
One Girl, One Dream
A stage musical by
Colin Hume
Characters
VIOLA:
12.  Intelligent, sensitive - just wants to help everyone.

CANDY:
36.  Viola's mother.  Delusional, immoral, wants her own way.

STORE DETECTIVES:


GARY:
40.  An old friend of Candy's.  Caring and sensible.

FRAN:
18.  Viola's sister.  A bit too much like her mother.

EDWARD:
18-25.  Fran's fiancé.  Straightforward and likeable.

HARRY:
Homeless man, very negative.

MR PARKINSON:
30's-40's.  School teacher - good with his pupils.

ADRIANO:
Schoolboy, streetwise and fun - uses long words.

OLIVER:


XANDER:


JADE:
Fun-loving, rather wacky.

WENDY:
Very studious.

YOLANDA:


BELINDA:


CAROLINE:


DEBORAH:


MR KIMBERLEY:
30's-60's.  Building site manager.  Aggressive - needs to be in control.

RICKY:
20's-40's.  Willing worker but always ready for an argument.

NATHAN:
Quiet but intense.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
40's-60's.  Flower shop owner.  Effusive and dithery.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
40's-60's.  Elderly and eccentric man.

LOUISA:
Nervous but with a heart of gold.

SIDNEY:
30's-60's.  Nightclub Manager.

BILL:
Nightclub bouncer.  Not very bright.

BEN:
His brother: ditto.

URBAN:
20's-30's.  Fun and lively, but always ready to take advantage of an inexperienced younger woman.

INSPECTOR:


POLICEMAN:


DOORMAN:


SLOW JOGGER:
Totally unsuited to jogging.

TRAINER:


COURIER:
Motor bike gear.

MR CHANDLER:
Senior manager: cold, impersonal.

JENKINS:
Mr Chandler's secretary.

KIDS, CATS, CHORUS:
Many parts

RUNNING TIME:
2¼ hours? 

              ACT 1
Scene 1:  Street.

The scenes are designed to play without breaks, with the actors or stage crew moving things as required.  A row of cages across the stage near the back but with room for people to kneel behind and be hidden, strong enough for two people to stand on, which are used in the Cat Shelter but also as the shelving in the Flower Shop and the Nightclub stage.  Initially these are hidden by a cut-out showing a panorama of London.  The sets are intended to be representational rather than realistic.

SONG:
"Welcome to London"

CHORUS:
(Boys)  Welcome, welcome.
(Girls)  Welcome, welcome.
(Men)  Welcome, welcome.
(Women)  Welcome, welcome.
(All)  Welcome to London town.
Welcome to London.  Welcome to freedom.
No matter what you want it's here in the stores.
Indian spices, all kinds of vices,
and if you've got the money, it's all yours.
All-night shopping, all-night bopping:
You might be dancing with the latest star.
You feel clever, but you never
find out who your neighbours are, so,
Welcome to London.  Welcome to crowding,
But you won't find us living anywhere else.
No mistake it's a beautiful place,
if you don't mind the pace at the top.
There's a prize to be won, take your place in the sun,
but you know that you never can stop.

SOLO:
Sometimes it's peaceful to walk by the riverside,
Sensing the majesty of those bygone days.
Safe in the past where the future cannot harm it
This is my city!  This is my stronghold!
This is the London that I have always known!

CHORUS:
Welcome to London.  Welcome to danger!
It's not a place where you can walk in your sleep.
Keep your eyes open!  Think for yourself!
You gotta run with the wolves now, not the sheep.
It's our city; it's so pretty
But don't be blinded by the tourist guides.
While you're merry, you're unwary,
and that's where the danger hides, so,
Welcome to London.  Welcome to greatness!
It's still the finest city you'll ever find.
Come and see all the wonders with me:
it's the greatest display anywhere.
From Westminster to Bow, there are places to go:
Just be sure that you're taking your share.

They do a dance routine.  Towards the end Candy and Viola enter, weighed down with suitcases, and the chorus repeat part of the first verse, singing to them rather than to the audience.

CANDY:
Welcome to London, Viola.  This is where our life changes for the better - the world at our fingertips.

VIOLA:
But I was happy living in Seaford.

CANDY:
Seaford's just a has-been, a seaside resort with no future. Stop sulking, we're staying here and that's that.

Viola seems about to cry; Candy puts down her cases and attempts to comfort her.

CANDY:
London's full of rich people, and that's what we're gonna be, as soon as I get you out on the audition circuit - you'll make us rich!

VIOLA:
Mum I can't act.  They made me the back end of a donkey at school!  I'm not a star.  I like maths and science!

CANDY:
You've only taken one test in your life and it was a fluke you got an "A".

VIOLA:
I'm never at one school long enough to take a test.  I'm smart!  I've been told I'm smart!

CANDY:
Oh yeah?  What's 4+4?

VIOLA:
8.

CANDY:
What's 8+8?

VIOLA:
16.

CANDY:
Okay, what's 17 times 64 - - (Viola is clearly working it out, so Candy gradually adds more to the equation)  divided by 3  - -  timesed by 300, add 6, divided by 2  - -  point 4?  - -  Thought not.

VIOLA:
108,802.5

CANDY:
What?

VIOLA:
108,802.5

CANDY:
(stares at Viola)   - - Well, you're still gonna be Mama's little star!

VIOLA:
Mum!

CANDY:
One day you'll realise that I was right all along.  Now, do you mind running in that shop and  - -  er  - -  getting us some dinner?

VIOLA:
I hate being dishonest.  I'd rather starve than steal!

CANDY:
What is it with you these days?  Since you turned twelve all you do is argue.  Gawd knows what you'll be like as a teenager!  All right, I'll go!  Don't move from this spot.

VIOLA:
(calling after Candy)  Mum, I thought you said this is where our life changes  - -  for the better!

SONG:
"All I want to do is change the world"

VIOLA:
Everywhere I go it seems I'm living for the moment.
Never time to matter, never time to settle down.
Every time I think that I can call a place my home,
Off we will rush to a new town.
Everywhere I go it seems I'm searching for an answer,
Looking for a reason that will make some sense to me.
I still expect to have an effect
On the people that I meet each day,
And the others far away.


All I want to do is change the world.
Give a hand to people when they need me.
Surely there must be something I can do,
Even though it won't be easy.
There is so much beauty all around.
Why can't everybody learn to share it?
Somebody must know why these things are so.
Why won't they explain it to this girl?
All I want to do is change the world.


Even though I'm not the kind of girl my mother wanted,
 There must be a reason why I happen to exist.
Why can't I forget about the problems of the world?
Why can't I be like my sister?
No-one asked me how I felt about this move to London:
Big and loud and dangerous, with strangers everywhere.
 I need a friend that I can depend on,
To help me carry out my task.
Surely that's not much to ask!


Repeat chorus.

Everyone joins in the second verse and chorus.

Candy rushes out of the shop.

CANDY:
Viola!  Run!

They grab their cases and rush off; two store detectives come out of the shop looking for her.  General commotion with people pointing this way and that, while the scene is changed.

Scene 2:  Gary's flat.

Downstage to one side, minimal props.

Doorbell rings.  Gary answers it.

GARY:
Hi Candy!  Hi Viola!  Hey, you've grown since last time.

Viola looks exhausted, and both are a little out of breath.

VIOLA:
Gary, you say that every time you see me.

GARY:
And every time it's true.

VIOLA:
Kinda boring though.

GARY:
Oh, all right.  Hey, you're growing a second head - that's great!

VIOLA:
(laughing and punching him)  Stop it.

GARY:
(laughing)  Sit down before you fall down.  Want some juice?

VIOLA:
No thanks.

GARY:
(to Candy)  Wine?

CANDY:
Oh yes!

Viola and Candy sit down; Gary hands out drinks.

GARY:
Have you found out about schools yet?

CANDY:
Nah, I thought we'd just leave it for the moment.

GARY:
Candy, I said you've got to take her to school.  If you're staying under my roof, she goes to school.

CANDY:
Don't start, Gary!

Doorbell rings; Gary answers it.

GARY:
Fran, what are you doing here?

FRAN:
(entering)  Hi Mum!

CANDY:
You made it!  Where's your bags?

GARY:
Bags?  I thought it was only you and Viola?

CANDY:
Why would you think that?  We're a unit.

EDWARD:
(entering carrying suitcases.)  Hi sir, I'm Edward.

FRAN:
My soon-to-be husband!

CANDY:
(excited)  What!

Fran  shows Candy the ring.

CANDY:
Oh my God, this is so emotional!  Oh, we have to celebrate. (screams)  Pull up a chair!

VIOLA:
Fran!  That's fantastic!

CANDY:
Gary we need more glasses!

GARY:
Engaged!  Wow!  So I suppose you've got your own place sorted out then?  Want a hand with your stuff?

FRAN:
Mum?

CANDY:
Oh, Gary, grumpy Gary, she's my baby; I said she could stay here with us.  We're a unit.

FRAN:
And Edward?!

GARY:
We agreed on just you and Viola.  This is a one bedroom flat!  Where are you all going to sleep?

CANDY:
Well, Fran and Edward can have the sofa!  Viola's fine on the chair, I'll bunk with you  - - -  we got nowhere else to go.

GARY:
(looks at Viola who is clearly exhausted)  Okay, but you have to get a job, and Viola goes to school Monday morning.

CANDY:
Great!  Let's celebrate!  To the unit!

Everyone cheers.  Viola looks out of the window.

VIOLA:
What's wrong with that man?

EDWARD:
Ah, he's homeless.

VIOLA:
Homeless like us?

CANDY:
No!  This is our home now.  That's someone who didn't make it in life.  But my girls are gonna make it.

FRAN:
I'm already half-way there: CV growing by the day, and an audition lined up for this weekend.

CANDY:
What have you applied for?

FRAN:
(sarcastic)  To be a star of course.

GARY:
What specifically?

FRAN:
A singer.

CANDY:
Ooh!   Where?

FRAN:
A nightclub in town.

GARY:
What!?  No!  That's a  - -  You're too young for that!

FRAN:
I'm eighteen!  I'm an adult!  And who do you think you are anyway?  My father?

GARY:
Fran, this is my home: if you're going to stay here...

FRAN:
You know what? This whole arrangement sucks.  Edward, let's go!

VIOLA:
Fran!

FRAN:
Goodnight!

She storms out.  Edward looks at the others with embarrassment, shrugs, then picks up the suitcases and follows her.

Scene 3:  Street.

Fran and Edward walk around the stage.  The cut-out panorama is seen in silhouette and the only lights are overhead spots on the three characters, so the school scene can be set during this.

FRAN:
This is the other side of London from the tourist guides, isn't it.  Cold and dark, and the only people around are homeless - like us.

EDWARD:
Don't give up.  At least we're together.  Kinda wish we hadn't walked out though.

FRAN:
I've had enough of people dictating my life.  We're starting our own.

Harry appears out of the darkness and touches Fran's arm - she jumps.

HARRY:
Homeless!  Homeless!  Won't you help me?

FRAN:
Get off!

EDWARD:
Sorry, friend, we're homeless too.  Wish we could help you.

HARRY:
You're new, aren't you.

EDWARD:
New to London, yes.

HARRY:
New to being homeless.  I've seen 'em before - they all start off thinking they'll escape.  Soon enough you'll be like me!

FRAN:
Never!

HARRY:
What's the difference?

FRAN:
The difference is that you've given up.

HARRY:
So will you eventually.  Just you wait and see.  Once you're homeless, there's no way to go but down.

EDWARD:
What's your name?

HARRY:
Harry.  Homeless Harry!

EDWARD:
Well Harry, I...

HARRY:
Don't you try and give me advice - I've heard it all before.  (He exits shaking his head.)
EDWARD:
But surely there must be  - -  (He realises it's no use talking to Harry.)
FRAN:
Never mind him - what about us?!  We're in London; I want to settle down, have a family, live in a nice big house  - -  I want it all now, not next year. We need money!  I want to be happy!

EDWARD:
We can be, just you and me; we don't need a big house!

FRAN:
Don't get all mushy!  You don't even have a job.

EDWARD:
I did have, but I left it to come here with you.  I'm gonna get another one though.  They always need builders!  Look at all this - somebody built it.

FRAN:
Yeah, five hundred years ago.

EDWARD:
There's plenty of new development going on.  Over there - that's a building site, just started.  Bet they could use a bricklayer.

FRAN:
Okay but what about tonight?

EDWARD:
We'll find somewhere.  Come on.  (as they walk across the stage and exit)  I know we're gonna be just fine.  You're great!  We're gonna have a nice family, and one day we can have a nice big house.  We'll have six kids, five dogs, and a goose, just because I like the way they do that waddle walk.
Scene 4:  School.

The kids rush on excitedly (while the panorama is removed); Viola comes in last, unsure of herself.

MR PARKINSON:
(friendly but firm)  All right, all right, calm down!  In your places, you animals!

He pretends to crack a whip at them and they sit at their desks, some of them imitating lions.  Viola is left standing.

MR PARKINSON:
I want to introduce a new classmate.  This is Viola; she comes from Seaford.  Where do you think Seaford is?  (No response)  Come on, use your brains if you've got any!

Wendy puts her hand up.

WENDY:
Is it in the sea?

Laughter from the other kids.

MR PARKINSON:
Would that be a good place for a town?

OLIVER:
Maybe she's a mermaid.

YOLANDA:
No, those are definitely legs.

WENDY:
By the sea.

MR PARKINSON:
Yes.  It's a seaside town but anyone know where abouts?

Wendy puts her hand up.


Someone other than Wendy, for a change.

Jade puts her hand up.


Yes, Jade?

JADE:
In the South?

MR PARKINSON:
Very good.  Just south of London. Sorry Viola, I didn't mean to leave you on display.  You can sit next to Adriano.

Adriano waves and she sits next to him, still looking very cautious.


I'm afraid you've got some catching up to do.  Let me just go and find you some books.

He exits.  Viola sits with her head down; the other kids stare at her.

SONG:
"What are you doing here?"

JADE:
(rather aggressively)  What you doing here?

VIOLA:
Wishing I was somewhere else.

JADE:
We don't want you if it's clear you don't want to be here.

WENDY:
She'll slow us down.

VIOLA:
No I won't.

WENDY:
We'll have to keep repeating things instead of moving on.

ALL:
You're a stranger; we don't want you; We don't like your hair.

JADE:
Why don't you go back to Seaford?  They won't mind you there.

CAROLINE:
You don't talk the same as us.

JADE:
Your clothes are really weird.

ALL:
It would be best if you simply disappeared.

ADRIANO:
Now hold on guys, we're not giving her a chance.
I bet that she can do things that we can't.

JADE:
(spoken)  Like what?

ADRIANO:
It's not much fun to find that you're all alone,
But surely we can make her feel at home.

VIOLA:
My home is so open and peaceful, standing beside the sea.
But I will try to live in London; just explain the rules to me.

JADE + BELINDA:
Our home is a capital city, finest in all the land.
But if you want to learn about it, we could help you understand.

VIOLA:
Could it be I could see London Town through different eyes?

ADRIANO:
Could it be you and me: friends - to our surprise?

ALL BUT VIOLA:
Maybe we ought to be not so quick to criticise.

ALL:
Could it be you and me: friends - to our surprise?

ADRIANO:
(stands up and bows to Viola.)  Your humble servant, madam.

VIOLA:
You what?

ADRIANO:
It's an affectation of mine, to treat everyone as a lady or gentleman until proven otherwise.

VIOLA:
You talk kinda funny.

ADRIANO:
That's 'cause I'm "heducated", unlike you.

CAROLINE:
What's it like in Seaford?

VIOLA:
Oh, it's beautiful.  Watching the sea shining in the morning, going for long walks on the downs...

BELINDA:
Sounds really boring to me.

DEBORAH:
So what do you think of London?

VIOLA:
It's big, and it's loud  - -  but I only got here a few days ago.  Maybe I'll like it here.

ADRIANO:
Of course you will.  I surmise there will be a lot more to do here than in Seaford.  What do you enjoy most?

VIOLA:
Helping other people.

Groans and cries of disbelief from the other children.

JADE:
How boring!  That's not fun at all.

ADRIANO:
Well, that's very  - -  er  - -  laudable of you.  But you have to look out for yourself in this world.

CAROLINE:
Especially in London!

VIOLA:
So why are you being friendly if you just want to look out for yourself?

ADRIANO:
Ah, there you have me.  All I can say is that occasionally my actions are at variance with my philosophy of life.

Mr Parkinson enters with a pile of books.

MR PARKINSON:
I think these are all you'll need Viola.  All right gang, it's time for History.

Groans from the kids.

YOLANDA:
But sir, you said you'd tell us about the trip.

MR PARKINSON:
Oh, so I did.  It's part of your Social Awareness programme.  I was presented with several very worthy suggestions  - -  watching a Parliamentary debate,

More groans and sighs.


visiting a Magistrates' Court,

More groans.


perhaps even attending a lecture at the British Library  - -

Even louder groans and shocked protests.


but eventually I decided on a trip to a Cat Shelter!

Cheers and general excitement.


That won't be for a month though, so you can forget about it for the moment, and back to History.

OLIVER:
Will we be allowed to  - -  stroke them?

MR PARKINSON:
Yes Oliver, I'm pretty sure you will.

Cheers from the kids as they settle down to the lesson; underneath it all they get on very well with Mr Parkinson.

Scene 5:  Building Site Office.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(not  looking up from  his work)  Name?

EDWARD:
Oh,  er  - -  Edward.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Ed, you been a builder long?

EDWARD:
It's Edward.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(looking up)  If you're working for me you'll be Ed from now on.

EDWARD:
Oh.  Right.  A couple of years, down in Seaford.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Well this is London, not Seaford.

EDWARD:
Yeah, but bricks are still bricks.

MR KIMBERLEY:
You getting smart wiv' me, son?

EDWARD:
No, not at all.  Just try me out; I can do the job.

MR KIMBERLEY:
You telling me what to do?

EDWARD:
No!   I...

MR KIMBERLEY:
Well?

EDWARD:
I  - -  I'm speechless.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Good.  Don't want no arguments.  Right, I'll deal with the paperwork later - let's get out and kick them idle layabouts into gear.

Scene 6:  Building Site.

Mr Kimberley leads Edward onto the site.  Several workmen are idly working.

MR KIMBERLEY:
C'mon!  Get to work!

RICKY:
Well we ain't standing here for fun mate.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Don't give me none of your lip Ricky. This is Ed - put him to work!  See if he can lay bricks in a straight line.

He glares at them all and exits.

RICKY:
Hi, Ed, good to meet you.  (Shakes his hand.)  You a brickie?

EDWARD:
Brickie, plumber, even a plasterer if I have to.

RICKY:
Sweet.  Don't worry about Mr Kimberley, that's just the way he is.

NATHAN:
We're all sick of the way he treats us.  Didn't anybody warn you?

EDWARD:
Well  - -

NATHAN:
How many places turned you down before you came here?

EDWARD:
Er  - -  Six.

NATHAN:
Thought so.  Nobody comes here if they've got somewhere else to go.

Agreement from the other workers.

EDWARD:
He can't be that bad.

NATHAN:
You'll soon find out!

Scene 7:  Nightclub.

In darkness, just overhead spots on the characters.

SIDNEY:
All right, darlin', you can sing, I'll give you that.  But it's more a question of whether you'll appeal to our clientele.

FRAN:
(provocatively)  I'll give it all I've got.

SIDNEY:
That'll do nicely.  I'll give you a try-out on Friday. If the customers like you, we'll discuss your future here.

FRAN:
Great!

SIDNEY:
Now, you'll come in through the front - we don't have nothing fancy like a stage door here.  Oh and  - -

He whistles.  Bill and Ben walk on, very slowly and deliberately.

SIDNEY:
These are our bouncers - er - security personnel - Bill and Ben.

FRAN:
The flowerpot men?!

BILL:
(grabbing her arm)  Don't call us that.

BEN:
(grabbing her other arm)
BEN:
(grabbing her other arm)  If people call us that  - -

They pick her up by her arms and carry her struggling across the stage towards the exit.

BILL:
- -  we bounce them.

SIDNEY:
Easy boys! -  This is Fran - - the new singer.

BILL:
No bounce?

SIDNEY:
No bounce.

BEN:
Right, boss.

They release her reluctantly; she straightens herself up, glares at the bouncers and tries to make a dignified exit.

BILL:
Very nice.

BEN:
Yeah.

Scene 8:  Gary's Flat.

Viola is in pyjamas watching television.  Gary enters in dressing gown and pyjamas; Viola switches it off.

GARY:
Good morning Viola.

VIOLA:
Morning Gary.  Hardly seen you all week.

GARY:
I know - we've got a rush job on at work.  So how's it going?

VIOLA:
Mr Parkinson says I've got a lot of catching up to do.

GARY:
That's what all this moving does for you.  But if you want to be a scientist, you need to work at it.

VIOLA:
I know.

GARY:
Or you could be an actress!

VIOLA:
Don't!  Once Mum's got an idea in her head she won't let it go.

GARY:
Yeah, I know.

VIOLA:
I wish there was someone to listen to what I want.  Like a Dad.  I've never had a Dad.

GARY:
I've never had a daughter.

They hold a long look, then Gary breaks it off.


So what's he like, your teacher?

VIOLA:
Oh, he's fun.  We all like him.  But he's lonely - I wish I could help him.

GARY:
Did he say that?

VIOLA:
No, teachers don't say that sort of thing.  I just  - -  knew.

GARY:
Really?

VIOLA:
A woman in Seaford said it was  - -  er  - -  something-pathy.

CANDY:
(entering, wearing would-be-seductive night-wear)  Telepathy?!

VIOLA:
No, it wasn't that.

CANDY:
You keep out of my mind, you hear me!

GARY:
Empathy?

VIOLA:
That's it.

GARY:
Means you can feel what other people are feeling.

CANDY:
I wouldn't fancy that!

GARY:
(laughing)  No, it wouldn't help you much.  Any luck with the job?

CANDY:
Not a thing.  I've been to twelve places, but nobody wants me.

VIOLA:
What about the flower shop?

CANDY:
What?

VIOLA:
On the main road just past the lights.  I was coming back from school yesterday and I started talking to Miss Floribunda...

CANDY:
Who?

VIOLA:
Woman who runs it - I think that's her name.

CANDY:
I've told you before - stop interfering in other people's lives.

VIOLA:
But she was outside watering the flowers, and I knew she wasn't happy about something.

GARY:
Empathy. It seems your daughter has quite a skill.

CANDY:
Too much, if you ask me!  Too much like telepathy.

GARY:
Seems to be somewhere between the two.

(Pause while they all look at each other.)

ALL:
Telempathy!

VIOLA:
Anyway I stopped to talk to her and she's finding it all too much.  She has to drive to some market really early every morning and it's just her at the shop all day so she's not getting home till really late.  You could help her.

CANDY:
Yeah, but can she afford to pay anyone?  I don't work for love.

GARY:
No, you wouldn't.

VIOLA:
Dunno.  But I said you'd come round Monday morning.

CANDY:
You've got a nerve!

VIOLA:
Mum, she needs someone and you need a job - work it out!

GARY:
Worth giving it a try.

CANDY:
All right.  (Beat.)  And how was your week, Gary?

GARY:
My week  - -  was fine.

CANDY:
I've never found out what you do for a living.

GARY:
Oh, it's really not  - -  Do you know anything about flowers?

Viola looks puzzled at his non-answer.

CANDY:
No, but I learn fast.  Wikipedia, here I come.  (Exits.)
VIOLA:
Are you happy there?

GARY:
At work?  I suppose so.  (Beat.)  Anyway, you think you'll settle in all right at school.

VIOLA:
S'pose so.

GARY:
What's your best subject?

VIOLA:
Maths and science.

GARY:
Mine too.  Strange, that.

SONG:
"Strange"

GARY:
You're a strange girl,
And I don't know what to make of you at all.
Nothing seems to fit.
With your strange ways you burst in upon my life
And you showed me there were other ways to live.
Now I see the world through different eyes.
All those things I never thought about.
Strange girl, strange girl, teach me more.
You're the friend I need.

VIOLA:
You're a  strange man,
Nothing like the other men my mother's known.
Where did she find you?
With your strange ways, as you hold yourself apart
And you watch us make a whirlwind of your life.
I still wonder why you took us in.
We're so different from the world you know.
All the same I'm glad you did: Glad to be your friend.

BOTH:
We're a strange pair,
but because we've known each other for so long,
we don't realise.
With our strange ways,
different background, different age,
We can somehow understand each other well.
We'll share problems if they come along.
There's so much that I could do for you.
I can face the world outside, If you'll be my friend.

Scene 9:  Flower Shop.

Flowers arranged on and in front of the cages, and some on a tall shelving unit to one side.  Possibly a sign somewhere: "Floribunda Flowers".

Miss Floribunda is dithering around the display of flowers.  Old-fashioned tinkling bell rings.  Candy enters, full of confidence, wearing a very floral dress.

CANDY:
Miss Floribunda?

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Oh, you must be Viola's mother.

CANDY:
Yes, I'm Candy.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Candy?

CANDY:
What a beautiful display!

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Thank you.  You've worked in a Flower Shop before, I take it.

CANDY:
Oh, I've  - -  yes, course I have.  Dozens of 'em.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
You may be the answer to my prayers.  Water these, will you, while I bring in some more stock.

She exits.  Candy looks about in confusion bordering on panic.  She sees a watering can on the tall shelving unit, walks over to get it, trips over a box on the floor, grabs for the shelf and falls over pulling a tray with two potted plants and the watering can on top of her.

CANDY:
Oh blimey!

She grabs a cloth and mops up the water, then stuffs the plants and soil roughly back into their pots.  One of them won't fit; she breaks bits off until it will, frequently looking over her shoulder to see whether Miss Floribunda is coming.  She moves the box that she tripped over to a new position, carefully puts the tray and plants back on the shelf, grabs the watering can and starts randomly spraying water over everything in sight.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
(entering with several cardboard boxes of cut flowers)  Take these from me, will you?

Candy takes the stack of boxes.

CANDY:
Where do you want them?

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Oh, somewhere at the back for the moment.

Candy moves unsteadily upstage, trips over the box she had moved, falls over and drops the lot.

CANDY:
Oh, Miss Floribunda, I'm really sorry.  I'm not usually like this.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
(helping her pick up the boxes)  I don't know who left that box there - such a silly place.  (puts it back in its original place)
CANDY:
Yes, isn't it.

They stack the boxes upstage.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
There are two boxes of Viola wittrockiana - open them up and arrange them nicely near the front.

CANDY:
Viola  -  -  what?

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Pansies.

CANDY:
Oh yes!  Of course  - -  Viola  - -  er  - -

As she is struggling to find the right boxes, the bell rings.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Oh no!  He talks for hours and then buys one tulip!

Doctor Jarvis enters.


(cautiously)  Doctor Jarvis!  Good morning.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
My dear Miss Floribunda, a delectable morning to you also.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
You must excuse me - I'm a bit busy at the moment.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
(taken aback)  Ah!

Candy mimes to Miss Floribunda that she would like to serve him; Miss Floribunda is obviously unconvinced but eventually nods; Candy comes forward like an opera singer taking a bow.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
But my assistant will serve you.  This is Sweetie.

CANDY:
Candy  - -  it's Candy.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Candy?  Bit of an odd name, what?

Miss Floribunda goes out for another stack of boxes.

CANDY:
I don't think so.  What can we do for you, Doctor Jarvis?

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Well, it's the wife's birthday tomorrow  - -  think it's tomorrow anyway.  Doesn't matter really - she's been dead ten years.

CANDY:
Er  - -  right.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Yes, popped off in the middle of my favourite TV programme - dashed inconsiderate, I call it.  Anyway, that's water over the bridge now, wouldn't you say?

CANDY:
I  - -  er  - -  so you want to buy her some flowers.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Yes, yes, that's the rough idea.   She always liked  - -  er  - -  blowed if I can remember what they're called.  Red ones, about this size.

CANDY:
Roses?

DOCTOR JARVIS:
No, no, I'd remember what a rose was called, wouldn't I!  It's called  - -  a rose, yes.  No, that's not it.

He starts to look around the display.


What are those?

CANDY:
Oh, those  - -  nice, aren't they.  Do you think she'd like them?

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Dunno really.  What are they?

CANDY:
Er  - -  pansies?

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Pansies?!  Course they're not pansies.  Those are pansies, down there.  Think I'm stupid, young lady?  What about those?

CANDY:
They're not red.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Eh?!  Oh, so they aren't.  Pretty though.

Miss Floribunda enters with another stack of boxes.

CANDY:
Yes, very.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Let me take those, Florrie.  (He takes them.)  I can see just where to put them, don't you worry.

He is heading straight for the box and we expect him to trip over it.  At the last moment he stops.


Actually, might be better back there.

He puts them with the other boxes upstage.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
I can help you now, Doctor.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
No, no, Sweetie and I are getting on just fine.

CANDY:
These are red, and about the right size.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Oh yes.  What are they, then?

Miss Floribunda is bursting to tell him, but Candy waves her back.

CANDY:
Those?  Oh yes, we're very fond of those.  They're  - - um  - - they're  - - oh, they're  - -  Streptococcus!

Miss Floribunda is horrified and tries to butt in, but Doctor Jarvis is delighted.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
That's it!  That's her favourite flower.  Or was it what she died of?  Anyway, not to worry, that's what I want.  A couple of dozen of those, will you.  I'll put 'em on her grave.  Couldn't remember where it was last year, but I expect it'll come to me eventually.

CANDY:
Don't you think you should have some in the house as well?  After all, that's where she would have put them.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Jolly good idea!  So, better make it four dozen.

Miss Floribunda is amazed, but manages to keep quiet.

CANDY:
Tell you what, there are sixty in a box - might as well...

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Yes, certainly, much easier to take the whole box.  I say, Florrie, I'll be coming back regularly from now on  - -  provided this young lady will be serving me.

Candy looks wryly at Miss Floribunda who hesitates, then reluctantly nods.

CANDY:
Doctor, I think I'll be working here for the foreseeable future.

Scene 10:  Cat Shelter.

A row of cages across the stage.

Mr Parkinson enters first, trying to hold back the kids as they follow.

MR PARKINSON:
Back, you rabble!  Let's have a bit of gentility, shall we?  Remember, they're doing us a favour, not the other way round.  Freeze!

LOUISA:
(very nervous and unsure)  Mr Parkinson?

MR PARKINSON:
Yes.

LOUISA:
I'm Louisa - I run the shelter.  And these are your dear little children?

Mr Parkinson looks dubiously at his pupils who are standing very still but looking everywhere.

MR PARKINSON:
Well, not mine personally, you understand.

LOUISA:
No, of course  - -  You're their teacher, I mean.

MR PARKINSON:
That's right.

LOUISA:
(still very nervous)  Well children, I hope you all like cats.

The kids all say they do.

OLIVER:
Can we stroke them, Miss?

LOUISA:
If you're careful, yes of course.  Let me just show you how to pick them up.  (She opens one of the cages while continuing to speak.)  All of these cats will be very friendly if you treat them right.  (She turns to face the audience, with a cat puppet cradled in her arms.)  Like that - one arm underneath them to support them, the other arm round them to make sure they don't fall.  Not too tight.  All right - choose your cats.

The kids are about to run across to the cages but Mr Parkinson gestures firmly to them and they move more calmly.

MR PARKINSON:
This is very kind of you  - -  er  - -  Louisa.

LOUISA:
(flustered)  Not at all - the cats love the attention, and it's nice for me to have some company now and then.

MR PARKINSON:
Are you  - -  here all the time then?

LOUISA:
Most of it.  I live just round the corner, and everybody knows where to find me if there are any problems.

MR PARKINSON:
Does your  - -  husband help with the cats too?

LOUISA:
Oh no.  I mean  - -  I don't have a husband.

MR PARKINSON:
Nor do I!  I mean - I don't have a wife.  Or even a cat.

LOUISA:
Oh, that's a shame.

MR PARKINSON:
(suddenly pulled back to reality)  Jade, I think your cat's upside-down.

JADE:
Oh yeah. so it is!  I was wondering where its head was.

Children laugh and start to bicker over the cats; the noise gets louder until Mr Parkinson quietens them

MR PARKINSON:
Now, now, we agreed best behaviour today.  I don't want you deafening the poor little things.

LOUISA:
Cats in a shelter are often shy and nervous.  I'll tell you how to deal with any other cats you might meet!

The kids line up each with a cat puppet cradled in their arms.  Some of them mime the actions Louisa mentions, such as a little old lady stroking her cat or a dog jumping up when a lead is waved.  Louisa starts the song quiet and shy, but she gradually becomes more animated: when she sings "He's a wild animal!" it comes out as a shriek and everyone jumps back in alarm.

SONG:
"Think like a Cat"

LOUISA:
It's very easy if you've got a dog.
You just show him his lead, and tell him that it's time for walkies.
But I should warn you: don't try the same technique on a cat!
He's a wild animal!
Let me tell you what you need to do:
You've got to think like a cat if you want to understand them.
That's the only way that you will stay on top.
Think like a cat every moment you are with them.
Make one mistake and down you drop!

KIDS:
You've got to think like a cat if you want to understand them.
That's the only way that you will stay on top.
Think like a cat every moment you are with them.
Make one mistake and down you drop!

LOUISA:
Sometimes you find that he's so friendly,
Rubbing up against you in a playful mood.
He seems the sort of cat who loves to be affectionate
But what does he want?

JADE:
His food?

LOUISA:
(spoken)  That's right!

LOUISA + KIDS:
You've got to think like a cat if you're hoping to outsmart him
Don't you give up he'll be waiting for that.
There's a chance you can lead him a dance
If you just learn to think like a cat.

The cats suddenly sit up in the kids' arms and start to sing; the kids look amazed, then impressed!  The Adult Chorus (offstage or hidden behind the cages) provide the cats' voices.

CATS:
When a cat's been prowling round the streets all morning
He just needs a chance to calm down.
Not a time for stroking, squeezing, poking:
Treating him like a clown.
You can keep your fussing and your interfering
Till later in the day

SOLO (BASS):
And if you just wait until he's had his dinner,
Maybe he'll let you play.

ALL:
You've got to think like a cat if you want to understand them.
That's the only way that you will stay on top.
Think like a cat every moment you are with them.
Make one mistake and down you drop!

LOUISA:
(spoken)  Now put the cats on top of the cages - you're going to need your hands for the next bit.

She demonstrates the way cats walk, and then the kids try to copy her.  Meanwhile the cat puppets on top of the cages do a dance routine.


You've got to walk like a cat if you want to understand them.
Looking like the owner of the neighbourhood.
Swanning about full of confidence and power.
No time for caution: that's no good!

ALL:
You've got to walk like a cat if you want to understand them.
Looking like the owner of the neighbourhood.
Swanning about full of confidence and power.
No time for caution: that's no good!

Louisa moves towards Mr Parkinson to demonstrate the actions in the next section; he's taken aback but decides to play his part.

LOUISA:
Two cats meeting for the first time
Seem like boxers in a ring.
They walk round in circles and they eye each other up.
And they're each out of reach
of the claws on the paws which can suddenly swing.

She clouts Mr Parkinson, is aghast for a moment, then continues playing her part.


Then they pretend to take no notice.
The other cat seems completely forgotten.
They wash themselves so casually,
But what they want to do is sniff each other's bottom!

Adriano kneels down and sniffs Wendy's bottom; she clouts him and he falls over.  Louisa is delighted.

ALL:
You've got to think like a cat if you're hoping to outsmart him
Don't you give up he'll be waiting for that.
There's a chance you can lead him a dance
If you just learn to think like a cat.

LOUISA:
(whispered)  Think like a cat!  Mmmmmmrowww!

During the applause the cats on top of the cages bow, wave to the audience and hug each other.

LOUISA:
You'd better put the cats back in their cages.  They've had enough excitement for one day - and so have you, probably.

As the kids put the cats back, Mr Parkinson is about to rush over to Louisa when he realises that she's reverted to her shy and nervous self.  He looks at her in confusion, and she doesn't know how to respond.

MR PARKINSON:
Time to go, kids.

Some kids complain, some thank Louisa, some take another look at the cats now back in their cages.

LOUISA:
(shy and nervous)  Well, you know, we're always open.

MR PARKINSON:
Thank you.  You're very kind.

LOUISA:
Your children would be very welcome.  And  - -  so would you, Mr Parkinson.

MR PARKINSON:
Alex.  It's Alex Parkinson.

LOUISA:
Thank you  - -  Alex.

He would like to say more, but the kids are lined up ready to go, so he goes to the head of the column.

MR PARKINSON:
All right, let's see if we can get back to school without losing too many of you.  Come on!

With a chorus of goodbyes the column moves off, Louisa watching them wistfully.

Scene 11:  Gary's Flat.

Gary is working on his lap-top.  Viola tiptoes in behind him and puts her hands over his eyes.

GARY:
Ah!  Is it an invasion from Mars?

VIOLA:
(saying "No" without opening her mouth)  Mmm-mmm.

GARY:
James Bond come to rescue me from the super-villain?

VIOLA:
Mmm-mmm.

GARY:
Must be my girl then!

He spins round, catches her and sits her on his lap.

VIOLA:
You're still working!  It's Saturday.

She tries to see what's on the lap-top screen but he quickly closes it.

GARY:
Some things just won't wait.

VIOLA:
But what do you do?

GARY:
Never you mind.

VIOLA:
Gary, why are you friends with my Mum anyway?

GARY:
(laughs, then pauses to think)  I suppose that's a good question.  I met her at a ceilidh in Coventry when I was at University, and really liked her, but  - -  (Beat.)  I'm one of her - - few - - (laughs to himself)  the only - - man that got away.

VIOLA:
Ah.

GARY:
I think because of that she trusts me, and we ended up being real friends.  I keep trying to sort her life out but she hates me interfering.

VIOLA:
Yeah, I know.

CANDY:
(entering with bags of shopping)  Hi!  Lovely day.  (She starts to empty the bags.)  Bought some lamb chops, and some asparagus and other good stuff  - -  and what do you think of this?  (She pulls out a dress.)  Classy, eh?

GARY:
Candy you're supposed to be saving money!

CANDY:
Oh Gary, you're so  - -  I don't know  - -  Beside it wasn't as much as you'd think.  (smirks)  I got a  - -  er  - -  discount - -

GARY:
Candy, tell me you didn't steal it.

CANDY:
Well  - -

GARY:
Candy!

CANDY:
Gary, stop being so...

GARY:
A shoplifter, in my flat!

CANDY:
It's no big deal - everybody does it.

GARY:
No they don't, and I don't want Viola mixed up with anything like that.

CANDY:
She's my daughter!

GARY:
Doesn't mean she has to turn out like you!

They confront each other, then Candy spins round and goes into the bedroom with the dress.

Scene 12:  Nightclub.

Tables, chairs, whatever the budget will afford.  The top of the cages now serves as a small stage for Fran to stand on.

SONG:
"I'm just the Nightclub Singer"

FRAN:
When it's late, and you've got some time to spare,
And the world seems too much for you to bear,
Come in here to the warm and friendly glow,
Where you can let down your hair
and listen to the rhythm of the music.


Think of me,  when you hear that music play.
Think of me, through your weary working day.
Think of me, when you're all alone at night.
Well you can think all you like,
but you won't ever get the chance to find out!


I'm just the nightclub singer,
Making you want what you never had.
I'm just the nightclub singer,
So tell your wife that you'll be late for dinner!


I'm not a real girl, I'm just an image,
Ready to feed your fantasy.
Girl in the spotlight, that's what you see,
but that's not me.


Do you know what I really think of you?
Do you care if my thoughts are really true?
Do you see all the thing I'm going through?
Or are there stars in your eyes,
And all you really notice is the singer?

FRAN + DANCERS:
I'm just the nightclub singer,
Making you want what you never had.
I'm just the nightclub singer,

FRAN:
So tell your wife that you'll be late for dinner!

Dance break.

FRAN + DANCERS:
When it's late and you've got some time to spare,
And the world seems too much for you to bear,
Come in here to the warm and friendly glow,
Where you can let down your hair
and listen to the rhythm of the music.

Applause from the customers.

FRAN:
Thank you!  Thank you very much!  Stick around - I'm on again in an hour's time.

She gets down from the stage and through the audience to where Sidney is standing.

FRAN:
Well?  How did I do?

URBAN:
What are you drinking, darlin'?

FRAN:
Oh, um  - -  White wine.

Urban goes over to the bar.

SIDNEY:
Pretty good.  They like you.  (gestures to Urban)  Just be careful.

FRAN:
I can look after myself.

SIDNEY:
I hope you can.  If your second spot goes as well as that I'll do you a three-month contract.

FRAN:
Awesome!

BEN:
(coming over to them)  She's good, boss.

SIDNEY:
She might bring in lots of customers.

BEN:
Yeah!  We'll be ready for them, won't we Bill?

BILL:
(coming over)  Yeah, course we will.  (Pause)  What?

BEN:
We'll be ready for lots of new customers.

BILL:
Yeah!  We'll throw 'em all out!

URBAN:
(returning with two glasses of wine)  That was a great act.

FRAN:
Thanks.

SIDNEY:
Who said anything about throwing 'em out?

BILL:
Well, that's what we do.

BEN:
We're bouncers.  We bounce people.

URBAN:
I'm Urban - been coming here a couple of years, but I've never seen you before.

FRAN:
Fran.  No, I'm new.  (She clinks her glass against his and they drink.)
SIDNEY:
Look you two, let me explain this once more.  You're here to protect the premises, and the girls.  Not to throw everyone out.

BILL:
But that's what you hired us for.

SIDNEY:
Only when necessary.  And I'll be the judge of that.

BILL:
(together)  Yes, boss.

BEN:
(together)  Yes, boss.

They move back to their post by the door.

URBAN:
What time do you get off?

FRAN:
Why do you ask?

URBAN:
I'd just like to get to know you better.

FRAN:
I'm flattered, but I'll be going home to my fiancé.

URBAN:
Lucky man.

FRAN:
Thank you.

As they smile at each other and drink their wine, a fight breaks out some way away.

FRAN:
Does that often happen?

URBAN:
I wouldn't say often, but it's not unusual.

BILL:
Boss?

SIDNEY:
Okay boys, throw them both out.

BILL:
(together)  Bounce!

BEN:
(together)  Bounce!

They wade into the crowd, grab one man each and throw them out.  A pause, then Bill and Ben re-enter and shake hands with each other.

BEN:
Well, that didn't work.

BILL:
What do you mean, they're out ain't they?

BEN:
Yeah, but that bloke didn't bounce at all!

Scene 13:  Building Site.

Sounds of a building site: machinery working, men calling to each other.  Viola walks past and stops to look through the protective fence.

VIOLA:
Edward!  Edward!

Edward enters wearing hard hat and ear protectors; he takes the protectors off.

EDWARD:
Sorry, can't hear a thing.

VIOLA:
Hi!  I didn't know you worked here.  How's it going?

EDWARD:
It's  - -  sort of okay.

VIOLA:
How's Fran?

EDWARD:
Doing well - she's got a job as a nightclub singer.

VIOLA:
Great.  What do you mean: "sort of okay"?

EDWARD:
The guys are fine, but the Site Manager is terrible.  He's always complaining about nothing at all - (low)  in fact they're talking about going on strike if the management won't replace him.

VIOLA:
Oh, that's awful.  Poor man.

EDWARD:
"Poor man"?!  Poor us, more like.

VIOLA:
No, he must have a reason to be like that.

EDWARD:
Viola, you're too...

MR KIMBERLEY:
(bellowing as he comes onstage)  Ed!  I don't pay you to chat!

EDWARD:
Sorry Mr Kimberley.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Nathan, I've told you a dozen times - get that scaffolding sorted out!  Now!

He has gone over to Nathan so he doesn't notice that Edward is still talking to Viola.

VIOLA:
You don't want to be on strike.

EDWARD:
Course I don't - I need the money.

VIOLA:
See if you can calm things down.

EDWARD:
What!  Me?  You're joking!  You heard what he's like.  He takes everything as a personal attack.

VIOLA:
Just ask questions.  Then he won't have to defend himself, and you can find out why he's the way he is.

EDWARD:
You mean like "Are you this awful because your wife's just left you?"?

VIOLA:
No, silly.  Like "What can I do to make things easier for you?".  "How can we get the job done quicker?".  Show him you want to help.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(noticing Viola and coming over)  Didn't I just tell you...

EDWARD:
Sorry, Mr Kimberley - - er - what can I do to make things easier for you?

MR KIMBERLEY:
What?!  Get back to work for a start!

EDWARD:
Of course.  Er, anything else?

MR KIMBERLEY:
Eh?!

EDWARD:
Er  - -  how can I help get the job done quicker?

MR KIMBERLEY:
Well, you  - -  What's your game, Ed?

EDWARD:
I just want to help, Mr Kimberley.  You've given me a job, and I want to repay you.

Some of the men have noticed this interchange and moved closer to see what is happening.

MR KIMBERLEY:
You  - -  You want  - -  I don't understand.

Edward glances at Viola, having run out of ideas.

VIOLA:
(whispers)  He's got a very difficult job.

EDWARD:
Mr Kimberley, I realise you've got a very difficult job, running this site  - -

MR KIMBERLEY:
Certainly have.

EDWARD:
- -  and anything I can do to make your job easier - just let me know.

Mr Kimberley looks round at the other men, who are equally dumbfounded.

VIOLA:
(whispers)  Get things done faster.

EDWARD:
Get things done faster  - -  I mean, I could look at improving our productivity if you like?

MR KIMBERLEY:
(scoffs)  This lot haven't even heard the word!

VIOLA:
(whispers)  Organise them.

EDWARD:
Look, Mr Kimberley, if you let me do a bit of organising the men, and you get on with all the paperwork you have to wade through  - -  we'll see what we can do.

MR KIMBERLEY:
I  - -  I  - -  All right.  (He looks round again at the men.)  Let's do that.

Confused, he pats Edward on the back and goes off clutching his forehead.  The other men cluster around Edward and Viola.

RICKY:
How did you do that?  I've never seen anyone calm him down like that.

NATHAN:
You're a miracle worker, Ed.

EDWARD:
It wasn't me really.  This is Viola, my future sister-in-law - it was all her idea.

RICKY:
Whoa!  Pleased to meet you, Viola.  (He shakes her hand.)
EDWARD:
So what now, miracle worker?

VIOLA:
Well, you've got to stick to your side of the bargain.  (to all the men)  Can you work faster?

NATHAN:
Course we can - we're just so fed up with Kimberley moaning at us all the time - why should we make the effort?

VIOLA:
But now he's given Edward a chance to prove himself?

RICKY:
Now, I think we've got a reason to work much harder.  Come on, lads!

The men hurry back into the building site and set to work with much more vigour.

Scene 14:  Gary's Flat.

Gary comes in from work.

GARY:
(entering)  Hi, I got off work early for once.  (He kisses them both.)  How's it going, Candy?

CANDY:
Pretty good.  Except I mixed up two orders today - one for a wedding and one for a funeral.  Don't know what the bride thought, but I don't s'pose the corpse minded.

GARY:
And have you changed the world today, beautiful?

VIOLA:
A little bit.  I'm trying to persuade Mr Parkinson to go and see Louisa from the Cat Shelter - I just know they'd get on well together if they weren't both so shy.  (grinning)  And I still haven't worked out what you need.

GARY:
Me?!  Don't you go messing with my life.

Doorbell rings.  Gary answers it.

FRAN:
(entering)  I've walked out on him.

ALL:
What?!

GARY:
Sounds familiar.

CANDY:
Gary!

FRAN:
I couldn't bear it.  There's no excitement any more.  I'm working nights, he's working days, and at weekends he's too tired for  - -  well, anything.

GARY:
He's got a very physical job - he's earning good money to buy a flat for you both.

FRAN:
Hey, I'm earning good money too, and if Edward's not full of life I'll find someone who is!

GARY:
Oh Fran, grow up!  It's not a competition - the more money the two of you have the better.

Doorbell rings again.  Gary answers it.

EDWARD:
(entering - hurt rather than angry)  Thought I'd find you here.

FRAN:
Stop following me!  It's over!

EDWARD:
But I came to London with you  - -  for you.

FRAN:
Too bad!  I'm not interested in you any more.

EDWARD:
You sound just like your mother.

FRAN:
(together)  No I don't!

CANDY:
(together)  No she don't!

GARY:
That's what I said.

FRAN:
You can keep out of it too!  It's none of your business.

CANDY:
Yeah, she's got a right to make up her own mind.

Viola is stuck in the middle of it, wishing they could all be happy.

EDWARD:
You said  - -  you said you wanted to make a life with me.

FRAN:
(pulling off her engagement ring and slapping it into his hand)  And now I've changed my mind.  Get out!

A long pause while they look at each other.

EDWARD:
All right, I'm going back to our room.  I'll see you there when you come to your senses.

FRAN:
That'll be never!

Edward exits.

VIOLA:
Fran, why did you do that?

FRAN:
You wouldn't understand Viola - you're just a little girl.

GARY:
Then explain it to me.

FRAN:
Why the hell should I?  I just came round to tell Mum; I don't need everybody giving me their opinions and advice.

GARY:
All right, fine  - -  you can stay here tonight if you need to.

FRAN:
You threw me out once already!

GARY:
I did not.  I told you I wasn't having you living here if you were working the nightclub circuit.

FRAN:
Which I am, so you've just thrown me out again!

She storms out.

CANDY:
Gary, you're being so unfair on my little girl.

GARY:
I don't think so.

Doorbell rings; Gary answers it.

CANDY:
Blimey, who else do we know?

Police Inspector and policeman enter.  The Inspector shows Gary his identification.

INSPECTOR:
Metropolitan Police.  I'm Inspector Daniels; this is Constable Murphy.

They both look at Candy, who shrinks back.


Candy Madison?  You need to come to the police station with us.

GARY:
Can I ask why?

INSPECTOR:
CCTV footage has linked Miss Madison to a number of thefts.

Candy grabs Gary's arm; he looks shocked but doesn't respond.

CANDY:
Yes.  Yes, of course.

INSPECTOR:
This your daughter?

CANDY:
Yes.

INSPECTOR:
Are you Miss Madison's partner, sir?

GARY:
No.  Just a friend.  They're both staying with me.

INSPECTOR:
(to policeman)  I think we'd better take the girl as well.

GARY:
No!  What's she done?

INSPECTOR:
Nothing sir, but if you're not her legal guardian...

GARY:
I'm the closest thing she's ever had to a father.

Gary beckons the Inspector towards centre stage, away from the others, so that they will not hear him; the Policeman is talking to Candy and Viola, perhaps showing Candy some papers and asking her to read and sign them.

SONG:
"Almost a father"

GARY:
Candy had one daughter but she wanted a second child.
The man she was living with wanted to marry her;
Candy wanted freedom!
I told her she was crazy to bring a child into a world of
insecurity, but she never listens much to me.


Six months later she had left him, both of her girls in tow.
Since then they've been travelling all round the countryside;
now they're here in London.
I know that Fran's her favourite:
she always does what mother says,
and yet Viola needs something more than Candy ever gives.
I'm the one Viola turns to when she needs a helping hand.


Almost a father.  That's how I see my role with Viola.
With her head on my shoulder, or her hand holding my hand,
Nearly ready to face the world,
and achieve what she wants to do.
Almost a father.  I've known her all her life.
Rocking her to sleep at night, helping her grow up right.
Always been there: every path, every bend.
Almost a father.  Always a friend.

As the music continues, the inspector and policeman have a brief whispered conversation.

INSPECTOR:
All right sir, you've convinced me.  I hope for your sake you can convince Social Services.  Miss Madison?

He leads the way out, followed by Candy, with the policeman following.  At the doorway the policeman turns to Gary and Viola.

POLICEMAN:
Good luck.

Gary watches them leave for a few seconds, until the music ends, then collapses in a chair.  Viola clings to him.

VIOLA:
I don't understand.  Why is all this happening?

GARY:
(very upset)  Because your mother and sister are a pair of stupid women!

VIOLA:
Gary!

GARY:
I'm sorry, Viola, but it's the truth.  They just go their own way without any thought of the consequences.

VIOLA:
It's so unfair!

GARY:
That's the way the world is.

VIOLA:
No!  I don't believe it.  I've tried so hard to help everybody.

GARY:
It isn't enough.  (stands up)  Come on!  You don't know what the city's really like.

Scene 15:  Street.

SONG:
"Despair"

CHORUS:
Despair, despair, you'll find it everywhere.
We all pretend that we don't have a care,
But under the surface the problems are there.
Despair, despair, it takes us unaware.
The wheel keeps on turning; we need to be on it.
Though we would dearly love a moment's rest,
We don't control the lives we are living.
All we can do is hope for the best.

VIOLA:
(almost in tears)  I hear what they're saying, but I still don't believe it.

GARY:
Look at them!  Just look!  Do you think there's one really happy person out there?

Viola looks slowly from one side of the stage to the other, searching through the miserable faces, and at last sees Adriano.

VIOLA:
Adriano!

ADRIANO:
(rushing over to her)  Hi, Viola!  What's the matter?  You look awful.

VIOLA:
Are you happy?

ADRIANO:
Am I what?

VIOLA:
Happy.

ADRIANO:
My dear young lady, of course I'm happy.  Things go wrong sometimes, but you pick yourself up and do something about it.  No point in sitting there being miserable.  You create your own happiness!

GARY:
You're an unusual young man.

ADRIANO:
Adriano, kind sir.  I'm what you might call a philosopher.  And this young lady is my best friend.

GARY:
She's my friend too.

ADRIANO:
Then you show great discernment, if I may say so.

VIOLA:
You see?

GARY:
(laughs)  Why thank you!  (sighs)  Sorry Viola, maybe I was just feeling negative.  We'll muddle along somehow.

His song "Almost a father" fits in with the chorus number as an unsettled conclusion to Act 1.  At the end he takes Viola's hand and leads her back into the flat while the chorus finish their song.

              END OF ACT 1
              ACT 2
Scene 16:  Hyde Park.

SONG:
"You can't help everyone!"

ALL:
You can't help everyone, even though you try.
There's always bound to be a problem.
You can go it alone, work your fingers to the bone,
But nonetheless, let's confess, you can't help everyone.

YOLANDA:
The only way of living is to help yourself.

ALL:
That's what the world is saying.

WENDY:
You never help yourself by being kind,
Or everyone will think you've lost your mind,

JADE:
And suddenly you find that you've been left behind,
As the loser in the human race.

As the chorus starts, a group of Joggers run across upstage, led by their Trainer, singing and moving in time with the music.  A Slow Jogger comes last, making heavy weather of it.

ALL:
You can't help everyone...

BELINDA:
There's people all around us who will not be helped.

ALL:
That's what the world is saying.

CAROLINE:
They think that they can do things on their own,

DEBORAH:
And then they sit around all day and moan.

BELINDA:
It really drives you crazy when they won't be shown,
But that's just the way some people are.

The Joggers run across again (preferably in the same direction).  The Slow Jogger is now some way behind; the Trainer tries to encourage him.

ALL:
You can't help everyone...

Jade is working things out on a calculator.

JADE:
There's thirteen million people here in London town.

ALL:
That's what the world is saying.

JADE:
And even if you conquer all your fears,
By helping one a day, it still appears
You'd have to work for more than thirty thousand years,
Don't you think that that's a bit too long?

This time the Joggers run across the front of the stage.  The Slow Jogger is nowhere to be seen; the Trainer shrugs and runs off.

ALL:
You can't help everyone...
Nonetheless, let's confess, you can't - help - ev - ery - one.  Oy!

ADRIANO:
So do you see what we're getting at.

VIOLA:
(disappointed)  I suppose so.  It's like an arithmetic progression - it goes up so slowly.  Oh!

ADRIANO:
What?

VIOLA:
What I need is a geometric progression.  Multiplying instead of adding.

ADRIANO:
You what?

VIOLA:
If I ask them to help someone else - several other people - the whole thing will grow geometrically.

ADRIANO:
But some people will just laugh at you.

VIOLA:
Doesn't matter.  So long as enough of them get involved, it'll still work.  Let's start now!

ADRIANO:
What, here?  Hyde Park?

VIOLA:
It's as good a place as any.

ADRIANO:
You're crazy!  Just 'cause you've got this "telempathy" thing!

VIOLA:
But you'll help, Adriano, won't you?

ADRIANO:
(sighs)  Didn't realise being friends with you would be so complicated!  Come on guys - we're going to help people.

Bill and Ben enter, arguing frantically.

BILL:
No you didn't!

BEN:
Yes I did!

BILL:
No you didn't!

BEN:
Yes I did!  I was there when I did it.  I saw myself do it!

BILL:
I don't believe you.

BEN:
Are you calling me a liar?

BELINDA:
(trying to separate them)  Stop!  Please stop!

BILL:
(together)  Stop what?

BEN:
(together)  Stop what?

BELINDA:
Arguing.

BILL:
We're not arguing.

BEN:
Yes we are.

BELINDA:
It's emotionally destructive.

BEN:
What?

BELINDA:
Can't you just shake hands and be friends?

BILL:
Friends?  He's my brother!

BEN:
What's it to you anyway?

BELINDA:
I'm trying to help you.

BEN:
Well, we don't want your help.

BILL:
Yeah, keep out of it.  (They start to exit.)
BEN:
We enjoy arguing.

BILL:
No we don't!

BEN:
Yes we do!

BELINDA:
(to the kids)  All right, somebody else try.

The Slow Jogger limps on, looking terrible.

YOLANDA:
Excuse me, could we help you?

SLOW JOGGER:
What?!

CAROLINE:
You really shouldn't be jogging in your condition.

SLOW JOGGER:
I promised my girlfriend I'd run the marathon this year.

YOLANDA:
But you have to build up to that sort of thing gradually.

CAROLINE:
Could we suggest some gentle exercises...

SLOW JOGGER:
No you couldn't!  I don't need kids telling me what to do.  Out of my way!  (He limps off.)
JADE:
Told you it wouldn't work.

ADRIANO:
Shut up, Jade.  How about this kindly old man?

Doctor Jarvis enters with some heavy bags.

JADE:
Don't look at me!  I'm not getting involved in this.

DEBORAH:
Excuse me sir, may I carry those heavy bags for you?

WENDY:
I could take one.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
(irate)  I'm sure you could, and that's the last I'd see of 'em, what?!

DEBORAH:
We only wanted to help a poor old man.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Poor old man?!  I'm not old!  And I'd be a lot poorer if I fell for your tricks.

WENDY:
(trying to take one of the bags)  But if you'd just let us...

DOCTOR JARVIS:
(hurrying off)  What is this - Fagin's gang?  Help!  Police!  I'm being robbed.

The kids all look at Viola who is quite upset.

VIOLA:
I didn't know it would be so hard.  Can we just keep trying?  Maybe someone else will come along...

POLICEMAN:
(hurrying on)  All right you kids, beat it!  I've had complaints you're molesting law-abiding citizens.

ADRIANO:
But officer, we merely...

POLICEMAN:
(roars)  Beat it!

The kids all rush off.

Scene 17:  Corridor.

Mr Parkinson is hurrying past, carrying a pile of books.

VIOLA:
Hello Mr Parkinson.

MR PARKINSON:
Oh hello Louisa.  (Beat)  I mean Viola.

VIOLA:
You think about her a lot, don't you?

MR PARKINSON:
Who?  Oh, Louisa.  Why would I  - -  I mean  - -  what makes you think  - -  just because  - -  Yes.

VIOLA:
You should go back to the Cat Shelter.

MR PARKINSON:
I can't!   That would be  - -  er  - -  well it would, wouldn't it!  Anyway  - -  she wouldn't  - -  would she?

VIOLA:
Just tell her you want a cat.

MR PARKINSON:
But I don't want a cat.

VIOLA:
You want Louisa, don't you?

MR PARKINSON:
Er  - -  Well  - -  I...

VIOLA:
You'd better want a cat then!

She hurries off, leaving him staring at her.  He looks at the pile of books, throws them on the floor and hurries off.

Scene 18:  Cat Shelter.

LOUISA:
Come in!  Oh, Mr Parkinson!

MR PARKINSON:
(entering)  Alex.  It's Alex.

LOUISA:
Oh yes, of course.  How are you, Alex?

MR PARKINSON:
I  - -  I'm  - -  well, I suppose I'm all right.  Really.

LOUISA:
Good.  I'm  - -  all right too.

MR PARKINSON:
Oh.  Er, good, yes.

A long pause while they stare at each other.

MR PARKINSON:
I was wondering  - -

LOUISA:
Yes?

MR PARKINSON:
That is  - -  I thought I might like to  - -

LOUISA:
Yes?

MR PARKINSON:
To  - -  er (panics)  - -  to adopt a cat.

LOUISA:
(disappointed)  Oh, that's wonderful.

MR PARKINSON:
Oh, good.

LOUISA:
Do you have any particular kind of cat in mind?

MR PARKINSON:
Oh, no.  I  - -  don't really know much about cats.

LOUISA:
Well, it's time you met a few then.

SONG:
"This cat"

They take various cats out of the cages as they sing.

MR PARKINSON:
This cat seems to be lonely.
Maybe he's hoping to find somebody kind.

LOUISA:
This cat seems to be lonely too,
But what can we do to lighten her mind?

MR PARKINSON:
Some cats just love to show that they're independent.
They walk alone and never say they're repentant.

LOUISA:
But this cat still has a dream of finding
the home she's been searching for.

LOUISA:
This cat wants to be friendly.
She's spent too long by herself, left on the shelf.

MR PARKINSON:
This cat wants to be friendly too,
But what can he do to find someone new?

LOUISA:
Maybe she thinks that in a world full of danger,
She should play safe and not confide in a stranger.

MR PARKINSON:
But this cat knows he must do whatever
it takes, just to make him whole.

BOTH:
Here in the shelter there may be safety
But they need more than a shelter can give
Someone to love them and someone to need them
And smile when they meet them and show that they care.
Someone to offer a home and a future
That this cat would love to share.

MR PARKINSON:
This cat looks like a fighter. (The cat bites him.)  Ow!
And I don't think that he thinks much of me.

The cat struggles and he hastily puts it down.

LOUISA:
This cat looks like a loner.
She would not settle down with others around.

BOTH:
So many cats, and whether fighters or loners,
They all need shelter, they're as bad as their owners.

LOUISA:
But somewhere you'll find the one you're seeking,
And know that your search is done.

BOTH:
So many creatures looking for comfort.
How can we know what's the best thing to do?
So many questions but where are the answers?
And can we be certain that we will win through?
All we can do is have faith in the future
And hope that our dream comes true.

Dialogue spoken over the music.

MR PARKINSON:
I  - -  I don't know.  Such a big decision.

LOUISA:
I understand.  Go home and think about it - then maybe come back for another look?

MR PARKINSON:
Oh, is that all right with you?

LOUISA:
Of course.  It would be nice to see you again  - -  for  - -  er  - -  the cats.

MR PARKINSON:
Cats.  Oh yes, cats.  All right, I'll be back.

LOUISA:
Good.

He exits.  She sings the final line:

LOUISA:
This cat still has a dream of finding
the home she's been searching for.

Scene 19:  Gary's Flat.

Gary is working on his lap-top.  Candy enters; he closes it hastily.

CANDY:
Hi.

GARY:
How did you get on?

CANDY:
£250 fine, and Community Service.

GARY:
I'm surprised it's such a high fine for a first offence.

Candy scoffs - obviously it wasn't a first offence.


Ah.  You'd better be careful, Candy - if they catch you again it could mean prison.

CANDY:
Yeah, that's what the judge said.

GARY:
Then make sure there won't be a next time.

Candy rolls her eyes.


Do you want to go to prison?

CANDY:
Course I don't, but they gotta catch me first!

GARY:
Candy, this is stupid.  Why push the boundaries?  This can't end well.  Why do you keep stealing?

Viola enters during this but hangs back, waiting to see what her mother says.  Candy becomes serious and tries to think.

CANDY:
Honestly?  - -  I don't know.  You wouldn't understand.  I just feel  - -  not that it gives me a high exactly, but  - -  I dunno  - -  it makes me feel  - -  kinda safe.  I don't even realise I'm doing it sometimes.

GARY:
Safe?  Until they catch you again.  Lot more security cameras in London than Seaford.  (Beat.)  Oh, that's it, isn't it?  Security.  You want to keep close to your version of normality.

CANDY:
Not your kind of security, Gary.  Wouldn't wanna be trapped in a nine-to-five job like yours  - -  What is your job anyway?

GARY:
What sort of community service?

CANDY:
Working at a cat shelter two days a week - not looking forward to that, I'll tell ya!

VIOLA:
Oh Mum!  The Cat Shelter's great.

CANDY:
Yeah, well visiting and working are two different things.  Anyway you love animals - you're not like me.

GARY:
She certainly isn't.

CANDY:
So I'm off there now, meet the woman in charge.

VIOLA:
Louisa.  She's really nice.

CANDY:
She'd better be.

Candy exits.  Gary looks quizzically at Viola, then opens his briefcase and takes out an exam paper.

GARY:
Okay, Mrs Genius, let's see if you can beat my mark.

VIOLA:
What is it?

GARY:
Old exam paper.  Just try it, will you?

VIOLA:
(laughs)  Bring it on!

Scene 20:  Cat Shelter.

Candy enters, clearly not wanting to be there.  She looks around, unimpressed.

CANDY:
They said I gotta work here.

LOUISA:
Oh, you must be Candy.  I'm Louisa.

She tries to shake hands but Candy ignores her and looks round the place.

CANDY:
Smells like cat in here.

LOUISA:
Ah.  Well, good job we like cats.

CANDY:
Hmm.

LOUISA:
(embarrassed pause)  So, let me show you what needs doing.  When a cat's brought in we need to weigh it, give it a medical inspection and so on.  We usually keep new cats in the smaller room, until they've adjusted to the situation and aren't quite so nervous.

CANDY:
(seeing a cardboard box on the table.)  What's up with this one then?

LOUISA:
Someone brought her in an hour ago.  Dumped on a doorstep.  And pregnant.  She needs special care.

CANDY:
What, just abandoned?  Yeah, well life's tough, innit?

LOUISA:
(nervously)  I can see we're going to get along just fine.

Scene 21:  Building Site Office.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(bellowing)  Ed!

EDWARD:
(entering, slightly nervous)  Yes Mr Kimberley?

MR KIMBERLEY:
Sit.

He gestures to a seat; Edward sits uneasily.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(angrily)  Since you took over some of the organising, things have been running a lot smoother.

EDWARD:
Er  - -

MR KIMBERLEY:
So what are you after?!

EDWARD:
I'm not after anything.  I'm just trying...

MR KIMBERLEY:
You want my job, don't you!

EDWARD:
No, sir.  Well, that is...

MR KIMBERLEY:
Thought so.

EDWARD:
(also getting angry)  You cut that out!  It wasn't even my idea.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Whose was it then?

EDWARD:
She's called Viola - she's got this "telempathy" skill.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(calming down)  Viola?  Some kind of counsellor, is she?

EDWARD:
Well, she  - -  (chuckles)  I suppose she is.  Yeah.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Any chance of me talking to her about  - -  er  - -  my own situation?

EDWARD:
Er  - -  sure.  I'll ask her if she'd pop by.  In fact I think she'd be very pleased.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Good.  All right then, back to work with you.  Them layabouts probably stopped as soon as you disappeared.

EDWARD:
(standing up)  Oh, I don't think so, Mr Kimberley.  I trust them to work just as well when I'm not watching them.  (Exits.)
MR KIMBERLEY:
Ah.

Scene 22:  Cat Shelter.

Candy is holding a cat and talking to it in a cajoling voice.

CANDY:
Come on, it's not so bad in here, is it?  I'll give you some food, and you'll soon realise...

Louisa enters and Candy immediately stops, embarrassed.


New cat, looks like it needs feeding.  (She puts the cat into an empty cage, then gets a dish of food for it.)
LOUISA:
They usually respond to food - and to a friendly voice.

CANDY:
Yeah, well no time for that!  (She glances into the cardboard box and jumps in surprise.)  Blimey, what's happening?

LOUISA:
What usually happens when a cat's pregnant?  Three kittens so far, and probably more to come.

CANDY:
All my doctors and hospital and all that sterile stuff - and a cat just gets on and does it.

LOUISA:
Have you had children then?

CANDY:
Yeah, two girls.

LOUISA:
Wish I had.

CANDY:
Well you might change your tune if you had.  Oh, the older one, Fran, she's all right - following in her mother's footsteps.

Louisa gives her a dubious look.

CANDY:
But Viola - can't make her out at all - don't know what's wrong with her.  Says she wants to be a "scientist" - and I've got an acting career all mapped out for her.  (Looking in the box and smiling)  Aah.

LOUISA:
A month ago, I wouldn't have believed you'd get emotional over a cat.

CANDY:
Course I'm not emotional.  It's just an animal, that's all.  (Beat)  Oh, here comes another one.  (Pause)  Blimey - it's brown - with stripes.

LOUISA:
Tabby, yes.

CANDY:
But the mother's black.  And so are the others.

LOUISA:
That often happens.  (clears her throat)  Kittens don't have to be like their mother, you know.

Candy gives her a quizzical look and then goes to put her hand inside the box.


Careful; they get very protective of their newborns.  Well, you know all about the maternal instinct, don't you.

CANDY:
Er  - -  I suppose I  - -  tell the truth, I don't think I do really.  So you haven't got any kids then?

LOUISA:
No, I'm not married.  I've met  - -  a man, and we seem to get on really well together, but he's so shy.

CANDY:
That's better than the pushy ones, let me tell you.  Men!  The trouble they've caused me!

LOUISA:
Oh, I don't know...

CANDY:
That's right - you don't know.  You stay here with your cats - you'll be a lot better off.

LOUISA:
But I want to get married.

CANDY:
Well then you gotta do something about it - no good sitting around waiting for some man to make his mind up.

LOUISA:
But I'm not  - -  like you.

CANDY:
(after a thoughtful pause)  Well, I can guess what Viola with her "telempathy" would say.  If you really want something, you gotta just go for it - never mind what people think.

LOUISA:
You know, I just might try that.

Scene 23:  Doorway.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
I say, Florrie, what have you done with young whatsername  - -  Sweetie.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Candy.  She's got another job two days a week; she'll be in tomorrow.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
(disappointed)  Ah.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
I'm sorry I'm not good enough for you.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Oh well, I didn't mean...

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
She's the only reason you come here.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
That's not true!  I was a regular, long before Candy turned up.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Regular time-waster!

DOCTOR JARVIS:
What?!

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
You'd come in here, talk my head off, and end up possibly buying one daffodil!

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Now wait a minute...

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
No, you wait a minute.  I'm a busy woman, hard-working - I haven't time for your nonsense.

Doctor Jarvis looks at her in amazement, which slowly turns to admiration.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Good Lord, what's come over you?

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Candy's been telling me her philosophy of men.  Some of it must have rubbed off.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
I see.  (Pause)  Well!  (Pause while he gathers his courage.)  Tell you what, I'm at a bit of a  - -  loose end this evening.  (Long pause.)  When you've shut up shop, how about going somewhere for a bite to eat, eh?

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
Doctor Jarvis!

DOCTOR JARVIS:
You don't need to sound quite so surprised!

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
I'm sorry.  But  - -  well  - -  yes, thank you.  I'd be delighted.

DOCTOR JARVIS:
Call for you at six then, eh?

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
That would be perfect.

Scene 24:  Nightclub.

SONG:
"I'm available"

FRAN:
I used to be a good girl; there was only one man for me.
I never thought I was the wandering kind.
But something strange has widened my range.
Can't you see the change in me?

Fran leaves the stage and flirts with the male customers.


I'm available!  I'm available!  Making a break for freedom.
Offering you the best years of my life.

She looks doubtfully at the man she has selected.


Maybe just a fortnight!
I'm available!  I'm available!  Nothing to hold me back now.
I really think I'm on track now.  There are things I mean to do.
And if you're available I'm available too.

Fran encourages everybody to stand up and join in.

ALL:
I'm available!  I'm available!

FRAN:
No need to ask me questions.
Just give me your suggestions if you like.
You can be suggestive!

ALL:
I'm available!  I'm available!

FRAN:
I'm up for new excitement.
I don't know what Mister Right meant,
when he told me he'd be true.

ALL:
And if you're available I'm available too.

They all perform a dance routine as they sing, with Fran at the front acting as a choreographer.


I'm available!  I'm available!  Ready to dance till daybreak.
Somebody special may take me away.

Bill does a quick tap dance break.

BEN:
(spoken)  You could break your leg, mate!

ALL:
I'm available!  I'm available!
I'm in the mood for sharing my life with somebody caring.
There's a chance that you might do.

BILL:
And if you're available,

BEN:
I'm available too.

They both do a quick tap dance break.

ALL:
And if you're available I'm available too.

They all do a quick tap dance break and Bill leaps into Ben's arms or vice-versa.

After the applause she comes off the stage; Urban meets her with a glass of wine.

URBAN:
(getting up from his table)  Still on the white wine are you, darlin'?

FRAN:
Thanks - I could do with that.  (They sit down.  She drinks it rather too quickly.)
URBAN:
Thirsty work, singing.

FRAN:
Yeah, it is.

BILL:
(coming up to her diffidently)  'Ere, Fran, can I have your autograph?

FRAN:
(laughing)  What do you want that for, Bill?

BILL:
Well, when you're famous I can sell it for a lot of money.

BEN:
(coming over in time to hear this)  That's not very gentlemanly.  (Produces his own autograph book)  I'd like one that I can keep and show my grandchildren.

FRAN:
But Ben, you don't even have any children.

BEN:
Oh yeah.

URBAN:
(low)  Are they really called Bill and Ben?

FRAN:
Yes.

URBAN:
(loud)  The flower...

Fran flings her hand over his mouth.  They both laugh.  Bill and Ben go off, poring over their autograph books.

FRAN:
(looking at her empty glass)  That went fast!

URBAN:
(giving her a second glass of wine)  Lucky I bought a spare then.

FRAN:
Great!

URBAN:
Interesting song for an engaged lady to sing.

FRAN:
Yeah well, things change.

URBAN:
What you up to tomorrow afternoon?

FRAN:
Nothing much.

URBAN:
How about we meet up then?

FRAN:
(hesitates, has another drink, eyes him cautiously)  All right, not here though.  (downs her drink)  I've still got a key to my old place, and my ex will be at work all day.  Meet you there?

URBAN:
You're on.

Scene 25:  Building site Office.

MR KIMBERLEY:
(bellowing)  Ed!

EDWARD:
(entering, slightly nervous)  Yes Mr Kimberley?

MR KIMBERLEY:
I'm leaving.

EDWARD:
What?  Leaving what?

MR KIMBERLEY:
Leaving this job.  And it's all your doing.

EDWARD:
I'm sorry, sir - what did I do?

MR KIMBERLEY:
I'm not blaming you, I'm thanking you.  I've always hated managing other people, but that's what happens when you're good at your job - you get pushed up the levels till they find something you're rubbish at!

EDWARD:
Well, er...

MR KIMBERLEY:
Don't argue - I know I'm rubbish at it.    I've always wanted to be an antiques restorer.  When I met your friend Viola  - -  'ere, you didn't tell me she was only twelve!

EDWARD:
But you saw me talking to her.

MR KIMBERLEY:
Didn't realise!  She just said: "You're unhappy.  What do you really want to do with your life?"  We had a long chat about it.  So I'm off in a month's time, and I've put you forward for my job.  I've told the management what you've done; job's yours if you want it.

EDWARD:
I  - -  I  - -  Thank you.

MR KIMBERLEY:
And to prove how grateful I am - I'm giving you the rest of the day off - on full pay.

Edward gapes in astonishment; Mr Kimberley gestures towards the door and he exits as if in a dream.

Scene 26:  Edward's Room.

Fran is trying to tidy the room up when Urban enters.

URBAN:
Hi, darlin'.  So this is where your ex lives.

FRAN:
Yeah, not much is it?

URBAN:
It's got you in it.

He tries to grab her; she pulls away.

FRAN:
Wait a minute!  I didn't expect...

URBAN:
Oh come on!  What did you expect?  Gonna make me a cup of tea and talk about the weather?  It's you I'm interested in, not the weather.

He makes another grab at her; again she pulls away.

FRAN:
You hardly know me.

URBAN:
I know enough to know what you want - what we both want.

FRAN:
So you're not interested in me.

URBAN:
I can find out about you  - -  afterwards.

She moves towards the door; he blocks it.


Come on, woman, stop playing hard-to-get.  It may turn some men on, but not this one.

FRAN:
I'm not playing...

This time he grabs her hard enough that she can't get away.  She struggles in his arms.

URBAN:
Let's see what you can do.

Edward appears in the doorway, hesitates for a second wondering if Fran needs help or not, then steps forward.

EDWARD:
Get off her.

URBAN:
Who's going to make me?

Edward grabs Urban who realises he is serious.  Urban aims a blow at Edward who parries it.  The men fight.  Eventually Edward gets the upper hand.

EDWARD:
Had enough?

Urban thinks of several things to say, glares at them both, says nothing and exits.

FRAN:
Edward!

EDWARD:
Are you all right?  He didn't...

FRAN:
No, but he would have done if you hadn't  - -  Oh, Edward.

She reaches out to him but he wards her off.

EDWARD:
So who is he, and what was he doing here?  And what are you doing here?

FRAN:
I came round to collect some things.  He forced his way in.

EDWARD:
A month ago I would have believed you.  (He turns away in disgust.)
FRAN:
No, wait!  (Beat.)  I've seen him a few times at the nightclub.  He wanted  - -  I agreed to meet him here.

EDWARD:
I could see what he wanted.

FRAN:
I didn't realise how  - -  (She turns away, unwilling to face him.)  I thought I could look after myself.

EDWARD:
Yeah, you always do.

FRAN:
I didn't know you were a fighter.

EDWARD:
Lots of things you don't know about me.  Maybe I'm not as boring as you think.

FRAN:
And I  - -  You rescued me, even though you thought...

EDWARD:
Yeah, I'm kinda stupid that way.  Tea?

FRAN:
What?  Oh, yes.  (Pause.)  Yes please.

He goes over to pour some water from the water filter into the  electric kettle and switch it on, giving Fran a little time to recover.  She watches him, not knowing what to say for a while.

FRAN:
How are you then?

EDWARD:
(still with his back to her)  Fine.  You?

FRAN:
I guess.

Another long pause.

EDWARD:
I was  - -

FRAN:
What?

EDWARD:
(turning to face her)  You know.

FRAN:
I've missed you.

EDWARD:
I've missed you too.

They stare at each other for a long moment, then meet and embrace.

Scene 27:  Gary's Flat.

Viola is sitting doing a book of mathematical puzzles.  Gary enters from the bedroom looking dejected, sees Viola and pulls himself together.

GARY:
Morning, Viola.  Remember that exam paper I gave you a couple of weeks ago?

VIOLA:
Uh-huh.  I remember beating your mark!

GARY:
(laughs)  Well, it wasn't exactly an old paper - - if you can do it again under exam conditions you've got a provisional offer of a scholarship to study here in London!

VIOLA:
What!?

GARY:
Yep, just had to have some evidence!  Several universities are interested in you after seeing that paper; they couldn't believe you're only twelve.

VIOLA:
No way!  Gary, that's so exciting!  Thank you, thank you!

Candy appears while Gary is explaining this and is about to rush in and object, but she restrains herself and just stands in the doorway listening.

VIOLA:
Okay, so what's the matter?

GARY:
Matter?  Nothing's the matter.

VIOLA:
Gary, I've been living in your flat for three months.  Think I don't know when you're unhappy?

Gary sags visibly as he stops pretending.


It must be to do with your work.

GARY:
Why's that?

VIOLA:
Well, it can't be your love life - you're too busy to have one.  And it can't be your home life - we're fantastic!

GARY:
All right, no use trying to fool you, is it?  (He sits down to put his shoes on.)  My boss has found out about your Mum's shoplifting conviction.   He told me it's damaging the company image.

CANDY:
What a nerve!

GARY:
That's more or less what I said.  I told him the company had no right to spy on my private life; it doesn't affect my work.  And he said it damages my relationship with the company's clients.

VIOLA:
So  - -  What is your work, Gary?

CANDY:
Yeah, what's the big secret?

GARY:
All right, I'll...  (Pause)  I work for  - -  an investment bank.

VIOLA:
Is that bad?

CANDY:
Why were you keeping it a secret?

GARY:
I thought you might laugh at me for being involved in high finance.  Bankers used to be pillars of society, but you know what people think of them now.  A bunch of parasites if not outright crooks.

VIOLA:
But no-one would think you were a crook.

GARY:
Don't you believe it.  Anyway, Mr Chandler says it'll seriously affect my prospects of promotion.

CANDY:
Well, we'll go then.

GARY:
No you won't.  I'm not giving in to blackmail like that.  Couldn't live with myself.  And  - -  well, you're good for me - both of you.  I suppose I've always been a stickler for the rules - I needed somebody like you, Candy, to force me to be less uptight.  And Viola - you're the daughter I never had.

CANDY:
Thanks.

GARY:
And maybe Chandler's just bluffing.

VIOLA:
Do you really think so?

GARY:
(Pause)  No I don't.  Anyway, I've still got to go to work.

He exits, putting his coat on as he does so.  Viola and Candy look at each other, then Viola hurriedly puts her shoes and coat on.

CANDY:
Where do you think you're going?  Viola!  It's a school day!

VIOLA:
More important things than school, Mum.  (Exits hurriedly)
CANDY:
Viola!  Come back here at once!

Gary walks around the stage while the scene is changed, with Viola creeping along some distance behind.  The stage is fairly dark with rumbles of thunder.  Eventually he reaches his work.

Scene 28:  Office foyer.

On the front of the desk (or on the wall behind it) is a sign with "Bentley Russell Limited", a coat of arms, and the motto: "Be true to your principles".

GARY:
Good morning.

DOORMAN:
Morning, sir.  You made it just in time - it's going to chuck it down.

There is a flash of lightning and a second later a clap of thunder.

GARY:
Yeah, you're right.

Gary puts his security pass in the slot and goes through a turnstile into the building.  A pause, some simultaneous thunder and lightning, then Viola approaches nervously.

DOORMAN:
Hallo young lady.  I think you've come to the wrong place.

VIOLA:
I want to see Mr Chandler.

DOORMAN:
Do you indeed?  But does Mr Chandler want to see you?  Got an appointment?

VIOLA:
No.

DOORMAN:
Well, Mr Chandler's an important man, and very busy.  Can't have him disturbed by any kid who just...

VIOLA:
Please!  It's very important.

COURIER:
(entering with a pile of letters and parcels)  Three to be signed for.

DOORMAN:
Important to you maybe.  And shouldn't you be at school?

The courier puts the mail on the desk and drops some.  In the confusion Viola creeps under the turnstile.


'ere, where did that girl go?

COURIER:
I didn't notice.

DOORMAN:
She'd better not be inside.

COURIER:
Well, what can a little kid do anyway?

Scene 29:  Mr Chandler's Office.

A large expensive office.  Mr Chandler is seated at a large desk with two large computer monitors, etc.  Knock on door.

MR CHANDLER:
Yes?!

VIOLA:
(entering)  Mr Chandler?

MR CHANDLER:
Who the devil are you?

VIOLA:
My name's Viola - I've come to speak to you about Gary Benison.

MR CHANDLER:
How did you get into the building?  Do you know what this place is?

VIOLA:
Bentley Russell Limited.  "Be true to your principles".

MR CHANDLER:
If you can read that, you can read my lips: GET OUT!  (Beat)  Did Benison put you up to this?

VIOLA:
No sir, I followed him.  He doesn't know I'm here.

MR CHANDLER:
Ah, you're the girl living in his flat.  With the shoplifting mother.  Perhaps I should call the police instead.  Hmm?

VIOLA:
Please Mr...

MR CHANDLER:
Stop right there.   I've got important clients to meet in five minutes, and I'm not wasting my time listening to ignorant little delinquents like you.  I had my doubts about Benison's suitability for his position, and your intrusion has confirmed them.  How dare you enter my place of work!  Get out, or I'll have you thrown out.

VIOLA:
But you could help...

MR CHANDLER:
Help!  I'm not here to help anybody - that's what Social Services are for!  (into speakerphone)  Jenkins, in here at once!

VIOLA:
Gary's a good man!  Be true to your principles, that's what it says -  well what are your principles?!  Hasn't anyone ever done you a good deed?

For the first time Mr Chandler looks uncertain.  He hesitates, and has no response.  Jenkins appears and Viola turns and runs out.

Scene 30:  Office foyer.

DOORMAN:
Hoy!  I want a word with you, young lady!

She ignores him and carries on running.

Scene 31:  Street.

Thunder, lightning, rain pouring down in the semi-darkness.  Viola stumbles out into the street, sits at the kerbside and begins to cry.

SONG:
"Once I thought that I could change the world"

VIOLA:
Once I thought that I could change the world.
Give a lead to people who were ready.
Now I realise that was only lies.
Look where all my dreams have led me.
Maybe with the passing of the years,
I'll forget the anguish of this moment.
Maybe I won't care that I knew despair,
When I was a foolish little girl,
When I thought that I could change the world.

The introduction to the next song starts immediately, with Viola speaking over it.


That's it.  Finished.  I've failed the one man who's always been good to me.  (Pause, then she looks up angrily)  I'm giving up!  No more good deeds!  It's just  - -  a waste of time.

She buries her head in her hands and sobs.  There is a long pause.

SONG:
"What you've done for me"

HARRY:
You gave me hope when I was hopeless.
You gave me strength to carry on.
You made me think about the future,
Not of the past that's dead and gone.

MR KIMBERLEY:
You were the one who understood me,
And showed a path that I could barely see.

BOTH:
Open your eyes and you will realise what you've done for me.

Solos and counter-melody.

MISS FLORIBUNDA:
You saw that I was barely coping,
There in the flower shop on my own.
You sent me someone who could help me.
Since then my confidence has grown.

MR PARKINSON:
You saw that I was sad and lonely.

LOUISA:
You came into my life and set me free.

ALL FIVE:
Open your eyes and you will realise what you've done for me.

ALL OTHERS:
What you've done for me.  What you've done for me.
Open your eyes and realise, realise what you've done.
What you've done for me.  What you've done for me.
Open your eyes and you will realise what you've done for me.

Viola doesn't notice - she's locked in her own miserable world.  Then Harry comes slowly forward while the others watch in the background.

HARRY:
You can't give up now.

VIOLA:
Harry!

HARRY:
Don't you realise how much you've helped people?  You got Edward a job running the building site, and then he gave me a job as night watchman, and somewhere to sleep during the day.  You've changed both our lives.

VIOLA:
No.

HARRY:
Yes you have.  And lots of other people - people I don't even know.

VIOLA:
But I failed with Gary.

HARRY:
We all fail.  But you taught me never to give up.

She looks at him, perhaps starting to believe.  He kneels down and puts his arms round her.  Meanwhile Mr Chandler appears in the foyer looking for her.  The Doorman points out where she is and he comes over to her.  Harry steps back into the crowd.  Viola shrinks away from Mr Chandler, thinking he has come to attack her again; he stops in confusion.

MR CHANDLER:
All the time I was trying to concentrate on my clients, I kept thinking about you, what you said.  What I said.  It wasn't true.  I told you I could look after myself - didn't need any do-gooders interfering in my life.  But two weeks ago I really couldn't.  Someone helped me - someone I didn't even know.

VIOLA:
Why did you need help?

MR CHANDLER:
I drove my car into a tree.  I couldn't get out, and I could smell petrol - I knew when it reached the engine the whole thing would go up.  Then a young chap came running over.  I told him to keep back.  He just ignored me, forced the door open and dragged me out.  The car went off like a firework, but he didn't let go of me even though his clothes were on fire - dragged me far enough away before he smothered the flames.

VIOLA:
Wow!  Was he burnt?

MR CHANDLER:
Yes.  His hands, maybe his face.  But I would have been dead.

VIOLA:
(Pause)  So what happened?

MR CHANDLER:
He wouldn't take any reward.  He said I just needed to help someone else in return.  I told him I didn't like having an unpaid debt, and he said "It's all right - it's a chain.  When the time comes, you'll know it".

VIOLA:
A chain?

MR CHANDLER:
I don't know the girl who started this chain, but in a way I owe her my life.

HARRY:
(coming forward)  Yes you do.

MR CHANDLER:
You're the man!

HARRY:
And this is the girl who started the chain.

Mr Chandler stares at Viola dumfounded.

VIOLA:
You will think again about Gary, won't you.

MR CHANDLER:
But it's against company policy.

VIOLA:
What about your motto?  "Be true to your principles".  Isn't that what Gary's doing - not giving in to blackmail - surely that's the sort of person you want!

MR CHANDLER:
(horrified)  Blackmail?

VIOLA:
What would you call it then?

MR CHANDLER:
Well, I  - -  I never thought  - -  blackmail?

VIOLA:
You should trust people more.   Mr Parkinson says most people will do better work if they're trusted instead of spied on.

MR CHANDLER:
I  - -  I  - -  I can see we need  - -  Would you like to come inside and dry yourself off?  Or I could get you a drink.

VIOLA:
Thanks Mr Chandler, but I'm late for school already.  (She kisses him.)  Bye!  (She runs off.)
Scene 32:  Gary's flat.

Candy is sitting watching television.  Gary enters; she turns it off.

CANDY:
Well?  Did you get the sack?

GARY:
(sitting down, dazed)  No, I got a rise - and I've no idea why!  Mr Chandler told me he was pleased to see I was upholding the company motto.

CANDY:
What's that then?

VIOLA:
(entering from the bedroom)  "Be true to your principles".

They both stare at her and she realises she is giving herself away.

GARY:
How on earth do you know that?

Doorbell rings; Gary answers it.  Fran and Edward enter, beaming.

EDWARD:
(together)  Hey!

FRAN:
(together)  Hey!

GARY:
You two look happy!

FRAN:
Edward's accepted my apology and I hope you all will too.  I'm going to work hard to earn back his trust.

CANDY:
Fantastic!  (She hugs them both.)  Now we just need Viola to become a film-star and my life will be perfect.

VIOLA:
Oh no, Mum!

GARY:
Candy. you're not still on about that!

CANDY:
But it's been my plan for years.

GARY:
Maybe, but it's not Viola's plan.  You know she wants to be a scientist.

EDWARD:
 It's her life, not yours.

FRAN:
Mum, you need to stop shoving in where you're not wanted!

CANDY:
(looking from one to the other)  You're all against me then!

FRAN:
It's not "being against you" - you've just got to see reason!

GARY:
Hah!

CANDY:
And what does that mean?

GARY:
Well, face it Candy, seeing reason isn't your strong point.

CANDY:
I  - -  So what do you want to do, Viola?

VIOLA:
To move back to Seaford.  I was so happy there.

CANDY:
We can't do that.  There's all sorts of  - -  No, it wouldn't work.

GARY:
It might.

CANDY:
What?

GARY:
I could sell this place and buy a house in Seaford.

EDWARD:
But what about your work?

GARY:
I'm sure plenty of people commute from Seaford to London.

VIOLA:
Would you really do that, Gary?

GARY:
Not for most people.  For you I would.

Candy and Viola look at each other, stunned.

CANDY:
Gary  - -  that's  - -  too much.

VIOLA:
No it's perfect.  I could go for walks on the Downs.  I could sit and watch the sea for hours.  I could  - -  But - - Adriano, and Mr Parkinson.  (Long pause.)   All the people I'd miss.  (Long pause.)
GARY:
I think it's time for me to do some telempathy on you.  You're always asking people what they really want, but you're not asking yourself.  How long were you actually living in Seaford?

VIOLA:
Six months.

GARY:
How about you, Edward?

EDWARD:
All my life.  And it's miserable there in the winter when all the sight-seers have gone.  I'm staying here!

GARY:
It's just a fantasy picture, Viola.  You're not dreaming of a real place.

VIOLA:
I  - -  I don't know.

GARY:
Well, give it some thought.  If you really decide you want to go back, We'll move.

CANDY:
No.  I'm sorry, but no, Gary.

GARY:
What?

CANDY:
It's too much - - you're being too generous.  Just stop it.

GARY:
Candy, you've always had battles with your men, but this is me.  This is different.

CANDY:
I can't.  - -  What if  - -  I can't.

GARY:
You're scared of getting close to anybody.

CANDY:
Is that it?  I dunno.  I just feel like  - -  like I'm losing control of my own life  - -  like someone else is taking it over.

GARY:
I don't want to do that.

CANDY:
Stop being so reasonable!  That makes it worse!  It's like I'm living your life Gary, not mine.

GARY:
What can I do to...

CANDY:
(angrily)  Nothing!  You can't do nothing!  (Beat.)  It's time for us to move on again.

GARY:
Us?

CANDY:
Me and Viola.

GARY:
You're not taking Viola.  She's doing well at school for the first time in her life; I'm not letting you ruin her chances again.  If I can't stop you leaving, fine, but Viola stays with me.

CANDY:
But I'm her mother.

GARY:
Yeah, and what sort of a mother?  She's twelve.  She needs love and support.  A role model.

CANDY:
What?!  You saying I don't love my daughter.

GARY:
I don't think you do.  I don't even think you could!  I want to adopt her - take me to court and I reckon you'll lose.

SONG:
"Do we know what love is?"

GARY:
You say you've done it all before, and you're glad it's over.
No more fights, sleepless nights, you'll just stay a rover.
All of the men that you've been through
don't seem to leave a mark on you.
Never a clap of thunder.  I just wonder:
Do you know what love is?  Is it just a moment's passion?
Do you know what love is?  Has it just gone out of fashion?
I'd love to tell you, but I don't have the words.
What makes you think it always hits you between the eyes?
Sometimes it just creeps up on you slowly,
taking you by surprise.
All at once you realise how much they mean to you.
And it makes you happy just to have them near you,
Even though they turn your ordered lifestyle inside-out,
You will just accept it, If you know what love is all about.

CANDY:
I know you've always been the one I could safely turn to.
I would shout, you would come, bail me out of trouble.
I never thought that you would be
someone to speak of love to me.
You've had so very few, so how would you know?!
Do you know what love is?  Have you had a girl-friend lately?
Do you know what love is?  If you have then please update me.
You're always watching, but you never jump in.
Hidden inside your office, dealing with stocks and shares,
You may have feelings buried inside, but nobody really cares.
Always calm and careful avoiding highs and lows.
Not for you the drama, or the pain and heartache.
Even though I fight all night, and know how it must end,
It's at least more honest than pretending we can still be friends.

The people in the street all join in, faintly silhouetted against the panorama.

ALL:
Do we know what love is?  If we don't, we'll act as if we do.

Scene 33:  Street.

At the end Candy runs out into the street where there are some bystanders; Gary and the others follow her.  Gary grabs hold of her.

GARY:
You always do this!  It's fight or flight and your instinct is always flight!  When are you going to stop running away from yourself?

CANDY:
It's not running away, it's moving on, progression.  What is there for me here?

GARY:
Me!  Can't you see that?  I'll always be here.  You've got some security, and a family committed to helping you; you can start your life here.  (Pause.)  With me, Candy.  I'd marry you tomorrow, do you know that?  But you don't see me.

CANDY:
What?!

GARY:
(pause)  Will you marry me?

Candy stares at him blankly.


I don't really understand what love is either.  But I'd like to give it a go.

VIOLA:
 I'd love to have you as my Dad.

They all look at Candy, who is tempted and touched by the offer, but...

CANDY:
I  - -  I  - -  Gary, I can't. I'm not like you.

GARY:
(moving towards her)  Candy...

CANDY:
No, don't.  I need  - -  I don't know what, but  - -  (Long pause.)  No.  Thank you, but no.

GARY:
You don't have to decide straight away.

CANDY:
I do!  Waiting won't make it any easier.

GARY:
All right.  (Pause)  One day you'll stop running away.  When you do there'll be a place for you here.

Other people enter gradually during the song, in character and happy, so that it builds up.  Candy shakes her head and returns to the flat during Gary's verse.

SONG:
"Moving on"

GARY:
People say that life's a battle,
but that doesn't mean that we are bound to lose.
We don't care about the battles
when we're living the life we choose.
We can make mistakes,
so long as we admit that we were wrong.
But they just can't stop us:
we know that we are moving on!

ALL:
Moving on, moving on, through this world of ours.
Giving thanks for it all, both the sun and the showers.
There may still be some shadows
but we know they'll soon be gone,
And we don't mind the problems: we know we're moving on.

VIOLA + EDWARD + FRAN:
If we learn to work together,
then our troubles aren't so hard for us to bear.
There may be some sticky patches
but there's someone who'll still be there.
Just believe your dream,
and never let the doubters get you down.
If you keep on trying,
some day your life will turn around.

ALL:
(Chorus as before)
Fanfare, courtesy of Mendelssohn.  Louisa, Mr Parkinson and the kids (with cats) enter in a wedding procession.  General rejoicing.

Louisa and Mr Parkinson kiss.

Louisa throws her bouquet.  Fran catches it.

Simultaneously -

LOUISA + MR PARKINSON + KIDS:
You've got to think like a cat
if you want to understand them.
That's the only way that you will stay on top.
Think like a cat every moment you are with them.
Make one mistake and down you drop!

ALL OTHERS:
(slower)  Moving on, moving on, through this world of ours.
Giving thanks for it all, both the sun and the showers.
There may still be some shadows
but we know they'll soon be gone.

As Louisa starts to sing, Candy comes out of the flat with her suitcases, unnoticed by anybody.  She gives a happy sigh as she sees the bride and groom, then turns and walks away.

LOUISA:
This is the man for whom I've waited,
my frivolous fears completely forgotten.

MR PARKINSON:
We've had a most exhausting day.

ADRIANO:
And now they're going home to sniff each other's bottom!

ALL:
Moving on, moving on,  with telempathy,
We can help people learn what they all want to be.
Now we've found out the secret we can set the whole world free.
We can help everybody: we've got telempathy.
We can help everybody: we've got - tel - em - pa - thy.

END
