SOME OTHER PRIVATE LIVES

A PARODY OF "PRIVATE LIVES"

Playlet, One Act 
written 1930
First presented at a Gala Matinee in aid of Denville Hall at the London Hippodrome on 8 December 1930, produced by Noel Coward. Later presented by the Noel Coward Company at the Festival Theatre, Malvern, on 1 September 1932. In the version performed at the Hippodrome Elsie (referred to here as "Daisy") and Alf appeared. They were played by Adrianne Allen and Laurence Olivier.
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The following is a burlesque of the second act of "Private Lives". The circumstances are the same as those in the play, except that the characters are drawn from the poorer and less cultured sections of society.

The scene is a furnished sitting-room in a lower-middle-class lodging house; a deal table, on which are bread, cheese, pickles, bottled beer, etc., is centre; immediately below it is a broken-down sofa; the door is centre back.

When the curtain rises FRED and FLOSS are sitting at either side of the table facing each other.

FRED: Thank 'eaven we stopped 'ome to-night.

FLOSS: And last night.

FRED: And the night before.

FLOSS: That's right. Comfy, ain't it?

FRED: I reckon we didn't ad ought to feel a bit mingy.

FLOSS: Oh, we do once in every so often.

FRED: Garn, who does?

FLOSS: I do.

FRED: You do?

FLOSS: Yus, I do.

FRED: Ow! Wot d'you reckon about Alf and Dais? D'you reckon they got together, or d'you think they're moulding about seperate?

FLOSS: 'Ow the 'ell do I know?

FRED: They'll come poppin' in 'ere soon, I shouldn't wonder.

FLOSS: 'Old yer noise, yer making me nervy.

FRED: Orlright, orlright.

FLOSS: 'Ere, I say, are we going to get married again?

FRED: 'Ow d'you feel about it, girl, eh?

FLOSS: Ow, I dunno.

FRED: Well, this week's bin a bit of orlright, we've 'ardly used Solomon Isaacs at all.

FLOSS: Ow, Solomon Isaacs gets me tongue in a knot; wot say we shorten it, eh?

FRED: Wot to?

FLOSS: Sollocks.

FRED: You said it, Sollocks.

FLOSS: You don't 'arf look a treat; wot say I give yer a smacker?

FRED: Gam, Soppy!

FLOSS crosses behind table to FRED—they kiss.
FLOSS: Thanks, Cock.

FRED: Par de too, par de too! Do you 'appen to be booked up for this dance, Lady Hagatha?

FLOSS: Well, I was, but the feller was suddenly took queer.

FRED: 'Ard cheese! Well, let's you and me 'ave a turn and chance it.

Gramophone—they dance.

Floor's a bit of orlright, eh?

FLOSS: Mustn't grumble. 'Ere, ain't that the Grand Duchess Olga over there pickin’ ‘er nose?

FRED: Ow, yes, 'er old man got corpsed last Toosday comin' 'ome from the gasworks.

FLOSS: Wot the 'ell was 'e doin' at the gasworks?

FRED: Ow, blowing 'isself out.

He turns off gramophone.

'Ere, girl, what's your trouble?

FLOSS: Ow, nothin', leave me be. (Sits on sofa.)
FRED: Come On, spit it out, spit it Out.

FLOSS: I was thinkin' of young Daisy.

FRED: Oh, Dais.

FLOSS: I bet she's properly breaking 'er 'cart.

FRED: Ow, shut yer face; we've 'ad all this out before. We knew the moment we saw one another again it was no use goin' on. (Joins FLOSS on sofa.)
FLOSS: 'Ere; supposin' we 'adn't 'appened to 'ave met again? Would you 'ave been orlright with Dais?

FRED: I daresay.

FLOSS: Ow, Fred.

FRED: Well, wot of it? You'd 'ave rubbed along orlright with Alf.

FLOSS: Poor old Alf: 'e was gone on me and that's a fact.

FRED: Ain't you lucky?

FLOSS: 'E used to look at me sort of 'opeless and I'd sort of look back; and, oh, I dunno—

FRED: That must 'ave been prime.

FLOSS: 'E used to look after me so lovely—like as if I was something rare and precious.

FRED: Oh, dear, oh dear

FLOSS: Cion't talk so rude.

FRED: Go on, go on; tell us about 'is legs and 'is ears and 'is eyes and 'is lovely curly 'air; go on, tell us.

FLOSS: Mind out yer don't cut yourself, Mr. Sharp.

FRED: That's right; get ratty.

FLOSS: Who's ratty?

FRED: Ow, shut up.

FLOSS: Shut up yourself.

FRED: Well, I'm sick to death of 'earing you keep yappin' about Alf, Alf, Alf, Alf, Alf, Alf—

FLOSS: Sulky great brute!

FRED: 'Ere Floss—Sollocks—Sollocks.

Singing interlude.

Return to sofa.

FRED: You don't 'arf get me goin', old girl.

FLOSS: Don't be soft.

FRED: Swing yer dial round a bit, ducks.

FLOSS: 'Ow's that?

FRED: Lubly!

Floss: You are a cad, and no error.

FRED: We was fair batty, rowin' and muckin' things up the way we did.

FLOSS: That's right.

FRED: D'you remember that row we 'ad at the Elephant?

FLOSS: Not 'arf!

FRED: Goo, weren't we fat'eads?

FLOSS: Yus, but we ain't no more, are we?

FRED: Yer know, the real trouble that time was Ted Rawlins.

FLOSS: Yer know 'e was nothin' in my young life.

FRED: 'Ow the 'ell was I to know? 'E gave yer presents, didn't 'e?

FLOSS: Presents! A couple of bus rides and a bit of white fox.

FRED: Yus, and a mangy-lookin' thing it was, too.

FLOSS: You're a liar; it was a lovely piece and I wear it often.

FRED: Ow, yer do, do you?

FLOSS: Yus, I do, and who's to stop me?

Long pause. He goes to table.

FRED: Want another Guinness?

FLOSS: I do not.

FRED: Ho, indeed! Well, I do.

FLOSS: Go on, soak, soak, soak, yer sozzling great fool.

FRED: It 'ud take more'n three Guinnesses to sozzle yours truly.

FLOSS: It didn't last Saturday.

FRED: Wot about last Saturday?

FLOSS: Oh, shut up shop, you give me a 'eadache.

FRED (pouring out another Guinness): I suppose Ted Rawlins was Temperance?

FLOSS: Well, anyhow, 'e didn't 'iccup on the froth like you do.

FRED: You're funny, you are, ain't yer? Just funny, eh?

FLOSS turns on gramophone.
FLOSS: Ow, go an' boil yer face.
FRED: Shut up that noise. You're not the only lodger.

FLOSS: Yes, I am. The 'Arris's 'ave gone to the pictures.

FRED: And wot about Mrs. Clark? No ears, I suppose?

FLOSS: Well, if she 'as, she's either awake or dead by this time, yer great fog 'orn!

FRED: Turn off that instrument.

FLOSS: I shall not.

FRED: I will, then-

Business—fight over gramophone.

FLOSS: You've mucked up the record now.

FRED: And a damned good job, too.

FLOSS: Dirty bully!

FRED: Blimey, Floss—Sollocks, Soflocks!

FLOSS: Sollocks yerself.

Etc. etc. etc.—Stand-up fight, ending in undignified struggle on floor.
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