ACT TWO

SCENE ONE

Naw Year's Eve. It is a warm summer night. The lighting on the
verandah and outside the house is a darkness of exhausted heat. Ingig,
the room it is an electric, sweal-reflecting \VS.». The French windoys
and front door are open in the \:%,q R,..\ Q:l::,.n any stray breeze thet
might spring up, but a general Jeeling of stillness prevails. ovvg
and ROO are playing cards. She is in an old dirndl and slippers, h
in drab shirt and pants. PEARL, more formally dressed than oLy 4
is wearing a bright print with a dominant note of red—both of
pEARL’s outfits in Act Two reflect her fling at the gay life. She is
sitting on the rocker, knilting. BARNEY s laboriously finishing off
a letter. A contrast must be made between ROO and BARNEY. ROO,
though dressed meanly, has the scrubbed look of a man who has
showered well after a day’s work. On the other hand, BARNEY,
though in open-necked white silk shirt and sports slacks, gives an
impression of hot, gritly disagreeableness—the aftermath of a heavy
day’s drinking. He is not, however, by any means drunk. Throughout
| this scene, at appropriate moments, the distant and various sounds of
New Year's revelry are faintly audible. At curtain rise this is most
noticeable in the lost, drawn-out cries of children at some late street
game. Hearing, PEARL looks towards the windows and smiles com-
fortably. It should be noted here that PEARL has blossomed: from
the suspicious tentative approach she had in Act One, she has graduated
to an assurance that is a little offensive in its complacency. .
pEARL: Listen to the kids. [As there is no response, adding
meaninglessly]) We used to play that Charlie over the
Water it’s called.
(A clock chimes the half hour somewhere .S.i BARNEY n:.&
OLIVE exchange a look. Then from her knilting PEARL looks
across al BARNEY.] ; LI
Have you put in what I said about having her trained for
dressmaking? — ’
BARNEY: Ah, get off me back, will you? I'hey’d rec
was mad.
pEARL: 'Bout time you took some sort of interest. Dear C~c._M
here’s the usual, hope you're both well _hardly call tha

kon I
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having a family.
pARNEY: Who said : was? [ haven’t got a family, what I got
is kids. [Slapping viciously at his arm] Bloody mossies!

roo: It’s them ferns on the verandah. Full of 'em.

outve: I call trumps.

BARNEY [erritably pleading] Let’s get away out of it, then,
¢h? Go down the b »ach or somewhere.

peARL: Oh, it’s too late now. Half past eleven.

pARNEY: On New Year’s Eve? How late’s that? Even the
nippers are ill runnin’ the streets.

oLive: It’s all right for you, you haven’t been workin’ all
day. Spades.

paRNEY: Well, no one’s gunna sleep anyway, a night like
this. [Licking and sealing his envelope with a thump] We might

s well be down there as stewin’ here, gettin’ eaten alive.

pEARL: You're always wantin’ to be goin’ out somewhere.

parNEY: Not only me, what about Olly?

ouve: [ flatly] 'm playin® cards.

BARNEY: Other times it used to be you dragging us down
to the beach on hot nights. [ Reminiscently] >Member when
we hired the old bloke with the cab to take us down to
Altona? We got home half past seven in the morning. You
didn’t worry about working all day then.

PEARL: Oh, shut up, Barney. Can’t you see no one wants
to go. Roo’s tired.

ROO: [ jerking his head up] Who, me? I’'m not tired. You don’t
have to stay at home on my account. . .

oLive: Course we don’t. I just couldn’t be bothered. that's
all.

BARNEY: Well, what are we gunna do, then?

PEARL: I know.

[BARNEY looks up expectantly.)
Come and let me try this sleeve on you.

BARNEY: What the hell for? He’s three inches taller
and bigger. . .

n me,
PEARL: Doesn’t matter, it gives us some ide
BARNEY: [rising] Oh, Gawd.

[ He 5.:2\:: over to her, and she goes through the sleeve-
measuring routine.

PEARL: Hold it there, [As he shifts it up to his shoulder] No,
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he bottom edge to his wrist] Now bend
You,

,
there. | Bringing

elbow.
oLive: Who's it for?
pEARL: |[maternally] The cldest, Lennie,
\RNEY: |correcting her] One of the ecldest. [ZLogkine
Not even long enough for me yet. g
PEARL: _::,5.:./.. back to the piano to consult a pattern oo

&::.2_

: : : ar
streiching the knitting a little] Well, at least 1 know %
BARNEY : | putting the lelter and writing things on the sideboarg
Kiddin® there’s not goin’ to be some ructions in Ma .E,.::__
andi

once that turns up.
pEARL: Why should there be? Soon’s I've finished ,::m Il

start on one for Arthur.
sARNEY : Arthur— Chippa, they call him.

[BUBBA, wearing a simple white evening gown, appears 1o him
on the back verandah.)

Well. here’s somebody goin’ out to celebrate, anyway.
pusBAa: | questioningly] Olive? I said I'd show Olive :.:. dress,
oLIVE: [calling] Come on in, love.

[BUBBA enters.]

Well now, isn’t that something!

BARNEY : [appreciatively] Yeh. Row for the shore, boys.
puBBA: | pleasurably confused] That's enough, Barncy.
PEARL: [undoing a skein of wool] Where are you going, Bubba?
puBBA: One of those social-club dances. Some of the girls

from work asked me.

r00: You've left it a bit late, haven’t you?

pussa: Oh, they're no fun till half past cleven, I don’t mind
being late. [Hesitating] Fact, I'd just as soon not go at all.
Dances at New Year’s Eve get pretty silly, and when it’s
50 hot like this . .. [Making a hopeful bid] 1 wouldn’t mind
just stayin’ home and playing cards.

orivi: In that dress? Don’t be silly. "Sides, what about those
other girls, won’t they be waiting for you?

r00: You'll enjoy yourself once you get there. .

BARNEY: Yeah. ‘And who knows—maybe tonight's the
night! [ He makes a bawdy clicking sound with his :,S,.mf._

puBBA: [laughing despite herself’] You fool, _.w: mey. _._:v. c_::...
it’s just about the dullest you could find. _..Sz a paust
\\zzr.: which she looks over them uncertainly) Aren’t you gomn
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out any where at a
BARNEY ! Naah. [/
havin’ on¢ ol them sensational at-home parties.

joking over at PEARL untangling wool] We're

BUBBA! _::\::_,:,.T_ You could’ve gone to the Morrises’
v'know. I'll bet they wouldn’t have minded a scrap. ..

pARNEY : [hopefully] That's what I said.

susBa: Even now if you hurried. ..

OLIVE: [ finally] Bubba, once
to the Morrises’.

and for all, we are not goin’

BUBBA Av__
pEARL: [after a short pause] Who are the Morrises?
roo: [kindly, to BUBBA] You'd better hop off, kid. You're
late.
pusBa: Yes. I s’pose I'd better wish you all happy New Year
now.
[She is answered with an overlapping confusion of greetings.)
And I'll see you tomorrow.
[She moves to the window .|
BARNEY: [kissing her and moving up with her] Yeah, but vou're
not leavin’ that dance till sun-up, so don’t you go ?:::E
in here too carly.
puBBA: [smiling| All right, bye.
BARNEY : Bye-bye, Bub.
[She exits. There is a pause.)
PEARL: [over-casually) Who did you say the Morrises were?
ROO: [shuffling cards] 1t's a place we used to go to for New
Year parties. ,
PEARL: [suspiciously] Nobody’s mentioned that one before
Why aren’t you going this year? .
OLIVE! [exploding] *Cause the Morrises are cousins of Nancy's,
that’s why:. :
?..::.5.3: of having made a gaffe, vEARL shrugs and starts to
wind a new skein into a ball. BARNEY eyes OLIVE. under-
5.::\:#. her mood, and comes down .\S..A\...\_.. definitely deter-
mined to change the subject.) P
BARNEY: [lo PE
wool.

ARL| Here, let me give you a hand with that

[He sits, takes the wool over hi
[ He suts, v ver his outstretched hands a
il for PEARL to wind.) o

T :
now, 1t's a funny thing. All the women I've ever
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knocked around ?.::. gl :/m:,_. _:4...: one of thep
ever knitted anything for me. Now, why d’ye reckon
hat is? 2 < .

:_7._.: They didn’t have ume, p _577.. .

, ,.xﬁ.../: No. they didn’t want to. I think it'’s a kinda o

" —,_.m:.:._:. Some fellers bring out the knittin® in womep B

’ 't
some don’t. I don . . N

pEARL: [with a trace of malice] Well, after all, who wants o

knit a sweater for an cagle.
pl
ARNEY: A what: o _—— .

WM \rL: Oh, nothing. It’s just somethin’ Olive said once.
arL: O, .

BARNEY: What was1 ! .

pEARL: [coply] Can I tell o_:,.O_E.o.u

o_.7.m. I don’t remember calling him no eagle.

Em:a.” You did. After that big @:. bloke from the Herglg
had been tellin’ us about them birds that fly from place
to place. ,

o:,.% : nglm&&; Oh, that! You don’t have to drag that
up.

u>xmm<. [out for fun] Yes, she does. Go on, Pearl. What'd
she say? .

PEARL: [winding wool, unaware of the havoc she is to create] Well,
it was in the early part, when she first started to tell me
about you two. We'd been talkin® one morning, she was
trying to describe how she felt about youse comin’ down
every year, when in walks this fat feller. Real earbasher
he is. always on for a yap. This particular time he gets

£ / S ;
gassing about birds, sayin’ how some of them fly all over
the place, spend a season here and a season there, mo_.ﬁ.%
thing. Well, me, I couldn’t have cared less what %Q did,
but ,O=< got real wrapped up in it. After a while she
turned to me and said— , MRt
oLvE: [interrupting] It was when he’d gone, I didn’t say 1t

in front of him. )
pEARL: When he’d gone, then, she turned to me w:a_mua__.ﬂ.a.‘
[Pausing enjoyably] What was it? Oh yes, that’s what . SW.
remind me of, she says, two eagles flyin down oEmM»wo:
sun and coming south every year for the Em:.sms o

(She goes off into a smother of mirth and resumes winding

The other three are not amused.)
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OLIVE: [sharply] It _.:EE sound silly when you put it like
that, but it fitted n with what he’d been saying!

PEARL: _E:m:.zm_ Yes—but eagles! _ To the men] Honest.
she boosted you two up so much before you came, I didn’t
know what to expect—

orive: It wasn’t as bad as that.

PEARL: [in superior smugness] Oh vyes, it was, Olly; I don’t
think you realised. The way you went on about everythin’
__sounded just as if when they arrived the whole
was gunna go up like a balloon.

oLive: When did I say that?

pearRL: It was how you talked all the time. Look what you
said about them Sunday night boat trips up the river.
Beautiful, you said.

ouve: Well, was it my fault it rained?

pearL: No, but even if it hadn’t—that terrible old boat—

oLive: You didn’t give it a fair go.

PEARL: [on her mettle] All right then, what about Christmas
at that weekend place in Selby? You can’t say I didn’t
give that a fair go.

BARNEY: [staring] And what was wrong with Selby?

PEARL: [largely] Oh, it wasn’t bad, but the way she cracked
it up, I expected a palace. . .

ROO: [truculently] You wouldn’t find a better little place than
that this side of Sydney.

PEARL: Oh, get away with you. It hasn’t even got electricity.

OLIVE: [slapping her cards down and nising angrily] Look, what
are you tryin’ to do? Make out I'm a liar or somethin’?

[PEARL ceases to wind, surprised.)

PEARL: I didn’t say a liar. . .

oLivVE: Then don’t say anythin’, coz that’s what it sounds
like.

town

PEARL: [disdainfully] 1 was only tellin’ you how the whole
thing looked to me. If a person can’t p

OLIVE: You pass too m
trouble.

ROO: [s00thing her] Come on, Ol, finish your hand.

OLIVE: [moving away abruptly] Oh, I'm sick of cards. This

waiting up for twelve o’clock is just plain silly, I think I'll
2o to bed, i

ass an opinion. . .
any damned opinions, that’s your

}




ACT TWO
| She starts towards the stairs. |

BARNEY ! _,m:_&.‘_.:\w,:ﬁ. into action and \:.4:\5.1_ \5. off | No, you
can't. Look, I'll tell you what: we'll make it a party, get
Emma in and have a sing-song :

r00: She wouldn’t play. You know what she said last time

BARNEY: [moving out on {o the front verandah] Shell v_?..
[Calling] Emma, what're you doin’ out there? 7

EMMA: |a voice from the darkness] Gettin’ a sea breeze off the
gutter. What d’yer think?

BARNEY: Want to earn ten bob? -

gpmma: How?

paRNEY: Playin’ the piano while we have a sing-song.

emma: No.

BARNEY: |determinedly, after a glance back through the window
into the room) I'll make it a quid.

EMMA: [suspiciously] Who picks the tunes?

BARNEY: You can. Anythin’ you want to.

oLvE: [calling sharply] Don’t tell her that—

BARNEY: Ssshh.

EMMA: [reluctantly] Righto. Get yourselves organised, and
no muckin’ about.

BARNEY : [returning to the room, happily] C'mon. Girlies on the
sofa. Roo, get your chair—

[During the next few lines EMMA makes her way across the
verandah and into the house.)

OLIVE: |as they arrange themselves] You know what we're in
for, don’t you? She’ll start off with “Goldmine in the Sky”
and finish up with “Old Black Joeks

sARNEY : Doesn’t matter. If it gets too slow we can always
pep it up a bit.

Ro0: With Emma? I'll bet you don’t.

oLive: I'll bet you don’t either.

[EMMA enters from the hallway and stands frowning in the
light.)

pMma: Who's gunna pay the quid?

parNEY: 1 am. But you've gotta do the job first.
out in the middle of it.

EMMA: [walking to the piano) The only time I walk out on

singin’ is when there’s muckin’ about and youse don't

take it serious.

o walkin’

EMMA: Wait - 3
IMA: W a1t a minute, someone'’s

ALL:
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[She removes a ring and places it ostentatiously on top of th
\:.:::._ . e
pARNEY: We're gunna take it serious this time,

EMMA © You'd better. [Seating herself at the piano, raising the
flap, massaging her fingers] Righto, on your feet, the _.A/: :.~
v.»'_,.

(AUl rise but PEARL.

pEARL: [a mite sulkily] Do I have to join in?

eava: Well, it’s community singin’, ain’t it?
[PEARL 7ises with a martyred air.)
we'll start off with “*Goldmine in the Sky”.

orive: [to BARNEY] There y’are, what did I tell you?

emma: What d’yer mean, what did you tell him > .

OLIV othin’. I just said vou’d start off with “Goldmine
in the Sky", that’s all. s

emma: I always start ofl with “*Goldmine™.

ouve: [erossly] Nobody’s kickin® about it, I just said v
would. P

emma: [U's me favourite.

ouve: All _.m.fr;: then, play the bloody thing!

[EMMA gives her a wrathful look, and mutters something under
her breath &.u\a plays a short introduction. When this is over
W“MMMM“.WM& ‘MW\“MQ MMW MH_MNMM nms.».&_. untrained v.i ..:ii.,:‘:,m\. )

very ragged beginning and she

breaks off sharply.)

EmMa: Ri i ? i
ighto, righto, that’s the note to come in. [Hitting it

a few times emphatically] Try it again.
wo_;:‘m\ sits on the sofa despondently, BARNEY kneels behind
her and pals her shoulder. EMmA leads them into sono again

and this time the results are happier. They all sing except
PEARL, who looks them over with a curled :.Vr_ g

ALL: There’s a goldmine in the sky

Far away;

S Y

(,f will find it, you and 1,
Some sweet day . . .

But & s off jces fi
[But EMMA breaks off and voices fierce objections. |

T S e m:E_:.. :Z:r:._.?:,:.
i ¢ will find it . .. [Breaking off | See? Try it

[doing as requested ] We will find it . .
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EMMA L [interrupting] No,
4wWoman s volce,
| She glares at veARrL, who turns away, livid
ouve: impatiently] Well; what's it mauey? Got S
EMMA L Flac? on with jy,
BARNEY D | forcefully] Look, we've not after a singin’
omma, all we want's a bit of fun, L
EMMA L That's w _._.:._ say —muckin® about, and you don't
care il you get it right or not,
onvi: How d’yer know it's not you that's wrong?
EMMA L [resing, awfully] T never sung a wrong note in me life
oLive: Who says? .
mymA: Ask anybody at the community, Ask Mister Munro
pARNEY ¢ And what would he know about it? :
emMA: He's the conductor, ain’t he? D'yer reckon he'd get
me to sing a solo every year for me birthday if I sung flat?
orive: Does it for a laugh, pr'bably. -
pMMAa: That's a flamin’ lie and you know it. I'll bring him
round here.
rR0O: You silly old rabbit, they're only pullin’ your leg.
EMMa: Oh, so that's what you got me in for, is it—to poke
mullock?
BARNEY : |hitting a note] You was asked in to play the pianner,
EMMA @ [crowing vehemently] Ycah—for a single fiddlie!
(She bangs the flap down, replaces her ring, and charges out
angrily, calling over her shoulder.) 04 L,
Well, I wouldn’t listen to what youse call singin’ for all
the tea in China! Bunch of croaking amachers!
| The others are silent as she stumps across the verandah. ) 4
PEARL: [a touch satirically) Well, I suppose you ::._E i
that’s one of the shortest community-singin’ sessions on

no, no, 1Us sull wrong. Sounds ik
_ 8 like

with ::E:::,_

_..vv. m,

record. oA
oLive: [disgusted] Aah, she gets worsc all the ::u”. i
ROO: |[reproving her) You shouldn’t have said that, 'bou

only getting her to sing for a joke. B
oLive: Well, who does she think she is— Nellic Meiba:

—A Av.. ' < ¥ P » — y _ »'g u_:—:_ C~.
\ ’ thin she s —
cr osimmgin p——n——. onc _J b
ﬂv. »/Av« —u=— _d r ’ 1 :

i (i (. she treads on my
ovve: [ firing up) Look, s é cor  uckle

’ =L R 2% le
doesn’t say she’s sorry. Emma’s got o

down a bit.
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, I
Ro0: [angrily Righto, Forgit it:
[ He lies on the sofa.|

BARNEY : [another desperate altempt o save
: ‘s it's livened us all up.

one thing anyway, 1Us =
[He throws a despairing glance al their unmoving frgures a

appeals lo OLIVE. J
Look, before Pearlie
opening up a few bottles, eh? | -l
[ recklessly, rising] Yes, what the hell, why _._:.. .
) Pearl, we'll make

the situation] Well,

gets back to her knittin’, how about

OLIVI
New Year's Eve, ain't it? Come on,
SOme savourics.

(She crosses to the hall. PEARL follows her.) :
pEArL: 1 don’t mind, anythin’-so long as we don’t go
down to the beach! .

| They exit to the kitchen. ROO starts to roll a cigarelle. 1 .\:.
atmosphere between the men is that of a guarded truce, with
BARNEY making a valiant pretence that no bar exists. |
paRNEY: That Emma, never thought I'd ever see the day
she’d turn down a quid for anythin’.

ROO: She’s always been fussy about singin’.

BARNEY : [ picking up his letter from the board and crossing lo the
mantelpiece, looking in the vases] Yeah, but why get so het
up about it? She knows we was only on for a bit of fun.
Wonder if Olive’s got a stamp?

rOO: Better ask her, .

BARNEY : [ putting the letter in his pocket] Nah, it can wait. |
oughta register it, anyway. [Leading up to a tricky point|
How’s the paint business? X

ROO: [indifferently] Okay.

BARN Y [laughing a little forcedly] 1 was thinkin’ today it
won’t be long before I'm down there with you \
the money’s running out, "

ROO: Already?

BARNEY: You know me. If there
check, T just throw it about.
o gt o Ly b
BARNEY: |[/ed :.: mw__:..: A :
B .n:w_ 4 ._, I can still hang on for a few weeks

» that sort of joint

I’'m not s A i
e sort nt, otsure I'd be interested
great amimation as if in sudden remembrance] Oh yeah

the way

no one round to _f.-..._v a

? You’
? You'd vetter not bank
a pretty small place.
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I didn’'t te ) i » .
Fudﬁ. _:v/,l r———w/ﬂwnuh./ ~ru_._nm _. ./—na_.—~— . //.—un.- — ﬁav_ :
ROO: [stiffening] What boys:
BARNEY : The gang: Bluey, Freddie Waye i
the shock of me life, walked into Young and ~_r_w, _.:“ Got
mornin’ and there they were, cocked :ﬂv in :.:”J g thi
r._.:;, a word about it. They've come south _Acu_..:_._r.v:,_:”~
pic kin'. a course, and Bluey got ‘em to take a _M s
weeks off for a booze-up in town. A-Sonpin
ro0: And just by accident you bump into them at Young

1. ¢ me of

- ]

and Jackson’
BARNEY : | protestingly] I been drinking there a lot lately
with you not around. What’s the matter, Dvon reckinT

met ‘em by ‘pointment or somethin’?
roo: I wouldn’t be surprised.
BARNEY: Gawd, what a low susp

Just a chance
roo: All right,

icious sort of coot you are.

no need to harp on it. What did they have

to say?
BARNEY : Well, they wanted to know where you was, a
course. I said you was workin’, but I didn’t tell ‘em where.

1’1l bet you didn’t. ..
BARNEY: I didn’t—1 didn’t think v.::.ﬁ_‘s nt me to! *Struth,
don’t you believe anythin’ _ —.A.: you? - e
ROO: Not much. 1 been listenin to you .___:,_.»._._.:_.._.h:: out fo
a long tim¢, don’t forget. /w_“.n___nhup FM_.__A:_“._Mw:._._.::«. e
_;w”/._..t.%_“.ﬁp_F\_NM%“.__.:W”,—_____“,:M““._,rﬂC»__ and they W anted to know
“_:“”»OQ .mCC:— with ‘'em on the tear sometime.

1 ?P
; owd:
How about young D % with sem but there

ROO:

ROO: . : .
BARNEY: _Q:::::?A_ Well yes,
a lot of , -

ROO": There ain’t NO buts _:w.___ ! . — - P
. . * » 18 . 1¢ . ~ —.r... 0 ce
v [losing Tus 1 mpe , how X d &

A ._ _ :v,u He don’t hold no g! udgc

keep the up:
. told me SO- . .
g _: ¢ want 1o see him. . - st 2
ROO: I don e him- e spob Wi
well, that puts me 11 a7 You wanta 8
ARNEY: ; 8 002 ot OV
s _:c? the hell do¢s ir affect )
ROO:

..,uc.

BARNEY:

[rOO turns his
man wills,
Righto, so I didn’t w

was the or

_\\.EQ?._ You ki

SCENE ON

Jow I wouldn’t without you

head to look al BARNEY directly, and the little

then speaks quietly and honestly.]
alk out with you up north. But that

ly time I ever slipped. I've stood by you other

times, haven’t I?
That

Roo: [away from him
was once 1 did.
parNEY : All right, I was in the wrong.

to make it up,
around together, I oug
ROO: |[after a pause, softening] Wh
BARNEY: [eagerly] Help you to g¢

roo: How?
BARNEY: [jo

Nancy gon

ROO: [rising, g

you workin’ in that paint dum
runnin’ out,
Murray with ‘em for the grapes.
ROO: [catching on
Walk out on Olive and Pe
BARNEY: We could explain it to them.
there’s been much f

] I didn’t need you other times.

But give me a chance
won’t yer? Twenty years of knocking
hta deserve that much.

at is it you want to do?

t back on top with the boys.

ining him on the sofa, the enthusiastic planner] Well,
p and me with me money

first of all I thought we might go up to the

to what BARNEY is scheming, in a stillness)
arl? Is that what you want?
Gee, you can’t say
un in it this time, you workin® and
c.

erimly] 1 forgot. That’s your rotten form, ain’t

it? Once the fun goes

BARNEY: [angrily] Don’tstarton that. it’s not like that at all.
They're not enjoyin’ it any more than we are.

r00: Who says they're not?

BARNEY: Oh,
she doesn’t

maybe Pearl thinks it’s all right. but then
know what it used to be like before.

roo: And Olive?
BARNEY: Well, you could put it up to her, couldn’t you?

At least ask

her!

ro0: You selfish little bastard! You listen to me—we come
down here for the lay-off, five months of the year, Decem-
ber to April. That leaves another seven months stll
hangin’—what d’yer reckon Olive does in that time?

Knocks arot
every week?
back again

ind with other blokes, goes out on the loose
No, she doesn’t, she just waits for us to come
coz she thinks our five months is worth all
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the rest of the year put together! It's knowin’ that that
brought me down this time, broke and—and when I
would have given anythin’ to have stopped up there, But
I couldn’t let her down—and if I hear you mention either
grapes or the Murray to her now, I'll kick you so far
they’ll have to feed you with a shanghai.
[BARNEY shifls away, fighting for composure.)
BARNEY: [sorely] What happens when me money runs out,
then?
r00: Get yourself a job somewhere.
BARNEY: [the final insult] Like in a paint factory? Pigs I will!
ro0: Well, that’s up to you.
[ There is a rattle of trays from offstage and PEARL says:
“Qops, nearly lost the lot.” ROO finishes quickly:]
Now remember what I said.
[oLIVE enters bearing a tray with bottles of beer and glasses,
Sfollowed by PEARL, carrying plates of sandwiches and

savourtes. |
oLIVE: [cheerfully)
before they start t
on, Barney, for once you can
[He moves, still disgruntled, to open
pEARL places the food on the table.) , =
pearL: Hope yez all like mustard, I've laid iton. ..
roo: What about callin’ Emma?
oLive: Oh, don’t worry, she’ll cn in if she wants any.
[Coming to ROO and sitting beside him] I'm sorTy, love.

roo: What for?

oLIVE: You know—a : ;
PEARL: [furning over somé savouries] Li

cheese and gherkin—no on¢ can say the
pick. ,
OLIVE: [intimately to roo] Can’t th
. 'Who's worrying? . o
Mmmsz [gruffly, carrying glasses 1o them) :.n_,ﬁ wrap Y
fingers round these *fore you start mq:ooww_:.\ws
pEARL: |giggling as she Sfills a glass for herself J
very last beer I pour this year. e oAbt
or_(.mn/{nmro:_mwmo”w bottle of champagn¢ o enough

B D
BARNEY: [taking the bottle from peart] This 15 8

We've just got time to pour ‘em out
he sivens. [Putting down the tray] Come
handle this lot.

bottles and pour glasses,

Il that moanin’. . .
verwurst, sardines, an

y haven’t got &

ink what got into m¢

d this is the

s

SCENE ONE

for me. v
[As he pours himself a glass there is a flash and a whoosh from

offstage. |
ROO: [crossing to the window, pointing into the n
one’s letting off crackers—there’s a rocket
off.
[ This is done, and they are now lit by the fitful firework
explosions offstage.)
oLive: Gee, look at ‘em! [With spontaneous deciston, turning
back to Roo] Y’know, I'm glad we didn’t go out now
let the Morrises look after themselves, we're much better
off on our own. Just the four of us here, and a few drinks
to happy days.
BARNEY: [half gay, half defiant] That’s it. Happy days 'n
[lifting his glass to the window] glamorous nights!
[PEARL who has been sneaking a sip of her beer, gves a whoop
of mirth, choking herself on the swallow.]
PEARL: [gasping] Ooh—oh, you fool, Barney, don’t say
things like that.
oLive: What?
pEARL: D-didn’t you hear him?
BARNEY: All I said was. ..
PEARL: [topping him] Glamorous nights! I mean-—look at
us.
[She tries to catch her breath with another drink of beer, oblivious
to the effect her words have had on the other three. BARNEY turns
slowly to look at ROO and OLIVE in puzzled bewilderment,
S.w: OLIVE’s resolve breaks and she crumples down onto the
ptano stool, ROO crouching beside her, trying wordlessly to
comfort her. BARNEY lturns his gaze from their naked misery
and stares shamefacedly into his beer. Offstage, and far c\w.,
lwelve great strokes announcing the New Year can be heard
through the other celebration noises, which include a nearby
house-party singing ““Auld Lang Syne” and distant ..\:.E.:E;

ight| Hey, some-
put the lights
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The following Friday evening. It is about six thirty, and the veranda
is \?.i& with a fading sunlight that slowly, through this scene, takeg
ona deep blood tinge—a Russell Drysdale red— as the sun gradually
sets. The French windows are closed, and .t:. light is sty :a;.w
enough to strike into the room. ROO, dressed in pant-bespattereq shirt
and ,\Eza. is lying sprawled on the sofa, E.?%. An evening paper
lies beside him on the floor. The effect to be aimed at is that of @ man
caught up by tiredness after a heavy day’s work. A taxi is peq, y
&.:,:.:w up outside the house, and there follows a confused argument
of drunken voices. . we g .

BARNEY : [off ] Now, if we don’t git our bowels in a knot, ']
have the whole thing settled in about two minutes flat.
pown: [off, overlapping] Nobody’s got to worry about payin’

this cab but me. "Ere, mate, here’s a quid.
BARNEY: Give "im back his quid, or I'm gunna be rea] mad,
I'm tellin’ yer.
[OLIVE comes quickly up on to the verandah, and pauses to
call back :) : :
orLive: Oh, stop your arguin’. It doesn’t matter who pays
him, just pay! #EBO oy
[She opens the front door and Emma hurries into view in the
hallway.] . :
EMMA: [hissing at oL1ve] D’yer have to kick up all that row?
Tell em to be quiet. Roo’s asleep. .
oLIVE: Asleep? [Looking into the room at Roo] Hasn’t he even
had a shower or anything? :
eEmMa: No. Just sat down to read the paper for a minute,
'n he dozed off. ; o
oLIVE: [vexed] You shouldna let him. [Coming into the room,
calling] Roo...
EMMA: Aah, leave him alone. .
[But oLIVE is already shaking him Eca\a.. A .\R% ez,M,WsM MN
arguing from offstage takes EMMA out to investigale. She
as she exits.] i
i san’t yer? Roo’s asleep.
Cut it out, can’t yer? Ro ﬂ i
BARNEY: [¢ff | Emma, you come and se
EMMA: Quiet!
[ The noise outside ceases.]

- ——
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oLive: Roo—wake up.
[He jerks into consciousness with a start.]
C’mon, snap out of it.
ROO: [sitting up, blinking] What's the matter?
oLive: We're all home. You've been asleep.
R0O: Oh. [Yawning] Musta dozed off.
oLve: Yeah. Look, Barney’s full and he’s brought someone
here to see yer, says he’s a friend of yours.
r0O: Who?
oLIVE: I dunno. They was waitin® for us outside the pub
with a taxi. Couldn’t get much sense out of either of *em.
but I think he’s from up north.
ROO: [becoming alert] What'’s he like?
oLive: Big bloke, dark. Have a look, they're arguin’ in
front over who'’s gunna pay the driver.
[ROO crosses quickly to the window and peers out. He turns
back in slowly mounting fury.)
ROO: I'll break his bloody neck for him.
OLIVE: [tightly] Who—who is it?
ROO: Young Dowd.
[ There is a short burst of male laughter offstage.)
BARNEY: [off, crowing] Trust you to find a way out!
oLve: I had a feeling. [ Quickly] Now listen, you don’t have
to see him, I’ll stop him coming in.
R0O: No, you can’t do that—it’s too late.
oLve: Why is it? We'll stop the taxi—
ROO: D’yer want him to think I’m scared?
[ Taxi drives away offstage, cheered by BARNEY.]
S’pose I'd have to meet him sometime, anyway.
OLIVE: [anxiously] Promise you won't start any blues, then?
ROO: That depends on him.
[4 babble of voices starts to approach from the street.)
Look at me.
oLvE: Well, you haven’t got time to change.
[EMMA appears on the front verandah, trying to drag away
Jrom BARNEY, who has hold of her apron. The strap at the
back has been undone, and it is only held by the bib attachment
at the nape of her neck. pownp and PEARL have a anp on
BARNEY and are trying to control ham. |

2 . 4 o s 9 ] S N
EMMA: You drunken sot! W hy don’t yer come home ecarly
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for once? .

BARNEY ! _,.A.\:S\:.z.n_ C'mon, Emma, you know you don’y

mean that. Give us a Kiss.

eama: Il do nothin® of the sort. :

[BARNEY makes a lunge at her. EMMA retreals inlo the house.)

PEARL: [squealing] Barney! . .

powp: [laughingly hanging on to him] Let ‘er go, Barney, she’s

too young, you'll get had up .ao_. cm_,::“w_ knowledge.

EMMA © [ firing back from the statrs] 1 don’t know you. You

keep a civil tongue in your head.

BARNEY: C’'mere, Emma, I'm not gunna hurt vyer.

OLIVE: [trying to rivet their attention with a sharp command)
Barney, cut it out. . 1= . ] :
PEARL: [in relieved indignation, seizing .\5 arm in a Sresh grip)

He's awful, you can’t do a thing with him.

BARNEY: Lemme go! . .
[He rips his arm brutally from her grasp, and S« action brings
powp and him into the archway, facing ROO :5.&.. the room.
They freeze and there is a pause of m.es.iﬁm waiting as they
stare down al ROO, who returns their gaze expressionlessly.
Then powD, a big, boyish friendly-looking fellow .e\ Lwenty-
five, obviously riding the crests of such waves as pride of body

and unbroken spirit, speaks quietly.]
powp: Lo, Roo.
roo: 'Lo. e
powp: Y’look like you been pamntin the town.
roO: Yeah.

BARNEY: [starting forward] Roo, one thing you gotta—

[But powD reaches a casual arm across E.i pushes him @Min
beside PEARL. He now moves deliberately into the room be Mﬁ
the table to within four or five paces of ROO and holds out his
hand. ¥ i
powp: I _Ems:m shake hands with you. [ Waiting] Will you
shake hands, Roo?
[ROO pauses, then moves
face. His intention could just
with the request. When they are Sace to
to the outstretched hand. Reluctantly,
grain, ROO extends his own hand and they
BARNEY: [elated, to DOWD] Y’sec, [ told ye

ves slowly in, looking directly inlo \.a_
as easily be to kill as 10 comply
face, ROO’s glance drops
and clearly against his
shake.]

y, that was all 1t

e —
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needed.

[He turns back to kiss PEARL sloppily, and she runs upstarrs,

disgusted. BARNEY staggers into the room, and EMMA lakes

the opportunity to escape into the kitchen. |

powD: [good-humoured] You shut up for a minute.

BARNEY: Just get youse face to face. ..

powb: [roughly] Shut up!

[BARNEY lapses into hurt silence. DOWD turns to ROO. |
Coupla things I got to tell you. First I'm sorry I laughed
that day—

ROO: [mumbling] Forget it.

powpn: No, we won't, I shouldna done it. It was just that
you looked pretty funny, down on your knees like that.

ROO: [stupidly] 1 slipped.

powp: Yeah. Well, I shouldna laughed.

[ There is a faint uneasy halt, then he continues jerkily. |
That’s one thing. The other’s a sort of message from the
boys. They want to see you. What about it? Tonight we're
all goin’ to the Stadium and we've got a coupla extra
scats—

BARNEY: [coming close to powp] Ringside!

[ROO moves his head helplessly, as though trying to evade a

tightening trap. |

rOO: I dunno about that.

powp: Why not?

OLIVE: [cutting in swiftly and moving to Roo] 'Coz he’s made
other arrangements a 'course. What d’yer think?

BARNEY: Since when?

oLivE: Never you mind.

DOWD: | peaceably, after a shrewd glance at oLive] Righto, then,
how ’bout tomorrow afternoon? We'll take yer to the
races .

roo: Well

BARNEY : [encouragingly] C’mon, you know you like the races.

powp: A day out with the boys, do you the world of good.

oLtve: I think I oughta have something

ROO: [interrupting] No, Olive!

[She falls silent, and he nods finally.)

Okay. The races tomorrow afternoon.
DOWD: [enthusiastically| Fine! Now, where'll we meet? We'll
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hit the grog first, ch?
ro0: Whatever you like. You fix it up with Barney, 1|
got to get out ol these [indicating his clothes) 'n* have ,
shower.
powD: Sure. [4As ROO goes towards the stairs] Looks like we
caught you right home from work.
ROO: [pausing stiffly, speaking out of a deep hurt.] Yeah.
[He exits. OLIVE picks up gloves and bag.)
oLIVE: [coldly] Are you gunna cat with us, Mr...?
powp: Dowd, Johnnie Dowd’s the name. [ Ferking his thumb
at Barney] I told this drunk he didn’t introduce us. No,
I gotta meet the boys at the London.
onive: Just as well. Otherwise the drunk would ave to go
out for more fish and chips.
(She moves to exit upstairs, and BARNEY claps his hands above
his head in a boxer’s gesture of triumph.]
BARNEY: |delighted] Y'sce. Easy as winking. I said it would
work.
pown: Only just.
sarNEY: He shook hands, didn’t he?
powp: Yeah. Like I was prickly pear.
BARNEY: Doesn’t matter, he did it. I know Roo, once he's
shook hands he’ll start acting right.
powp: [with a hint of a scowl] He'd better. I don’t mind
sayin’ I'm sorry to him, but that’s all the crawling he’s
gunna get.
parNEY: I'll bet tomorrow he’ll be right as rain.
powp: [unconvinced] Yecah. [Giving a short laugh and sitting)
Maybe if we got really full together it’d patch things up.
BARNEY: That’s what it needs, somethin’ like that, gettin’
full together.
powp: 1'd like to make it right again. Pig-hcaded '’ all
as he is, I'm real fond of old Roo.
BarRNEY: Course you are. After all,
Moreno to bring you in with us, didn’t
favour. And you know something else—you and Ro
got a lot in common underneath, I been noticing it more
and more every day. [An apparently sudden thought) Hey,
listen. I got an idea! All them fellers there tomorrer, you
and Roo are hardly gunna have a word to say to onc¢

he turned off Tony
he? That's a big
00 have

'
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another. How 'bout, instead of a mob, we make it just the
three of us—you, him, and me. Whaddya say?

powp: [shaking his head] No, he'd shut up like a clam on
the both of us.

BARNEY: [excited] The sheilas then, Pearl 'n’ Olive, we'll
take them, too. That’ll break the ice.

powp: And where do I come in?

BARNEY: Oh, that’s all right, we’ll fix you up with one as
well.

pown: Not anythin’ as old as them, you won’t. I still got
me own teeth, remember.

BARNEY: [snapping his fingers] 1 know what’s for you. [Lurching
up to the stairs and yelling] Pearlic! Pearl!

[DowD rises and crosses to the fireplace, looking at the room.]

PEARL: [off ] What d’yer want?

BARNEY: Come down here, wanna ask you something. [Re-
entering] Just cracked on to the very thing. Piece about
cighteen. That young enough for yer?

powp: What’s she like?

BARNEY: Only seen her photo, but she looks terrific.

powp: You reckon she’d come?

BARNEY: Why shouldn’t she?

powp: I dunno. [A litle awkwardly] These young sheilas
down south, a bit on the la-de-da side, ain’t they?

BARNEY: All in the way you treat 'em. .

[PEARL appears in the arch.)
Hullo, Pearl. C’mere, wanna talk to you. This young feller
here, his name’s Johnnie Dowd, he’s a mate of ours from
up north.

PEARL: [walking past him and sitting) 1 know, Olive’s been
tellin’ me.

BARNEY: Oh. <<»..=. did she tell you the rest of it? That Roo
and me are goin’ to the races tomorrow with the boys?

PEARL: Yes. .

BARNEY: Well, now Johnnie's come up with a better idea.

[powD protests. |
.g.c..ﬁ w_,.ncms. out with all them blokes and gettin’ full, he

vmw_w_“_”rm_““ n\_:mw. N\.M:W” ~: :_.c .::._..e c_.. us took you ‘»::_ C_.T.,..

e it me and Olive work Sat'day after-
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BARNEY: We can fix that; Olive’ll ving “em in the mornin’
she's done it plenty of times before. But how'd vou like i1 ?

PEARL: [uncertainly] °S long since 1 been. 1 alwavs T
like the races. . . ¥ ?

BARNEY: [definitely] That's settled then, you're goin’ (o-
morrer. You 'n’ me, Roo 'n’ Olive, and [turning .:.nv:\m::zs._
Johnnic. ) -

PEARL: On his own?

BARNEY : [smilingly seizing his opportunity] That’s just what |
wanted to talk to you about! Now, maybe I shouldn’t say
this in front of "im, but for a young bloke this one here’s
pretty fussy where his women are concerned. A bit on ::..
shy side, sec.

pown: Hey, break it down. ..

BARNEY: You keep out of it. [Returning hus attention to peag,,
coaxing her confidentially] So we just can’t land him with
anythin’ 'n’ I was thinkin’—how’d you like to bring that
girlie of yours along—what’s her name ,

PEARL: |alarmed] Vera? To the races? 4

BARNEY : Yeah. Give her a day out.

pEARL: Oh, I couldn’t, she's only eighteen.

BARNEY: Didn’t you ever go to the races when you were

N

cighteen?

peEARL: Thats different. T didn’t have a chance from the
beginning. 1I'm looking after Vera—she’s not being
brought up the way I was.

BARNEY: She’s livin’, ain’t she? Walkin® around and
breathin’?

pEARL: [stiffly] 1 won't have her goin® any place she’s likely
to get into bad company.

BARNEY: [lo powD, marvelling] Will yer listen to that? Bad
company! [ 7o pEARL] I'm askin® her to go out with you
[jabbing her with his forefinger]—her own mother!

pEARL: Not only me, there’s others going too.

BARNEY : But you'll be there all the time. What's the matter,
don’t yer trust yourself to look after her? .

DOWD: [moving lowards him, uneasily] Barney, maybe it'd be
better if we left it the way it was, just the blokes.

sARNEY: [fo PEARL| There, did you hear that? The _:,_
time we really get a chance to make a splash, and your¢
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gunna mess it up!
PEARL: [near to tears] Why

should I let Vera go out with

him? I dunno who he is. ..
I told ver, he’s a mate of mine And she’s not
vith all of us. . .

BARNEY ! ;
goin’ out with him, she’s goin™ out y -
powDp: [worried, coming closer] Barney, we Il make it just the

blokes. ivc o
BARNEY: No, we won’t. By crikey, we won’t. [His \«.:...
lighting up] Hey, hang on a bit, I know who to get. [Diving
for the French windows] You wait here.
[He opens the windows and walks out on to the back verandah.)
powb: [ following to the window, a little amazed] Barney . ..
[Realising the hopelessness of trying to stop him, turning to
PEARL] Where’s he off to now?
PEARL: [making towards the arch] How should I know? He
can go to hell for all T care.
powbp: [with a rough kindness] Look, Missus, if you don’t
want your daughter to go out with me, that’s all right,
I'm no baby snatcher.
PEARL: [working her way up to a crying jag] Who does he think
he is, tryin’ on a trick like that?
pown: All he did was ask—
PEARL: I know what he did, don’t you tell me! Proposi-
tionin’, that’s what he was.
powp: I didn’t hear nothin’ about no propositions.
PEARL: That’s what you say. [ Making her way upstairs| Tarred
with the same brush, the lot of yer.
[She exits. powD gives an exclamation of impatience and
crosses o the windows. |
powD: [calling urgently] Barney. . .
:SEQ.:E&? but nol in answer to POWD’s call, BARNEY
comes into view, talking to BUBBA as he pulls her down the
verandah. |
=>”.,._,.r<“ Drunk my eye, I gotta little surprise for yer. Come
pbowp: Hey, that woman you left here, that Pe
gone all snaky.
BARNEY: Ah, forget "bout her, [ Drawing wugsa into the room)

Here's the
1 one I want vou to me
\ neet. Bubba Ry
bowp: How are yer: i

arl, she’s
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BARNEY: [standing behind her] Oh, she’s fine

kid? You see this feller? Know where he
[ She shakes her head.)

Way up north where the sugar grows. And you w

know somethin’ else? He’s one of the be :
[BUBBA'S face lights with interest.

powp: All right, Barney, don’t lay it on. (Holding out s
hand) Dowd’s the name, Miss— Johnnic Dowd. .

BARNEY: Sce——he says it just as if it meant nothin’ at 3]

BUBBA : [shaking hands shyly] How d’you do? .

BARNEY: Natural as they make ‘em. [Whispering in her ear)
The sort of fella any girl’d love to have take her to the races,

BuBBAa: Races?

BARNEY : [rushing her off her feet] Yeah. Tomorrow after-
noon. Roo 'n’ Olive, Pearl 'n’ me, and you 'n’ Johnnie!
Whaddya say?

BUBBA: [confused] Well, I dunno.

BARNEY: Oh, now, Bubba, you’re not gonna be a hang-
out, are you? Where else can you go Sat’day afternoon?

sussa: Well—

BARNEY: There y'are then. Here’s a chance to make
whoopee. How about it?

(He eyes her anxiously. She looks timidly towards pown and
then nods. )

sussa: All vight, If you really want me.

BARNEY: [triumphantly] Easy as pie, everythin’ settled.

pown: [dourly] Not for me it ain’t.

BARNEY: [turning] Why, what else is there?

powp: I don’t take things as casy as that. :

[BARNEY opens his mouth to protest, DOWD cuts in firmly.]
You wait outside a minute.

BARNEY: But Johnnie

pown: You wait outside.

[BARNEY eyes him S:..,,:.Sz.zﬁe Jora ..:.SE\.

shoulders and moves unsteadily out to st on the el

Inside, DOWD, not so sure of his ground now, addresses

o BUBBA. e neople
What 1 ::.:_: is, I know this Barney, how he :_vw”“._”%—_. 4
and the— the things he puts over. _.E.:_: :..r.._:A with
chance. You don’t like the idea of goin™ t0 the race

ceearen’t
comes from?

ant o
st cutters anq | |

then hunches s

Sfront verandah.
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me. you tell me now. B

_\\.. pauses, bul BUBBA wails

he is forced to stumble on. |

You won’t have to worry o :

pupsa: But I'd like to go to .:.:. races. e R

’ o . as if vou were holdin’ back a b

powp: You looked to me as il you and Barney,

puBBA: It was the surprise, :S.; all. Roo ._:... *. ._.c_.p.

they've never brought anyone :.c_:.:v north he 1 .:r .

pown: [looking around] I know. They've mwﬁ pretty tight-on
this joint, haven’t they? D’you live here:

=:==>.“ No, I'm from next door.

powp: Oh. That makes it a bigger hide than ever, then.

susBa: What?

powp: Him askin’ you to go out with me.

puBBa: No, it isn’t. Not really. I been comin’ in here a long
time.

powp: Have yer? [Glancing over the room] Funny thing. I
imagined this place pretty often. [/n answer to her puzzled
look] Oh, of course I've never been here, it’s just the
reputation that’s been built up among the boys. I reckon
you could say it’s almost famous up north.

sussa: Things Barney said?

pown: Yeah. And bits of talk the boys picked up. Or made
up, by the looks of it. [He eyes the souvenirs disparagingly.)

BUBBA: [nervously] It’s not a—a big place. 5

powb: Size is nothin’. It’s the other things—like all the fun
they’re supposed to have here, | just can’t see it.

BUBBA: [defensively] You don’t know.

pown: No? You tell me then.

BUBBA: (turning away, shakily) H-how can 1? All that’s
pened in a house makes a feeling e
that. It’s between people. .

pown: O, [/ndicating
the dolls in aid of?

BUBBA: Roo gives one

Like a mascot,
DOWD :

for further enlightenment and

ver what he’ll say, I'll fix that.

hap-
you can’t tell anyone
the dolls on the mantelpiece] What aye
0 Olive every year when he arrives

! [snorting in coarse amuse
1¢ can do?

‘ [BUBBA Sinches. |
ou didn’t |ike

ment] Dolls? Is that the best
\

me sayin’ (|, i
Saym’ that, did yoy?

. AT
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pusBa: No.
powp: What are you, relation or something?

[ She shakes her head.]
What's the matter then? ['ve hurt you some way,

BUBBA: [furning on him] You shouldn’t have said that aboy,
the dolls. They mean something to Olive and Roo, it's
it’s hard to explain. You wouldn’t understand it.

powD: [summing up her reaction, and_asking her directly one of
the big questions of his life] Tell me somethin’, will ver?
Why is it every time I come across anything connected

with Roo, I'm supposed to act like I was too young to

live up to it?
puBBA: [withdrawn, all of a sudden touched by the coincidence of
their youthful insecurity] 1 don’t know. Maybe it’s like the
walking-sticks.
powp: The what?
pussa: The lolly walking-sticks. They’re a sort of present
we have every vear when they come down.
powp: Beats me. [Abandoning the puzzle] Anyway, what's
it matter, LOMOITrow’s the thing. That is, if you'll still
come with me after the cracks I've made. Will you?
pussa: Yes. I'd—like to.
powp: What did he say your name was again?
pusBa: Bubba Ryan.
powp: Bubba? Is that what they call you? [As she nods)

vou in the cradle, too.

Seems to me they're keeping ) .
[ They look at one another in @ moment of perfect understanding.]

What's your real name?
puBBA: [softly] Kathic.
powp: Kathie? Well, t

[He smiles at her and she responds.
manufactured briskness, to prevent oo su

Hey. look at the time! I'll have to be shi

to the arch and calling] Barney! [ Warmly,

let him make all the arrangements, ch?
pusBa: Try to stop him.
[BARNEY re-enters the house Sfrom the front t
pown: Look, I'm goin’. I told the boys I'd be
by seven. Past that now.
BARNEY: Righto. You'd better

~a joke

hat’s what I'll call you. Okay?

Then, with a rather
dden an entanglement:]
ftin’. [ Moving up
{o BUBBA] we'll

erandah. )
at the London

say goodbye to him first.
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)

[DOWD mOoves towards the front door as BARNEY yells ubsta |
. g ( wstairs,

1

Roo. Johnnie's goin now. | Turning back] Evervthing
g

settled?
pOWD': Yeah. We're relying on you to fix the details
BARNEY [earnestly] You leave it to me. I'll meet you Young
and Jackson's tomorrer morning half past ten: by ::4:
I'll have it all lined up. Eh? : _
powp: Fine. [Smiling over at BUBBA| And you'll tell Kathie?
parney: Kath—? [Following the line of powp's gaze E:.\
realising] Oh yes, yes. Course I will. =
[ROO comes downstairs, towel over his shoulder, face half
shaved. ] , :
Ah! [Brightening mechanically] Johnnie’s got to go now
- 5 s
Roo.
roo: I heard yer.
pown: Well, hooray, Roo, I'll sec you tomorrer
roo: Yeah.
powp: Any message you want me to give the boys?
roo: Oh ... you know . .. just give ’em all the best
DOWD tell 'em to keep out of mischief, eh?
[There is a general polite laugh. BARNEY claps DOWD on the
back.]
- o ARl ’
BARNEY: C’mon, I'll see you to the gate. [As they move off |
> Bask? Thae +hi % w2
woc r:os_\ the way back? The best thing you can do is go
lown to the corner; and if you don’t pick up a cab by the
time a tram comes, grab that, it’ll take you into the city
in about five minutes. :
[They exit. ROO’s stare lurns lo BUBBA, who is watching
DOWD off through the window.) ,
rROO: What are you doing here, Bub?
BUBBA: Barney brought me in.
R0O: To meet him?
BUBBA: Yes.
mw:ﬁ « ‘_Emkzzw quietly to the arch] Has he gone?
0: e M: . CER. COMN o et > .
: Yeah. Made quite a picnic of it; got Bubba in to meet
him, too.
OLIVE: 'L, ar ‘aulious idn’
'E: "Lo, darl. [Cautiously] Didn’t scem such a bad sort
of kid, really.
ROO: c 7elD ) . . oL
5 owd: _.-: not blamin® him. This is Barney's doin’
1¢ cooked this up. : .

e —_




ACT TWO

ouivie: Well, it doesn’t matter much, anyway, does it?
ROO: | fac her with repressed anger] Olive, vou .;:::c :__::
he's done. He’s forced me _:,,::,r__: Dowdie right nto
this house in the lay-off and forced me to—to knuckle
under to him. iy .
[ He halts, unable to express his frustration.) . .
oLive: All right. You know best. Only mo:,— make :::.nu
anv worse than they are. I've .,.__.‘».N.:_v. got Emma moanin
in the kitchen, and Pearl bawlin® her eyes out upstairs,
That's enough to handle .
r00: What's wrong with Pearl? g ki _
oLIVE: [laying the :;5&?.27 BUBBA \.:.Q:E her] : . ,c: nm.: t
make head or tail of it. Something about ..w..:v asking
her to send her a_::,n_:ﬁ. to the races ._wmdo_::..
puBBa: [abruptly] He didn’t ask her, he asked me.
oLive: To go to the races?
[BUBBA nods and c..:.:.?:.m\:.._ I )
Aah—kittens! It’s all fellers - _.r:.:ﬁ s.c,:m_w. .‘A_ 1
; aces with a crowd of fellers. He's havin’ a loan

girl to the r
of yer. 1 B Ve .
sussa: He’s not. And it isn’t all fellers, it’s just us. U
and Johnnie.
[oL1VE shoots a glance al ROO. | o
ro0: Us and Johnnie? Did he tell you that:

BUBBA: Yes. : IO M
200: The two of them had it arranged before vc:_»_“:r.
susea: Well, Barney asked me first, and ::.:._c/,_,:. a_..i._v
ROO: [seething] As thick as thieve ! _?W_c:ﬁw*._vog_: o
see? Workin® it out between ::.3_1 : _o.o % o Hustiy
that's what they are. Well, that’s the _:\ . e
A ; : ] > fro )
throwing his towel to OLIVE and moving towards the N
; ) sl
yelling] Barney! Come n :.n.:. IS e P
OLIVE: [ following and temporising] Maybe y've g

mixed up. o L e A
R0o: No. they ain’t. I know what his m;:_z 15
i of this / > back some place. ..
two get out of this, down the back | e

, \:.(,.:.E_

_:.,:ﬂ./._.u.E::,,,\:::e\\_v:ﬁ... Ez\ :..E:.,\ “M« %E.ia\z:
the verandah, where he pauses for a moment a )
angry voices. |

BUBBA: [ frightened| Roo. ..

{

SCENE TWO

[ won't have any fightin’, do you hear? Argue il

OLIVE: . ..
vou want to, but no fightin’.
xc\:. You stay out of 1t.

ouve: Roo. .. |
roo: [roaring] Getout: = pes
[(She exits hastily with Bt BBA. BARNEY appears in doorway.
ROO grabs him by the \Q\m\; of his coat and hawks him inside.
with a savage exclamation. ] . o

paRNEY: Now, easy on, Roo, I'm a bit full. ,

RoO: [shaking him, in a low voice of fury] Don’t you try and
put that drunk stunt over on me. | _.,.:cs. you had to have
beer to get you through what you've done, but I know
how much you've had. I know!

[With a powerful heave, he sends BARNEY across the room
towards the mantelpiece. BARNEY staggers and then recovers
his balance, faces ROO. His drunkenness drops from him like
a cloak.]

BARNEY: [white-faced] All right. So I brought Dowdie—

roo: [advancing] Yes. You brought Dowdic. And don't
think I don’t know the reason why.

BARNEY: For your own good.

roo: Liar! Filthy, upjumped, rotten liar!

BARNEY: [nettled] Now, let me get a word in-

ROO: A man oughta cut your tongue out.

[BARNEY turns from him with disgust.)
And the way you did it . . . you just had to show him how
low I'd sunk, let him see me covered in stinkin’ paint.
BARNEY: What are you suddenly, a flower or somethin’?
He’s seen you in the fields, n *arly naked, black as pitch. ..

ROO: [ fiercely] Yes, and so was he. Both of us sloggin’ it out
under the sun! Are you tryin’ to say it’s the same thing
as this: a job in a paint factory? Are yous:
more to it than that.

BARNEY: [furning away) Ah, there’

RoO: Well, you're
and—and lies
for once.

=>zz§..” [rounding on him] Righto then, here it is!
0 blind Je:

alous of youn
Yourself looked at be

> Anyway, there’s

s no use talking to you. . .
gunna talk. Not them lies and excuses
of yours, this time we'll have it fair dinkum

You're
g Dowd I reckon you ought to get
fore it’s too late.




ACT TWO

ROO: \U

BARNEY : [Kknowing he has gone too far but unable io
[hat’s all. And I'm not the only one says so!

ROO: Who else?

BARNEY: The boys. They weren't too pleased whe
walked out on them up there, y'know. They
pleased at all. And I'm drummin’ yer, you don’( pu
socks up pretty quick, vou’re gunna find next se
ouwr mob have got a new ganger for keeps.

rROO: Dowd?

BARNEY: Yeah, Dowd!

ROO: [deceptively quiet] And thats why you brought him
here, ¢h? So’s I could make it up with him and get back
on top with the boys?

BARNEY: Course it is.

ROO: [springing the trap] Maybe you thought I could turn
the trick at the races tomorrer, on a little party cooked
up between you and Dowd-—with Bubba as a bait!

BARNEY: [quickly] Oh, that. I—I was makin’ a switch.

ROO: [explosively] You was makin® a switch right enough!
Your money’s runnin’ out, you know you can’t put the
bite on me any more, and so here’s the new champion, all
loaded and ready. And it wasn’t enough to chase after
him up north after I walked out on the gang, now you're
aimin’ to get him in here for the lay-off as well.

BARNEY: [dangerously] You reckon I'd work a point like
that?

ROO: You'd do that and worse. 'Coz you're a slimy little
leech that won’t even drop off when it’s got its belly full.

[BARNEY charges him with a roar. ROO grapples with him
wholeheartedly and swings him out on to the back verandah. A
confused mélée of crashing pot plants, blows, and swaying ferns
ensues, only part of it visible. OLIVE rushes in, followed by
EMMA, BUBBA and PEARL.

oLve: Roo, stop it; stop it, Roo.

EMMA: Keep away from them, Olive.

OLIVE: [al the French windows) You want to murder him?

EMMA: Pair of flamin’ larrikins! :

OLIVE: [moving out of sight on the verandah] Let him go. wooh

EMMA: You wanna fight, why don’t you get out in the street:

{y sti V_ Go on.

retreat _

n You
‘eren’y
Il your
ason thay
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LIVE: Roo !
= [ The above lines are S.ES\‘\\Q\,\,«: the effect of agitated violence,
dominated by the last screaming of ROO’s name. He now comes
back into view, breathing heavily, but unmarked. pEARL and
BUBBA walch, white-faced and scared, as he moves into the
room. |

gmMA: Lucky I didn’t go straight for the cops.

[oLIVE appears with BARNEY. He has obviously had the worst
of the encounler. OLIVE assists him down to an armchair, then
speaks tremblingly to R0O.]

oLive: Any more of that and the two of you will sleep out
in the gutter for the night. Men your age, you oughta
have more sense. What do you think you're up to,
anyway?

rOO: [controlled] This is no business of yours, Olive.

OLIVE: [her temper stirring] Oh, isn’t it? I'm s’posed to sit out
in the back while you kick one another to pieces, I s’pose?
[ 7o roo] And why? All because you had one rotten season
up north.

rOO: It ain’t that at all.

BARNEY: It is. [Swaying to his feet] Why don’t you be a man
and admit it?

OLIVE: [sharply] Who wants him to admit it? It doesn’t
matter.

BARNEY: [inflamed] Oh yes, it does. Would he have walked
out on his own gang if it hadn’t mattered? [7o roO]
Come on. You wanted me to be fair dinkum about Dowd,
let’s see you square off the same way.

OLIVE: [angry and puzzled] What do you want him to say—
that Dowd did a better job than he did?

BARNEY: [straight on the nail] Yes.

OLIvE: Righto. Roo had a bad back. Next season when he
goes up, his back’ll be better, and he’ll beat Dowd.

[BARNEY gives a mechanical ““Ha ha ha” of derision. OLIVE
snaps. |
What’s so funny about that?

BARNEY: [taunting] Ask him. He'll tell you.

R00: No, T think that’s up to you.

[He charges across at BARNEY, pushing OLIVE out of the way.
He savagely whips BARNEY's arm up behind his back, and

B —




ACT TWO

forces him to his knees, facing the women.)
It's your lie—you tell ’em!

BARNEY: [his face contorted with pain] Aah—cut it out.

ROO: [increasing the pressure] Tell ‘em.

BARNEY: [gasping] He-—he never had a bad back.

[Still holding him, ROO speaks over his head to the women
through gritted teeth.]

roo: Did you hear that? No strain, nothin’. Dowd did ,
better job than me because he’s a better man than [ am.
That's what he wanted you to know!

[He shoves BARNEY Sorcibly from him and the smaller man
spins around on the floor, grasping his arm and crying out from
an indefinable sense of loss and repentance.]

BARNEY: You damned fool-—do you think I would have
told them?

ro0: Well, it’s about time they knew what they was dealin’
with anyway, a coupla lousy no-hopers!

[BARNEY's head jerks around and ROO’s eyes glint as he sees
a weapon for revenge.)
Yeah—you, the great lover that’s never had a knock back.
Tell ’em how lucky you’ve been lately.

BARNEY: [almost pleading] Don’t, Roo.

ROO: [leaning down to seize him by the lapels] This is gunna be
good! How about the two waitresses at the Greek cafe?
BARNEY: [frying to twist aside to escape what is coming] 1 never

went near them.

ROO: [halding him firmly] You did, they told me. And laughed
fit to kill themselves. A fine performance that must have
been!

BARNEY: They lied about it.

ROO: [dragging him up and shaking him)] Yeah? And I s’pose
Mis Kelly lied when she had you thrown out of the Royal
pub? N’ the cook at Adam’s, she was lyin’, and the little
New Australian woman, and Skinny Linton’s missus. All
of them Wing, and you're still the best there is—like hell
you are!

BARNEY: [learing himself free, blazing] That’s enough, Roo.

ROO: [towering above him] And Nancy— after seventeen years,
you couldn’t even hold Nancy!

BARNEY: You dirty rotten—

SCENE TWO S

[Angn beyond measure, he seizes the object nearest to his hand.
It is the vase containing, among others, the seventeenth doll.
This he swings at ROO’s head, but the big man rips it from
his hands and throws it away into the centre of the room,
smashing vase and scattering dolls. OLIVE gives a strangled
¢cry and BUBBA rushes towards her. There is a sudden silence.
OLIVE sinks to her knees and picks up the seventeenth doll, holds
it close. BUBBA runs up to the windows and exits by the back
verandah. The others are unmoving.) 3
END OF ACT TWO




