I think I’ll go to bed.

DEAN:
  Don’t blame you.  It’s been a very trying night all in all.  I think I’ll have a nightcap and turn in myself.  Aren’t the others back yet?  (The BISHOP shuffles out, UC, unable to look at the DEAN.  A moment after he has gone, BARBARA enters, R.)  Any success?

BARBARA:  Nothing.  He’s nowhere to be found.  He’s definitely not in the building.

(KATE enters, L.)

KATE:  Definitely nobody in there.  We’ve searched all the rooms now, haven’t we?

BARBARA:  We’ve been round the entire building, down the back stairs and past the fire door, and that’s still fastened.

KATE:
  It’s as if he didn’t exist.

DEAN:
  It’s been a peculiar evening, hasn’t it?

(CHARLIE enters, UC.)

BARBARA:  (to him).  Did you lock all the doors as we went round?

CHARLIE:  Aye.  I’ve just been checking.  And I’ve just seen the Bishop, and he didn’t look at all right to me.

DEAN:
  The Bishop’s quite worn out and has gone to bed.

BARBARA:  Good idea.  Or were you wanting anything?

DEAN:
  I was wondering if - er - a small glass of that rather splendid brandy would be in order, and perhaps you’ll all join me?

KATE:
  Oh, well, go on.

DEAN:
  (to BARBARA and CHARLIE).   And you?  Mrs Harrison?  Charlie?

CHARLIE:  Very kind of you, sir.  (He sits down and nurses his bump.)

BARBARA:  Yes, thank you.  (She serves drinks for all during the next dialogue.)

KATE:  How’s Sharon, by the way?

BARBARA:  Asleep, as far as I know.  She was really upset about that Gary Reeve business.

DEAN:
  Yes.  It seemed to be troubling her.

BARBARA:  He was an old boyfriend.  Well, actually, he was more than that.  They were engaged.  He was from Thirlbeck, you know, Dean.

DEAN:
  Oh?

BARBARA:  You might have seen him when you were in those parts.

DEAN:
  I don’t recall.

BARBARA:  Well, one day he called round on her and found her with another boy.

DEAN:
  Oh, how embarrassing for her!

BARBARA:  It was worse than that.

DEAN:
  Oh dear me.  And that happened here?

BARBARA:  No.  She had a flat then.  Anyway, there was a row, and Gary left.  The next thing we knew was that the police had dragged his body out of the river.

KATE:
  Oh, that’s dreadful!  And she feels guilty about it?

BARBARA:  Yes.  I think it’s preyed on her mind ever since.  I’ve told her time after time that she wasn’t to blame, but - I can’t get through to her.

DEAN:
  Very sad.  Very sad.  (He finishes his drink.)  Well, I think I’ll get along, or I shan’t be able to get up in the morning.  Good night.  (Exit, UC.)

KATE:
  I think I’ll do the same.  (Finishes drink.)  By the way, what’s happened to Max?  I thought he’d gone to dry off after the rain.

BARBARA:  Probably gone to bed like a sensible man.

KATE:
  I dare say.  Well, goodnight.  (Exit, UC.)

BARBARA:  Time for bed for us as well, eh, Charlie?

CHARLIE:  Aye.  I’ll be up in a few minutes.

BARBARA:  How’s the head?

CHARLIE:  A little bit better for this, I think.  (Indicates his brandy.)  You get off.  I’ll not be long.

BARBARA:  You saw him, you said.

CHARLIE:  Aye.  Had a chat with him.  Gave me quite a start, he did, poppin’ up out o’ nowhere.

BARBARA:  What did you talk about?

CHARLIE:  The past.

BARBARA:  What past?

CHARLIE:  Whose, you mean.  You know.

BARBARA:  (feeling a nagging apprehension and coming closer to CHARLIE.) How did he know about that?

CHARLIE:  Don’t ask me.  He just knew, that’s all.  Every detail down to me fiddlin’ me ID.  Even told me some things I didn’t know.  Told me I’m a grandad.  Marie, you know.  Don’t know how I can check that.  And he said they all think I’m dead.

BARBARA:  Did he say anything - about me?

CHARLIE:  He threw enough hints out.  Oh, and he said Ken’s dead.

BARBARA:  Dead?  How long ago?  And how?

CHARLIE:  Dunno.  He just said he was dead and then in the same breath he told me I was a grandad.

BARBARA:  I always wondered if he was dead.  Wait a minute!  You’ve got me believing all this now.  Come on, Charlie!  You’ve got this feller on the brain!

CHARLIE:  I’m only repeating what he told me.

BARBARA:  You’ve had a bang on the head and you’ve been rushing about half the night.

CHARLIE:  Aye, well.  I’m not going to argue the toss.  But we can sleep a bit easier if Ken really is dead.

BARBARA:  I suppose so.  I wondered, when he never materialised.

CHARLIE:  Don’t suppose he thought of looking for us up here.

(Pause.)

BARBARA:  Charlie?

CHARLIE:  Aye?

BARBARA:  D’you think we could put an end to the pretence now?  If it’s true we’ve nothing more to fear, have we?

CHARLIE:  Well, mebbe not, love.  We’ll have to be careful, though.  And how do we check if it’s true?  Naw, it can’t be!  How would he know?  He’s a monk.

BARBARA:  Maybe we could find out.  If they really think you’re dead we could sell up and start again elsewhere.  Go back down south, perhaps.  Start a new life together.

CHARLIE:  (cod Yorkshire).  Eh, lass!  Art tha’ askin’ me ter marry thee?

BARBARA:  (laughing).   Well?

CHARLIE:  Eh, but Aa’m nobbut Charlie Wainwright.  Charlie the cellarman, barman an’ general dogsbody.  An’ tha’s gonna mek an honest man o’ me?

BARBARA:  You don’t deserve it, but yes.  Why not?

CHARLIE:  (seriously).  Aye, well, why not?  Why not indeed?  After all, we’ve maybe nothing more to fear now.  How did he know, I wonder?  I’d like to ask him that.

BARBARA:  Well, we’ve searched and he definitely isn’t indoors.

CHARLIE:  Then he’ll just have to stay outdoors.  Anyroad, lass, let’s get up to bed.  I’m knackered.

(Exit UC.  After a moment, GREGORY enters, L.  He has a copy of The Times, which he carefully deposits on a chair D.  Exit, R.  After another moment, the fire door bangs, off.  CHARLIE and BARBARA enter, UC, and look bemusedly at each other as the curtain closes.)

ACT II
Scene 2

(The next morning.  The BISHOP and the DEAN are waiting to pay their bills.  CHARLIE enters, UC, yawning, his clothes looking as though he has stayed up all night.)

CHARLIE:  Right, gentlemen.  If you’ll lend me your car keys I’ll put your bags in the car.

DEAN:
  That’s very kind of you, Charlie.

CHARLIE:  It’s no trouble, sir.  You’ll be wanting to get away on time to the conference, now that the road’s open again.  (He collects the keys from the DEAN, and exit UC.)

DEAN:
  Well, Roderick, everything’s turned out well after all, eh?  The floodwater’s receded and we can get on our way.  Are you sure you’re all right?  I noticed you didn’t have your usual breakfast.

BISHOP:  I’ll be all right, Alistair.  I’m a little out of sorts, that’s all.

DEAN:
  Not surprising, when you consider the rumpus that monk caused last night.

(BARBARA enters, UC, carrying their bills.  She, too, looks as though she has stayed up all night.)

BARBARA:  There we are.  One night’s accommodation, drinks, evening meal and breakfast.  (She hands over the bills.)

DEAN:
  Thank you.  You look as though you spent a poor night too, like the Bishop here.

BARBARA:  Charlie and I had to stay up all night, Dean.  That monk was about in the hotel after all, we reckon.

DEAN:
  He’s certainly caused his share of problems, hasn’t he?  Do you think he’s a ghost?

BARBARA:  Whatever he is, he hasn’t paid his bill.

DEAN:
  You don’t say?  You mean he’s gone?

BARBARA:  He must have left during the night, because Charlie and I were upstairs and down all the time, after we heard the fire door go.

DEAN:
  But how could he?  What about the flood?  Surely the police said the road was open no more than half an hour ago.  He must have had a boat.  I said it all along.

BISHOP:  Can I pay by card, Mrs Harrison, or do you prefer a cheque?

BARBARA:  I’ve got the machine for the card in reception, if you like.

DEAN:
  Oh dear!  I’ve left my cards upstairs.  Forget my head one of these days.  (Exit, UC)

BISHOP:  And by the way, will you let me see the bill for - er - Gregory?

BARBARA:  Yes, if you think you can get something done about it.  (She hands it to the BISHOP.)

BISHOP:  I’ll certainly do something about this.

BARBARA:  I hope so, but I’m not having you putting yourself out for him, you know.

BISHOP:  It’s no trouble.  I - er - I spoke to him last night.  We came to an arrangement about money.  I’ll - er - see to this in a moment.

(Fire door slams, off.)

BARBARA:  You obviously don’t think he was a ghost, anyway.

BISHOP:  Do I pay through here?

(BISHOP and BARBARA exit UC.  CHARLIE enters, R, as KIM enters, L.)

CHARLIE:  Hallo.  Had a good breakfast?

KIM:  Yeah.  Great.

CHARLIE:  You’ll be off soon, then?

KIM:  Yeah.  Can’t wait.

CHARLIE:  I’ll bet.

KIM:  I liked it here, though.  Do you want to see a photo of my mum?

CHARLIE:  Aye, go on.  (KIM produces photo.)  This is her, is it?

KIM:  That’s Mum.  (Shows photo to CHARLIE.  A long pause while CHARLIE stares at the photo and then at KIM and tries to speak..)  You all right, guv?  You look white as a sheet.

CHARLIE:  Yeah.  Yeah.  I’m all right, thanks.  Here, look.  Your Mum.  Her name - What’s her name?

KIM:  Marie.

CHARLIE:  Marie.  Yeah.  And this gran of yours?

KIM:  She’s dad’s mum.

CHARLIE:  And who’s your dad?

KIM:  Paul.  He’s a Geordie.

CHARLIE:  They’re both OK, are they, your mum and dad?

KIM:  Yeah, but things are hard at the moment and they’re struggling.  That’s why I’m going to stay with Gran for a bit.

CHARLIE:  Yeah.

KIM:  You sure you’re OK, guv?  You look like you need to sit down.

CHARLIE:  I’m OK.  Listen, tell your gran to get in touch with me when you get home, right?  This is me, and the phone number.  (Scribbles on a bit of paper, gives it to KIM.with the photo.)  OK?  Don’t lose it.

KIM:  Charlie Thompson.  OK.  Do you want our address?

CHARLIE:  It’s in the register, isn’t it.  I’ll go and get it.  And, and - Kim.  Tell your mum and dad not to worry, right?  Tell them from Charlie Thompson not to worry, see?

KIM:  OK.  See yer, guv.  (Exit, UC.)

CHARLIE:  See you, kid.  Say cheerio to your gran from me.

(BARBARA enters UC.)

BARBARA:  Do you know, Charlie, the Bishop’s just paid that monk person’s bill?

CHARLIE:  (absently).  Yeah.

BARBARA:  You all right?

CHARLIE:  Yeah, yeah.  Where’s the register?

BARBARA:  Sharon’s got it in the dining room.  Why?

(CHARLIE exits, L.  The BISHOP enters, UC.)

BISHOP:  Yes, well, that’s that.  As I said, I - er - I owed him - I - I came to an arrangement with him over that.

BARBARA: As long as you’re sure.

BISHOP:  I’m sure about a lot of things now.

(CHARLIE enters, L, in some agitation, carrying the hotel register and followed by SHARON.)

CHARLIE:  Hey up!  Barb - Mrs Harrison, is that my writing?  (Shows her hotel register.)  Did I sign that?

BARBARA:  (reading).  What’s this?

CHARLIE:  The register.  Is that signature in my handwriting, eh?

SHARON:  Course it is!

BARBARA:  Gregory...what?  I can’t make out his surname.

CHARLIE:  Did I write that?  Is that my handwriting?

BARBARA:  Why?

CHARLIE:  Sharon’s accusing me of writing that in.  I ask yer!

SHARON:  Course it’s your writing.  Look at it.

CHARLIE:  Gerraway!  Here!  (Produces an envelope.)  That’s my writing.

SHARON:  Exactly the same.

CHARLIE:  Eh?

BARBARA:  Let’s see.  Charlie, did you write this?

CHARLIE:  Course I didn’t.  He signed himself in.

BARBARA:  Well, he’s signed himself out now.  He’s gone, and not paid his bill.  The Bishop paid it.

BISHOP:  Oh, it’s nothing, nothing.

CHARLIE:  But the road only opened half an hour ago.  We’ve both been up all night.  Hang it all, we were watching out for him!  How did he get past us?

BARBARA:  I don’t know, but he did.  He’s gone for sure, now.

CHARLIE:  Ee!  Left the way he came, eh?  Like a thief in the night.  We must have dozed off once or twice.  I’m sure I did.  (Reflectively.)  I wonder if he did walk across -  And how did he know about her, I wonder?  Her being here.  There’s more things in heaven and earth, ‘Oratio.

SHARON:  What?

CHARLIE:  Shakespeare.  (Exit, UC, with register.)

SHARON:  He’s up to summat.  He rushed in like a lunatic and snatched the register out of my hands as I was checking it...(Shaking her head, she goes behind the bar and prepares it for the morning..)  By the way, did you check that nothing was missing?

BARBARA:  All OK as far as I know.  Charlie would have reported if there was anything wrong.  (Phone rings)  Excuse me.  (Answers phone.)  King’s Head.  Dean Rabbitt?  Yes, he’s just gone up to his room, I’ll put you through.  (Presses button.)  Dean?  A call for you.  (Puts down receiver.  MAX and KATE enter, UC.  MAX has a copy of The Times.  The BISHOP is fiddling about with his wallet and credit cards.)

MAX:  (to KATE as they come in.)  So I think I might do that after all.  I got the shock of my life when I saw The Times.  I feel that I must do something very quickly in case I’m implicated too.  Touching pitch, you know.

KATE:
  Me too.  He said he’d leave proof this morning.  I assume he must have seen - Wait a minute!  He couldn’t have seen this morning’s Times last night.

MAX:  (looking at his paper in bewilderment).   I just assumed the papers came this morning when the flood subsided.  (To BARBARA.)  Have the papers come?

BARBARA:  Oh no, not yet.

KATE:
  (who has come downstage).  Then where did you get yours?

MAX:  It was outside my door.
KATE:  There’s one on this chair, surely.  Yes.  (Picking it up.)  Today’s.

BARBARA:  How did that get there?

BISHOP:  (who has put wallet away).  Good morning.  You know that the road’s open?

MAX:  Kate’s just told me.  So you’ll make the conference after all.

BISHOP:  Yes.  I’ll see you there, of course.

MAX:  I’m afraid not, Bishop.  I’ve - er - changed my mind about going.

BISHOP:  Oh?

MAX:  (sheepishly).  Yes.  You see - er - something’s happened.  Erm - look, it’s in here.  (Gives BISHOP The Times.)

BISHOP:  (opening paper and scanning page).  Great Scott!

MAX:  Exactly.

BISHOP:  Sir Rupert Hadaway.  Your Minister.

MAX:  Ex.  I phoned my resignation in first thing.

BISHOP:  I see.  Still, I suppose you’re right, or people will think you’re in on this too.  Bribery, eh?  And - oh, good Lord!  (He looks from the paper to KATE.)

KATE:  Afraid so.  I’m resigning too.  From the show, I mean.

BISHOP:  What will you do?

MAX:  I’ve decided to go to the Sudan.  I’m taking up a real challenge for the first time in my life.  It was our friend of last night.  He knocked on the door of my room and invited himself in.  We had quite a - fruitful talk.

BARBARA:  What time would that be?

MAX:  Not long after I’d gone upstairs to dry off and change my wet things.  After we came back from our tour of the car park, remember?  Yes, we talked a long time.

BISHOP:  I, too - er - I too had a talk with him last night.

KATE:
  And me.

BARBARA:  Goodness!  He’s certainly been around.

BISHOP:  (waffling).  I have - er - come to conclusions regarding the allocation of certain monies which I must see to very soon.  Also, I’ve decided to take on a chaplain.  I have in mind someone who is presently a prison chaplain.

MAX:  What about you, Kate?  What will you do?

KATE:  I’m going back to Africa, but this time it won’t be for television.

BISHOP:  Ah!  The Guardian, no doubt?

KATE:
  No.  The UN in the Sudan.  I’ve got a pair of hands, and I could put them to good use.  (To MAX.)  So I may well see you out there, eh?

MAX:  Yes, why not?  Something we can talk about.  Can I give you my phone number?

(Exit MAX and KATE, UC.  A motorcycle engine is heard off.  The phone rings.  SHARON answers.)

SHARON:  King’s Head.  Yes, Fred.  (Enter CHARLIE, UC.)

CHARLIE:  Somebody coming in on a motor bike.

BARBARA:  Oh, not a bunch of bikers?  That’s all we need!

CHARLIE:  No, just one.  He doesn’t look like trouble.

BISHOP:  Well, since we seem to be back to normal, I wonder if I might have a mineral water, Charlie?  And perhaps you could pour a sherry or something for the Dean.

(CHARLIE sees to the drinks while SHARON remains on the phone.  She listens with growing astonishment, occasionally making exclamations, Ee! No!  Never!  ad lib throughout following dialogue.  Enter the DEAN, UC, in great agitation.)

BISHOP:  Sherry for you here, Alistair.

DEAN:
  Roderick!  I - I must leave at once.

BISHOP:  What?  Why?

DEAN:
  That phone call I had!  Something dreadful has happened!  Catastrophe!  (Hears a noise in the hall and looks back through door, UC.)  Oh no!  (He rushes off, L.  Enter UC, a crash-helmeted figure in motor-cycle gear.  The figure’s face is completely masked by a dark visor.  This figure pursues the DEAN off, L.)

CHARLIE:  Hey!  What the hell - ?  (Exit rapidly, L.)

BARBARA:  Charlie?  Who is it?

CHARLIE:  (an anguished cry, off).  Oh no!  I don’t believe it!

BARBARA:  What is it now, for heaven’s sake?  (Exit, L.  Meanwhile, SHARON on the phone continues.)

SHARON:  Ee!  Never!  And does he know?  Has anybody told him?...She what?... She rang him herself from her mobile?

(Enter the DEAN, L, at a great rate of knots.)

BISHOP:  Alistair, what on earth - ?

DEAN:  Can’t tell you now, Roderick.  I’ll ring you later.  (Dashes out, UC, as CHARLIE enters, L, and runs to UC exit after the DEAN, pursued by motor cyclist, visor still down, who also exits UC.  Finally, BARBARA runs in, L.)

BARBARA:  Charlie!  You said nothing happened!  You said it was all over!  (Exit, UC.)

BISHOP:  (to SHARON).  My dear young lady, what is going on?  Has everyone suddenly gone mad?

SHARON:  (who by now has put down the phone and is doubled over with laughter). Well, sir, it’s a bit complicated, but some time ago our Charlie was playing around with the barmaid of the Spotted Cow down the road.

BISHOP:  Yes, I, er, couldn’t help overhearing last night.

SHARON:   Aye, well, Charlie always maintained that nowt happened between them, and the lass herself went to Australia and everything got smoothed over here, or so we thought.

BISHOP:  I see.  But why all this rushing about?

SHARON:  Well, sir, that was the police on the phone and they warned me to expect a few fireworks.  The Australian police have been in touch and it appears that summat did happen after all, and the lass has come back to get things sorted out.  She had a baby, you see.  That was her, you know.

BISHOP:  Good heavens!  The motorcyclist?

SHARON:  That’s right, sir.  She always preferred a bike.

BISHOP:  Oh, and - er - Charlie is the father, eh?

SHARON:  Well maybe, and then maybe not.  Because you see, sir, someone else was playing the same game and the lass wants a word with him about getting a DNA test.

BISHOP:  (as the awful truth slowly sinks in).  Oh, great heavens!  Oh, surely not?  Surely not?

SHARON:  Yes, sir.

BISHOP:  Not Alistair?  Not the Dean?

SHARON:  Looks like it, sir.

BISHOP:  But how did she know the Dean was here?

SHARON:  She got a call from someone who gave his name as Greg.  (Realising.)  Oh!

BISHOP:  (philosophically handing SHARON the sherry intended for the DEAN.)  So that was his landscape painting, eh?  Well, I’ve certainly had my eyes opened here.  Sharon, perhaps you’ll join me in a health.  Not only to Father Gregory, but also - Father Alistair.

(They both dissolve into fits of laughter as the curtain closes.)

THE END

Props and costume list

Costume

Barbara
simple, homely dress

Sharon

short skirt, blouse, flashy earrings

Charlie

shirtsleeves and waistcoat for day; white jacket and bow tie for evening
The Bishop
clerical dress, purple stock, crucifix
The Dean
clerical dress
Max

casual clothing for day, jacket and tie for evening
Kate

casual wear for day, cocktail dress for evening

Mrs Birch
tweed jacket and skirt; something more formal for evening

Kim

teenage dress of the current fashion

Gregory
monk’s habit

Motor cyclist
helmet with dark visor and riding outfit

Props

Normal bar fittings, glasses and bottles.  Sherry, beer, orange squash, mineral water, Coca-Cola, wine etc.  Bowls of nuts.  Telephone on bar.

Woman’s Own; pen; towel; bills (Barbara)

Logs (Sharon)

Envelope; menus; hotel register; sticking plaster; scrap of paper and pen (Charlie)

Wallet and credit cards (Bishop)

Banknote; car keys (Dean)

Times (Max)

Notebook (Kate)

Photo (Kim)

Times (Gregory)

FX  Dinner gong (off); motor cycle (off); door slam (off); phone rings on set.
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