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DANGLE. Happy engagement! Pauline and Alan! Sl—a r -I_

el Puullll\- arid JAddIl, \
DOLLY. Come on Charlie! Give us a speech!

LLOYD. Speech!
CHARLIE. T've only ever spoken three times, formally, in public,
in my life, and each time I've been banged up by the judge straight
afterwards! For twenty years, me and Pauline’s mother, Jean, were
happy, and then, unfortunately, just by chance, we met each other.
(Alternative: Me and Pauline’s mum, had seven happy years of marriage,
and at the end of the day, seven out of thirty-six ain't bad,)

ALL. (Laughter.)

CHARLIE. Idone me best bringing up Pauline, on me own, after
her muvver ... (Chokes.) sorry...

LLOYD. — Doin’ well Charlie.

CHARLIE. — I've had to be her dad and her mum after her
muvver ... (Chokes.)

PAULINE. — It’s alright Dad.

CHARLIE. — After her muvver left me and went to live in Spain.
It’s a disappointment that Jean can’t be here in Brighton at her
daughter’s engagement party, and a shame she can't even afford a
stamp for a card neither. But I'm not gonna go on about it. I'd like
to thank Alan’s father, my solicitor.

DANGLE. (Coming forward.) Ecce homo!

CHARLIE. No Latin! Please! I have enough difficulty understanding
you when you're speaking English. But, seriously, wivout Harry, I
wouldn't be here today, I'd be behind bars, where, let’s face it, by
rights, I oughta be. Over to you Alan. (Chariie steps back. Applause
Jor Charlie. Alan kneels, with a flourish, before Pauline.)

ALAN. Pauline, I give you my hand. (4lan holds out an upturned,
closed, cupped hand towards Pauline.)

- Captive within my hand, is a bird. This bird i
(To Dolly.) Is it a real bird?
. No™N«ga metaphor.
PAULINE. (Excite h! Lovely!
ALAN. T offer you the w! y life, as your husband.
DOLLY. (Aside.) Ooh!1 ith a bit of this myself. (Pauline
opens his hand and pfes out the imag?
her heart.)
PAULINE-
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CHARLIE SIDE

atter Tt propey, (Pauline kneels, and offers herlwnetT Alan.) 1 got a
bird in my hand an” alt; &S hird is 72y heart, the only one I've
ever had. (Alan ming Potrsidapresses it through his rib
cage into his heart. They kiss passionately. Silence. A Ditembwesassizg

DANGLE. May I propo
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se a toast. To love! In Latin —

ALL. To love! (They toast. The doorbell rings.)

CHARLIE. Dolly, get the door.

DOLLY. Bookkeeper? Or butler? Make your mind up.
CHARLIE. And if it’s carol singers tell them to piss off. It's only
April. (Dolly exits.)

S¥ErTou re Ctrrrhreyselicitor? (They shake hands. [
JATNSSE _Harry Dangle. Dangle, Berry and Bush. My _card”
LLOYD. (Readimpyexin, same fee?

DANGLE. That’s us.

LOYD. Charlie tells meaotite good.

PANGLE. PuerThis way, I got the Mau Mau off. A¥aNQu a
fiend gbedfe Duck?

AR

PAULINE. Dad! We're gonna go up to my room, to play some records.
CHARLIE. Do I look like I just came down in the last shower?
No! Mingle! (Lloyd takes Charlie to one side. Gets out invitation. )
LLOYD. Man! What's going on! Last week I gets this invitation to
an engagement party —

CHARLIE. — Put that away.

LLOYD. — Of Pauline Clench and Roscoe Crabbe, which was a
shock because I always thought Roscoe was, you know, homosexual.
CHARLIE. That was the whole point, it was a gonna be a marriage
of convenience.

LLOYD. But today and it’s a different groom man!

CHARLIE. Because Roscoe’s dead. Pauline and this Alan wanted
to get engaged, so I thought —
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LLOYD. — I've paid for the sausage rolls so why waste them?!
CHARLIE. Exactly! (Enter Dolly, looking serious. )

DOLLY. Some geezer from London. Says he’s Roscoe’s minder.
LLOYD. Can't be much of a minder, Roscoe’s dead.

CHARLIE. Is he a face? Does he look handy?

DOLLY. To be honest, he looks a bit overweight.

CHARLIE. Check him out, Lloydie, see if he’s tooled up.
LLOYD. Chatlie, I don’t work for you no more.

DOLLY. Leave it to me, boys. (Dolly exits.)

DANGLE. More guests?

CHARLIE. Roscoe Crabbe’s minder.

DANGLE. But I was led to understand there was a knife fight and
Roscoe Crabbe was mortally wounded?

CHARLIE. No! He was killed.

LLOYD. Good riddance!

CHARLIE. The cops are looking for his twin sister, Rachel, and
her boyfriend.

DANGLE. Because?

LLOYD. Revenge! The boyfriend testified against Roscoe in court.
Put him away for four years. Man! It's obvious! Who is Roscoe
gonna get into a fight with on his first day of freedom?
CHARLIE. (To Dangle, unnecessarily.) Rachel’s boyfriend.
(Enter Dolly.)

DOLLY. He's clean. Shall I let him in?

CHARLIE. (Nods.) Yeah. (Exit Dolly.) What can 1 do?

LLOYD. She’s a smashing girl, is Rachel! Nothing like that vicious
little toerag of a-brother!

CHARLIE. I think Roscoe was a bit whatsaname — you know,
what's that word for someone who likes inflicting pain?

LLOYD. Police officer.

CHARLIE. No!

DANGLE. Sadist.

CHARLIE. That’s Roscoe.

LLOYD. Unusual for twins to have such different personalities.
CHARLIE. (To Dangle.) They was identical twins, you see, Roscoe
and Rachel.

LLOYD. Roscoe was a boy, and Rachel isa girl!

CHARLIE. So?

DANGLE. Identical means identical.

CHARLIE. What I want to know is, if Roscoe’s dead, what's his
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rdom freezes. Francis is acting tough \Francis checks .

loNeing for hidden dangers. He’s playingtherotes ard-ma

Eve\yone else is still, waiting for a cue from Charlie. Francis stops under

the pXture of the Queen. Points to it.)

FRANCIS. Who's that?

PAULINE. That’s the Queen.

FRANCN. What a beautiful woman. Someone shouldAvrite a

song about\per.

PAULINE. \God Save the Queen”?

FRANCIS. Natsa good title. (Francis picks a peayfit from a bowl!

on the side and Wrows it in the air, catches it in bis fnouth.)

PAULINE. ThisNg my engagement party.

FRANCIS. Your eNgagement party? Phew! (ToDolly.) Phew’cause

I'm glad it ain't your “beautiful eyes.”

DOLLY. Thank you.

ERANCIS. Don't ever wNr glasses. Evepgiyou need to, you know,

for reading.

DOLLY. (Aside.) | know exa©Nly whé he’s after, and if he carries on

like this he's gonna get it. (Frags Dhrows a second peanut and catches

that too. To Francis,) What abof\t glasses for driving?

FRANCIS. Are you one of tfiels women’s libbers?

DOLLY. Would that be a pfoblel

FRANCIS. 1 like a womanho can Xgive. That way I can go out, get

drunk, and get home withgfit killing anyNge. Are you married? Toer ...

DOLLY. — I'm single/T'm the bookkedger here.

FRANCIS. So yoyfe a single, workind\ driving, bookkeeping

woman. That's my £ype. Do you want to gONO Spain for a couple

of weeks? Majorgh. Think about it. (Francis tXgws a third peanut

in the air, whigh forces him to run backwards to Xcb it. He hits an

armchair, gogf over with it, and pops up the other s2 e.) Got it. (He

shows the pflanut on his tongue. )

DANGLE. (To Charlie.) This man is a clown. (FranNs turns on

Dangle fgrabbing bis testicles in a squeeze.)

FRAMCIS. Everybody at the circus loves the clowns. So) when

you fay, “This man is a clown,” what you're really saying is, love

yoyf” Are you Charlie the Duck?

DANGLE. No. '

FRANCIS. No?

minder doing on my doorstep? (An
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