Changes


Synopsis : Marjory sits alone in her large detached house in the better part of Suburbia. Recently widowed, she has found that her late husband was serially unfaithful. Her grown-up children have little sympathy for her, wishing that she would sell up and move to a retirement home, releasing 'their' capital to them. Ella, who works for the council, makes contact with Marjory about a scheme  to foster adults who are having housing difficulties. Through the scheme Marjory encounters a lot of new and different people; this radicalises her. Her children are horrified and try to take control of her finances, and her life, through a power of attorney. In the end, Marjory has control of  the reins to her life.

Notes : This play is a series of interlocking monologues. The characters do not 'meet' on stage but rather tell their individual, and linked, stories to the audience. Each character has a defined position on stage and each is separately lit, with their lamp coming on when they speak and fading when another character speaks. There is no visible interaction between the characters and no set, other than chairs for each. 

Cast :

· Marjory : bereaved, in her 50's. Cushioned  from the bleak realities of life by her husband's money

· Sam : Marjory’s son but his father's man. Unsympathetic to his mother's lot, as are his sisters, Janey and Sooze, for whom he speaks.

· Ella : council officer, allocated to the foster housing project. Mature, sensible, committed to social justice.

· Diamond : a New Age young woman who is allocated to Marjory by Ella. She brings a breath of the 21st century, and her young daughter, Airyal, into Marjory’s protected life.

· Bill : an old soldier, increasingly consumed by problems. In transit to sheltered accommodation after losing control of his rented flat.

It is just possible that some characters ( perhaps Sam and just possibly Bill ) could be 'gender swapped' but it feels necessary to have a mix of genders in the play, so changes like this should be approached with caution.


All characters are on stage throughout. Each has a distinct and separate part of the stage allocated, each with a chair. Each position is separately lit. Characters may rise from their chairs and move within their allocated space. They should not acknowledge or react to other characters, addressing their speeches forward to the audience. The play opens with the characters in place and the stage in darkness. 

Some suitable 'theme' music may be played if the director wishes. 

The music fades and Marjory is lit.

Marjory :

It was a shock when he died. Of course it was. It was a shock for all of us.[beat] I imagine that most of all it was a shock for him. Ha! If he known, if he'd had an inkling, he would have covered his tracks. I'd have never known about them. The others. I was in blissful ignorance till he popped off. Of course he'd imagined that he'd live for ever, as fabulously immortal as he was fabulously popular. Ha! The inquest said it was natural causes. No suspicious circumstances. I certainly didn't suspect a thing.

Till then, till the death and the revelations, I'd have said he was a good man. He provided for me, preferred I didn't work. Seems to me now that he didn't want to lose control. Wanted to know where I was. Of course he did. He could plan his, his excursions shall we say, without any risk. He didn't factor in the risk of death. He just left it all behind. Sorting through his stuff, I could see he'd left traces of his indiscretions all over the place. But more practically, and thankfully, in his will he has left everything to me. No doubt if he'd gone on the way he was going those others might have pressed him for their unjust desserts. 

I am not going to spill his sordid beans, tell tell tales about him and his others. I won't dignify them with a part in this. Let them wither on the vine, cut it off at the root. 

So he has provided for me. This house. An income from the business. I am a partner it would seem. I didn't know. The lawyers tell me I am a big earner. Have been for years apparently. Some sort of tax dodge I imagine.  I never saw a penny of it. I went to him and asked nicely if I wanted something. He paid the household bills. I put all that sort of stuff on accounts or cards. Painless.

I'm going to need some help adjusting. I feel like I've been in a bubble. Protected yet a prisoner. The children are not at all pleased with the way that things are working out. Daddy's boy, Daddy's girls, you know. Looking back they have always been curiously indifferent to me. Now they just seem interested in putting him back on a pedestal. And getting their hands on his money, of course.

Lights switch to Sam

Sam :

It's a mess of course. I feel sorry for her [ beat ] in a way. She had no idea. He was never ill. And then [ finger-snap ] he's gone. She was his little woman, the domestic really. Then it all came out about the others. She took it all in, didn't rage. It was like it was outside her comprehension. He had gone, and a screen had been removed, showing him as a much more three dimensional person than she could ever have imagined. [ ironically ] Poor little thing.

Janey, and Sooze and I never really knew about his affairs either but we did know Dad better than she seemed to. She was so bland, and quiet, and content. He was gutsy, a firebrand, dynamic, full of stories, a delight to be with. Spend some time with Mum and the loudest noise was the clock ticking. Once the three of us were adult we spent as little time with her as we could. I saw Dad a lot at the business. And now I find they were equal partners, and she gets the lot. That can't be right, can it ? That can't be fair.  I worked in the business. It is a family thing. OK so I got a wage, but I should be a partner, shouldn't I ? She's been drawing a salary, even though she didn't know it. Or earn it for that matter. 

The lawyers says that that is the way that Dad set it up; all the papers are all tight on this. Dad put managers in ages ago and the lawyers will make sure they do their job. And the money will flow to Mum, as long as she wants. She's got the house. Sitting pretty. For doing nothing. That can't be what Dad wanted.

I'm going to talk it over again with Janey and Sooze. See if we can do something to change this.

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

It's nasty, really. Sam and the girls. They can't just accept the situation. Can't talk sensibly to me. I need to [ beat ] kind of grieve, I suppose.  I guess the real truth is I need to adjust. I don't want a battle with them on top of the shocks.  I realise now how much I just, well, tolerated how their father treated me. I hope, I do hope that I am through with being tolerant. If the late departed had set things up like this, why should I have to change it? Maybe it is strange that he didn't leave them anything, but I am sure he had his reasons. All three of them are well set up. They don't have any needs, just a load of wants. Let's give things time.

Things are really the same round the house; he is just a little more absent than he used to be. Of course his absences were, I now realise, a load of nonsense, a cover-up for this double life he led. 

I just rattle round the house a little more. I must get to grips with his territory, his study, those wardrobes, the bedroom he crashed into to 'save disturbing me'. Ha! And his garage. His garage indeed. My car had to make do with the drive.  His day car and his pride and joy car filled the space. Why does one man need two E-types ?

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

I've worked for the council for 25 years, all of those for Housing, except for two years in what they call Environment now but really I was managing the dustmen. Not a high point. Anyway, housing is my thing so when we did a bit of blue sky thinking on an away day, I chipped in with the idea of foster housing. I'd been a bit disturbed by the idea of taxing claimants who had more rooms then they needed, when there were rich people sitting in mansions full of unused rooms. I got all the usual back-chat about bleeding heart liberals, but the Director said, OK Ella if you think there is something here, send me a paper. 

They way it works is that we put out a heart-tugging ad, and get home owners who are interested to volunteer to put up transitional clients for a week or two. Sort of compassionate B&B. No long-term commitments, so it is fostering rather than adoption. We'll pay them expenses if they want, and I'll be on call for any issues. 

Its better than the grasping commercial places that thrive on these vulnerable clients. And there are certainly some clients who'll benefit from a more sensitive and caring approach than just dumping them somewhere cheap and nasty.

And of course there'll be some learning about the real world for the new style hosts.

And that is how I met Marjory.

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

I saw the ad in the local paper and I thought well, why not. I'm at a loose end, the house is all paid for, there are loads of rooms. And best of all it would get up the noses of those spoilt and annoying people I am blessed with as children.

So I called the council and they sent Ella round. 

By the time she arrived I was starting to have second thoughts. Would I be opening my home up to smelly murderous rapists ? I didn't say this, of course; too British I suppose to say what I was really thinking. But Ella picked up on it.

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

Of course I told her not to worry, that I hand-picked the clients I sent. That they would have been vetted and on their best behaviour. They would know how fortunate they were and wouldn’t want to mess up. And I'd give her my personal phone number as well as a raft of council numbers that she could call if she was at all worried.

What I didn't tell her then was that she would be the first. I took her to be the sort of person who would feel that she was being made a guinea pig rather than a brave pioneer if I told her that. The scheme was solid [ beat ] in theory but we needed someone to prove the theory. And that role fell to Marjory. And to Diamond, and Airyal.

Lights switch to Diamond

Diamond

I was living in this van. We toured round the festivals, went to the solstice, camped with the eco warriors. A regular little carnival it was. I guess we got up the noses of people wherever we went. They were always calling for us to be moved on. So our motorcade would rumble and rattle on to the next event.

When Warrior, he's my Dad I think, got arrested, Meccanno Mick found me a van of my own. It used to be an ambulance, which is sort of ironic, I think. It went well, no bells or flashing lights though, and I painted up the sides with bushes and trees. Made it look a bit like camouflage when when we parked up in the woods. I had it to myself, but in the winter it got precious cold, so I'd call on, you know, a few human radiators to keep me warm.

And that was the source of little Airyal.

The rest of them were great, you know. The women looked after me and when my time came they held my hand, and we didn't need to call in the outsiders. 

The first few weeks with Airyal went well. We were still on the move, and we were in a big lay-by up the road from here. The sort of place that lorries park up in. The lorry drivers didn't take kindly to us and, again, there was a police raid and we were all to be moved on.

Except my van wouldn't move. The police had pressed and pressed the others, and one by one they had been sent off. The police deliberately made them go in different directions to break up the group. I was left. We were left, Airyal and me, in a sea of police.

They tried bumping the van to get it started. Nothing. There were dogs, and I was getting scared. Then Airyal started crying and it all changed. They got a woman constable. And she got the social services. And they got the council. Or whatever.

We ended up in hospital for a fortnight. They took the van. Something about tax, and insurance, and tests, and road worthiness. Bald tires and bad brakes. I don't know about all this. And they said I didn't have a licence. Their rules.

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

We were stuck with Diamond and Airyal. The medics said the baby was under-nourished and the mother was a mess. Took them a fortnight to sort them out physically. Then they were down to me to sort out their lives. I'd been in the ward to see them and she seemed OK. The baby was a tiny thing still and her Mum was unimaginably naïve. Some would have wanted the baby taken into care but I thought they seemed just the right candidates to trial foster housing. 

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

There hadn't been a baby in the house since Susan. I had no equipment and no real idea. It had been years.  Ella was as good as her word, and found a cot and the other stuff, and got a proper nurse calling in and checking up on her, on them. 

My job was to make sure they were warm and comfortable and safe and fed. 

It was a delight. We watched Airyal thrive, even in that short time. Diamond would be a good Mum, I thought. She let me hold the baby. Every day we both learned something.

I couldn't believe the life Diamond had had. She was still only young but the things she had seen and done. I'd seen the hippy convoys on the TV; they had horrified me then. Now having one of them under my roof, and her being nice and with a baby …

Part of me wanted them to stay for ever. 

Lights switch to Sam

Sam :

She's turned my home into a doss house. It's disgusting. Dad didn't set up the business so that a load of scroungers could invade and live off his hard work.

What is she thinking of ? The three of us have been talking this over a lot. We think that the shock has gone to her head. She has totally lost it.

I am sure that Dad and Mum both signed some sort of docket that gives us control if they go gaga. I have a meeting with the lawyers coming up.

And I'm going to blast the council. They are taking advantage of a feeble minded woman.

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

So they moved on, Diamond and Airyal. Ella found them a place in a mother and baby hostel. I went to visit them, still do in fact. I am sure it is for the best but I feel a nagging urge to whisk them back home again. Ella says that hopefully she'll find them a little flat somewhere. It won't be a palace, she says, and knowing Diamond she'll be hankering to go back on the road. All that freedom and changing scenery. Perhaps I ought to try it ? No, silly thought.

Plus I've got more people coming to stay. And Sam and the girls are having a really big stir.

Lights switch to Bill

Bill :

I have been in the army as long as I can remember. Engineer by training, engineer by occupation, engineer with pride. I've been everywhere with the army, mended every sort of engine. And then it finished. Tour of duty over, they said. Off you go. And that was it. Off I went.

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

Bill is a case and half. When the army retired him, or dumped him as he would say, they made no attempt to prepare him for civilian life. Now Bill is what you might call a bit narrow minded, uncomplicated might be polite. He knows a lot about engines, and he knows how to live in the army. And that is it. 

So when he came to live round here, he got himself a nice little flat and got himself a job in the bus garage. But he didn't settle.

The garage was OK but he didn’t get on with the other mechanics. They were always goading him about him being in the SAS or the horse guards and whatever. Just teasing but he didn't get it.  Basically he wasn't a team player 'cause the team wasn't an army team. He hated the indiscipline and the slacking. Started rowing with the blokes and then the manager. And he is big bloke, and can seem intimidating. Really he was the source of a lot of aggravation, even though it wasn't him to blame. Plus he'd take broken bits of engine home too.

So they let him go. He'd been on a trial and they chose not to extend it, He tried a few other places for work, but they were worse, managers who pressed him to make short-cuts to maximise profits. Not the army way at all. Plus offcuts, and discards went missing. So Bill was unemployed. At a loose end. Not the way at all for a man used to being organised by someone else.

He made a mess of his benefits, and he made a mess of his flat. Not a mess like dirt or damage, but tools and engine parts and oil and goodness knows what else. With time on his hands he'd scour the area for mechanical things to fix. Broken bikes, clocks from the charity shops. When there was a car boot or, perfect, a jumble sale Bill would be there, eyes darting, on the hunt of a task to be done. 

All well and good except, understandably, his landlord didn't appreciate his flat being turned into a workshop, complete with oil bath in the sink, and seven dismantled bikes in the living room. Oh, and the muddled benefits meant that Bill had no rent money.  The landlord is not a bad man but, reasonably he wants his rent and he wants his place kept nice. Bill had to go. Thankfully the landlord spoke to us first.

Lights switch to Bill

Bill :

The Lady of the House is very nice. She gets my breakfast. I have my own room. The room had been used by the Man of The House, God rest his soul, and I helped the Lady sort it out. There were things in there that were not nice and we burnt those. We bagged up some clothes to give away. She let me have some jumpers and scarves but most of the things didn't fit me. I brought the clothes from my old flat, but they made me leave all my projects there.

The Man liked cars, Jaguars. I am not a car person really but it was great to be able to see his garage. Big it was, with two cars and a workshop area. I tidied it up a bit but really it was OK as it was. For a treat the Lady took me out in one of the cars. She called it the day car. I said I had never been in one of these and she said she hadn’t either. It was good fun but she didn't drive it very well, or very far. She has a funny little Smart car, looks like a toy. I had a ride in that too but I didn't fit in it very well.

The other car in the garage was a Jaguar too. On a trailer under a tarpaulin over made to fit it. The Lady said he used to take it to shows, one Jag towing the other. I took the tarp off and it was perfect, shiny and with all sorts of special badges saying it was a prize winner.

The Lady and me didn't want to spoil it.

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

Bill kind of comes alive in the garage. He loves motors. Ella told me about the stuff in his flat and I started to hatch a plan.

Lights switch to Sam

Sam :

I'm sick of that lawyer. Says that Dad had checked the will and stuff just months before he died. He was very clear, the lawyer said, that that was what he wanted. Was Dad going barmy too ? Anyway the lawyer says he is the lawyer for Mum and the estate and he won't be able to represent me and Janey and Sooze if we try to start some sort of action against her. I sort of got the idea that he has in it his mind that we have no chance anyway. That docket where we can take control of Mum's affairs only kicks in if she is loco and he, the lawyer person, says she seems to be perfectly sane and no court in the country would back us taking over.

Just shows how useless that brief is. She is clearly loony. Now there's another misfit with his feet under the table there. He's throw out Dad's stuff without a by-your-leave and is driving the cars all over the place. I think the council has poisoned her against us. I must find another lawyer.

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

Marjory is doing so well with Bill. He is eating out of her hand. It is like she has found a loyal retainer. Not that she treats him like staff or anything. Just Bill feels comfortable with the set up. He can't stay there indefinitely but if I can find him somewhere to live, somewhere with a manager or such to make sure he doesn't turn it into a factory, we might turn his life back to something sensible.

Marjory is looking into selling the E-types off and making use of the space for Bill's projects. Not sure about the regulations but I guess I can find out about that at the office. It would be good to have a handyman service available to repair things rather than dump them.

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

Ella got it sorted. Bill is in a hostel now, but Ella will try to get him in a sheltered place sometime soon, with just a small room, and manager, and orders – he likes orders – not to take on projects there.

And I have traced a Jaguar club and they are going to find homes for the cars. Whatever money they get for them I'll set up a fund for 'my' tenants. If things pan out well I can start to top that fund up. Be a bit of a charity I suppose.

Harry will certainly need some help that way. He came next. Ella found him in a box, out the back of the big supermarket on the roundabout. By the skips where they dump the unsold food. They are supposed to lock 'em up but I think the manager forgets to, deliberately on purpose. Kept Harry alive. 

Anyway Ella takes his case on, Harry's. He is a sad one. Barely speaks. From what I know, he didn't get on at home and they made him leave. Well you don't have to tell me how annoying children can be but to throw him out …

I suppose it is a bit chicken and egg, but part of the reason he riled his parents was he was doing badly at school and was truanting. But we think, Ella and me, that all this tension at home was adding to the stress at school. He was a slow learner at the best of times it seems, and these were heading up to be the worst of times for him. I think he was picked on, bullied, by the other boys too.   

It has been a real slow job winkling him out of his shell. Ella has been coming over regularly and trying various things, games and such, to try to assess him better, work out what the real him is like.

She is starting to get somewhere; thinks there might be something like dyslexia there. More worked needed but bit there is a bit of hope for a plan for his future. Living in a box by the bins was short step from the unthinkable. Perhaps we have saved him.         

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

The scheme is going well, no doubt about that. It is very rewarding and I think we are getting better results than we could hope for with the clients. Certainly this approach is providing potentially lasting recovery rather than just putting sticking plaster on and sending them away, hoping for the best. 

I've got four other hosts up and running now. All are doing well and there is a steady stream of clients getting the foster treatment. Had a few set backs. One client proved to be a persistent petty thief, and another a bed-wetter. Only to be expected and helps to sharpen up the selection process.

I've got another member of the housing team working on this. And the Director has been asked to speak at a local government seminar on housing initiatives. Wants me and a host there too. I'll ask Marjory.

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

Harry's gone now. As Ella suspected, he has learning difficulties. She's found him a place at a college which specialises in bringing on people with problems like Harry's. Live-in. Even found a charity that will sponsor him. Doesn't need my fund for this. I'd like to find a way to help him out though. Maybe later. 

I'm between guests now. Ella is run off her feet and I am sure I'll get another one soon. She still comes over, which is nice. In fact I have asked her over to stay for the weekend. I want to do the sort of games and  tests that she did for Harry. Perhaps I can find out more about the real me. And she wants me to go off with her, and her Director, to some country mansion for a conference. Says we can stay on there afterwards.

I wonder, I just wonder, did he take his cars there for an excursion ?

Lights switch to Ella

Ella :

I am starting to think that one of the clients I have been helping is Marjory herself. She is certainly changing. When I first met her she was timid, uncertain of her role, still cowed by the spectre of her brutish husband. It feels like we have evolved her from that, her guests and me. She and I feel like a team. More so than I do with the other hosts. There are no rules for this sort of relationship  …

Lights switch to Marjory

Marjory :

I wonder if I am starting to have excursions of my own ?

Blackout

ENDS
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