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IN THE KITCHEN AT PARTIES

SETTING

It’s the small, messy kitchen of a house where there’s a party going on. 

The stage left exit leads to the hallway and the rest of the house; the stage right exit leads to a small utility room and the back door. 

CAST 

CLARE:
Mid 20s.




A student who’s confident and 

independent, but with a vulnerable side.

ALEX: 
Male, mid 20s.




Shy, socially-awkward, with well-

concealed musical ambitions. 





LAURA:
Middle-aged.







A widow, she’s classy, nicely-dressed, 

friendly and helpful.  Feels out of place 

at the party.





BARRY:
Middle-aged. 

Hearty, jovial, party host.  

Father of ex-con Clifford.





ELVIS:
Middle-aged.







Drunk. In Elvis costume.





VERY MINOR CHARACTERS:





CLIFFORD:
20s.

Ex-con. (Heard briefly but not seen) 





STEPH:
20s







Alex’s cousin. 

BEFORE THE LIGHTS GO UP, WE HEAR THE BEGINNING 

OF ‘IN THE KITCHEN AT PARTIES’ BY JONAH LEWIE.

I'm no good at chatting up and I always get rebuffed.
Enough to drive a man to drink I don't do no washing up.
I always reached the stuff piled up
a-piled up in the sink.
But you will always find him in the kitchen at parties.





AS THE SONG FADES, THE LIGHTS GO UP ON A

TABLE FILLED WITH DEAD GLASSES, EMPTY WINE 
BOTTLES, BEER CANS, ETC. THERE ARE SOME BALLOONS 
AND STREAMERS, AND POSSIBLY A ‘WELCOME HOME’ 
BANNER. THERE ARE SOME HALF-EATEN BOWLS OF 
NUTS AND CRISPS. WE CAN HEAR MUSIC (SLADE’S COZ I 
LUV U), VOICES, LAUGHTER, GLASSES CLINKING. 

CLARE, A WOMAN IN HER 20’S IS SITTING AT THE TABLE, AND SEEMS TO HAVE HER HEAD IN HER HANDS.

ALEX, A SHY, NERVOUS-LOOKING GUY COMES IN FROM THE HALLWAY, AND STANDS AWKWARDLY BY THE TABLE, PICKING AT THE SNACKS. 

CLARE: 


Oh, come on, please - speak to me.

ALEX LOOKS ROUND THE ROOM – SHE MUST MEAN HIM.

ALEX: 

Er, hi.

CLARE:


Hello.

ALEX: 


Are you enjoying the party?

SUDDENLY CLARE LOOKS UP, FROWNS IRRITABLY AT ALEX AND POINTS AT HER MOBILE PHONE WHICH WAS PRESSED TO HER EAR AND HIDDEN BY HER HAIR.

CLARE: 


Hi, yes, I want to report a lost credit card. I think it’s probably 

been stolen.

AS ALEX REALISES, TO HIS HUGE EMBARRASSMENT THAT SHE WASN’T TALKING TO HIM, CLARE TURNS AWAY, AND WALKS TO THE BACK OF THE ROOM TO FINISH HER CONVERSATION.

ALEX PICKS MISERABLY AT THE CRISPS BEFORE DECIDING HE’LL LEAVE HER TO IT. HE’S ABOUT TO HEAD OFF INTO THE HALL AND THE REST OF THE PARTY, WHEN HE HEARS THE FOLLOWING: 

BARRY (OFF STAGE): 

Right – who’s going to come and dance with Auntie Ivy? Handsome young men form an orderly queue or I shall have to come and look for volunteers… 

ALEX BACKS BACK INTO THE KITCHEN AS CLARE FINISHES HER CALL.

CLARE:  

So I’ll get a new one within 5 days? That’s great. Thanks then, bye.

SHE PUTS THE PHONE DOWN. ALEX GRIMACES AN APOLOGY.

ALEX: 


Sorry about that. I didn’t realise you were …

CLARE: 


Don’t worry about it.

ALEX: 

(PICKING UP THE PEANUTS) Would you like some peanuts?

CLARE: 


No thanks.  They always say bowls of nuts are covered in 25 

types of wee cause people don’t wash their hands when they’ve 

been to the loo.

ALEX, WHO’S JUST PUT A HANDFUL IN HIS MOUTH 

TRIES TO DISCREETLY SPIT THEM OUT. 
THEY BOTH LOOK UP WHEN LAURA , A CLASSY, NICELY DRESSED MIDDLE-AGED LADY ENTERS, CARRYING A TRAY FILLED WITH USED PAPER PLATES AND DIRTY GLASSES ETC.  AS ALL THE SURFACES ARE COVERED AND THERE’S NOWHERE TO PUT THE TRAY DOWN, CLARE AND ALEX COME TO HER AID.

ALEX:



Shall I take that?

CLARE:


Let me clear some space.

SHE DOESN’T RESPOND, UNTIL ALEX TAKES THE TRAY OFF HER.  

LAURA:


Oh, thank you, dear.





SHE REACHES UP AND REMOVES SOME EAR PLUGS 

THEN SMILES PLEASANTLY AT THEM BOTH.

LAURA: 


That’s better. (REALISING THEY’RE BOTH LOOKING AT 

HER BEMUSED, SHE EXPLAINS) I’m afraid Slade wouldn’t be 

my first choice of party music, so I came prepared.

CLARE:
 

Good idea. If I was staying I’d probably ask to borrow them.
LAURA:


Oh, are you going home?

CLARE:


That’s the general idea.  (LOOKS HOPEFULLY AT LAURA) I couldn’t borrow a fiver for a taxi, could I?  (SHE CHECKS HER WATCH) Oh, it’s after midnight, though, better make it ten.  I’ll pay you back.

LAURA:


(TAKEN ABACK) Oh, well, I’m afraid I … haven’t got my purse with me.

CLARE TURNS TO ALEX.

CLARE:


I don’t suppose you  …?  

ALEX POKES AROUND IN HIS POCKET BUT ONLY 

PRODUCES ABOUT 3 QUID AND A PACKET OF TUNES.  

CLARE’S NOT IMPRESSED.

LAURA:

Could you ask Barry?

CLARE:


Who’s Barry?

LAURA:

 (POINTEDLY) Barry, the man who’s giving the party. 

CLARE:

Oh, not really. No.  I’ve never met him before.

SHE DOESN’T EXPLAIN THIS, AND DECIDES TO MAKE 

ANOTHER PHONE CALL. 

CLARE:

(ON PHONE) Zoe? It’s me – Clare. Where are you? Are you in the car?  Oh, I was hoping you could come and pick me up. It’s just – I’ve had a horrible night – and now I’m stuck at this party with no money and … what? … I didn’t invite you ‘cause I didn’t know I was coming.  You wouldn’t want to be here, it’s awful. I’ve been working. I was a strippergram and … Zoe? Zoe? Oh, you’re breaking up.

HEARING CLARE’S CONVERSATION LAURA AND ALEX EXCHANGE A LOOK.  

ALEX POURS ALL THE DREGS OF BEER FROM THE GLASSES LAURA HAS BROUGHT INTO ONE GLASS AND STACKS THE OTHERS UP.  HE HOLDS A BIN BAG OPEN WHILE LAURA PUTS THE RUBBISH IN.  

CLARE IS FIDDLING WITH HER PHONE WHEN THEY ARE DISTRACTED BY A DRUNKEN MAN IN AN ELVIS COSTUME STAGGERING IN.  HE LEERS AT CLARE.

ELVIS:


You’re nice. 

CLARE BACKS OFF AND HE SWAYS ACROSS THE ROOM AND GOES OUT STAGE RIGHT.

ELVIS:


(OFF) Ooh, a toilet.

LAURA:


Oh, no, you can’t use that one, it’s not … plumbed in yet.

SHE’S TOO LATE, AS WE CAN HEAR HIM USING IT. THEY ALL WATCH IN HORROR AS HE STAGGERS OUT AGAIN, CROSSES TO THE TABLE, AND HELPS HIMSELF TO PEANUTS.  CLARE GIVES ALEX A ‘WHAT DID I TELL YOU?’ LOOK.  ELVIS THEN PICKS UP THE GLASS FULL OF DREGS.

ELVIS:


Is this my drink?

LAURA IS ABOUT TO SAY NO, BUT CLARE GETS IN FIRST.

CLARE:


Yes.

HE SWIGS IT BACK, BURPS, THEN FLOPS IN A CHAIR AND FALLS INSTANTLY ASLEEP, GIVING THE OCCASIONAL LOUD SNORE.  THEY ALL LOOK AT EACH OTHER, THEN BURST OUT LAUGHING.

CLARE:


God, look at the state of him. And I bet he’ll wake up tomorrow with a huge hangover, thinking he’s had a brilliant time.

ALEX:



Why is he dressed as Elvis? It’s not a fancy dress party is it?

LAURA:


No, but from what someone was telling me earlier, it’s what he 

always wears at weekends.  He’s something very stressful in 

Finance, apparently, and this is his way of relaxing.  He auditions 

every year for ‘Stars In Their Eyes’ but he never gets past the first 

round.

THEY ALL LOOK AT HIM PITYINGLY.

LAURA:


I think I might have enjoyed a Fancy Dress Party more. People seem to behave differently when they’ve had to put some effort in first. 

CLARE:


 I went to one as Marie Antoinette once. I met this bloke who was dressed as a clown. We got on really well and he walked me home. I was dying to get out of this big hooped dress I had on, so I told him I was going to change into something more comfortable. I threw on some jeans and a T-shirt, came back down a couple of minutes later and found him sitting on the settee, wearing just his boxer shorts and socks … 

LAURA: 


Oh, no!

CLARE:


... but with the full wig and clown make-up intact.





LAURA:





How embarrassing. What happened?





CLARE:

Oh, he just mumbled something about being too hot, put his clothes 

back on as quick as he could and  legged it.  (SHE GRINS)  Trouble 

was – he was wearing those big clown shoes so he couldn’t make a 

very dignified exit.  

ALEX IS WORKING UP TO JOINING IN THE CONVERSATION.

ALEX:



I went to a fancy dress parade once when I was young. I made my 

own costume.

THEY BOTH TURN TO LOOK AT HIM AND WAIT, EXPECTANTLY.  ALEX SUSPECTS THAT ONCE AGAIN, HE’S GOING TO REGRET HAVING SPOKEN. 

CLARE:


And what did you go as?

ALEX:



I stuck some hessian to a wooden frame and went as a teabag.

LOUD SHRIEKS OF LAUGHTER COME FROM THE OTHER ROOM.  NOTHING TO DO WITH ALEX, JUST REMARKABLY BAD TIMING.  HE LOOKS AS THOUGH HE’D LIKE TO CURL UP AND DIE.  

JUST THEN BARRY, A HEARTY, JOVIAL, RED-FACED MIDDLE-AGED MAN COMES IN, CHUCKLING TO HIMSELF.  HE IS SURPRISED TO SEE THE THREE OF THEM. 

BARRY:  

Aye, aye, what’s going on here? A private party? Come on through, come on through,  you’re missing all the fun.

LAURA AND ALEX START FUSSING WITH TIDYING UP, AND TRYING TO LOOK BUSY.  

BARRY: 

Our Jamie’s just given Clifford a ‘Get Out of Jail Free’ card. Out of 

his Monopoly game, like. That’s why everyone was laughing. 

Though I told Clifford – if he ever gets banged up again, it’ll be no 

laughing matter.  There’ll be no ‘Welcome Home’ party next time, I 

can tell you.  No, once is experience, twice is carelessness.
THEY’RE NOT SURE HOW TO RESPOND TO THIS SO JUST NOD AND SMILE A BIT,  NON-COMMITTALLY.

BARRY:


Anyway – we’re just setting up the karaoke in the front room.  ‘If you Do It My Way, You Will Survive’.  Come and get your glasses filled; ‘cause if you’re owt like our Mandy you’ll need to get yourself tanked up to help loosen your tonsils. She’s a bit shy, like.

SHRIEKS OF FEMALE LAUGHTER CAN BE HEARD.

BARRY:


Mind you, she hides it very well.  

BARRY:

(TO ALEX) What about you, lad? Can we count on you for a Will Young? Or a Robbie Williams?

ALEX:

Oh, no, I don’t think so.  Sorry.

BARRY:

(LOOKING HIM UP AND DOWN) No, you’re not much of a Robbie are you?  

A DISEMBODIED VOICE SHOUTS ‘BARRY! I’VE FOUND YOUR MEDALLION!’

BARRY:


(SHOUTS) Righto! I’m just doing me chest.  

HE REACHES IN TO HIS POCKET AND PULLS OUT A JOKE FUR CHEST.  HE UNDOES SOME SHIRT BUTTONS AND LOOKS INTO THE MIRROR (ON THE INVISIBLE 4TH WALL) WHILE HE ATTACHES IT.  

ONCE IT’S IN PLACE HE PUTS AN ARM ROUND CLARE AND LAURA’S SHOULDERS.

BARRY:


Come on then, ladies, you can’t miss this – it could be the closest you ever get to Tom Jones!  

WITH A GRIMACE AT ALEX, CLARE AND LAURA ARE USHERED OUT INTO THE HALL, LEAVING ALEX ON HIS OWN WITH THE STILL SLEEPING ELVIS.

ALEX TURNS TO THE COMATOSE ELVIS, FIDDLES WITH A BOTTLE, BLOWS ACROSS THE TOP, THEN PICKS IT UP AND CONDUCTS A MOCK INTERVIEW, USING THE BOTTLE AS A MICROPHONE, CONFIDENT IN THE FACT THAT HE ISN’T LISTENING.

FROM THE OTHER ROOM, BARRY CAN BE HEARD SINGING ‘YOU CAN KEEP YOUR HAT ON’ ON THE KARAOKE MACHINE.

ALEX THE INTERVIEWER:

So Elvis – Suppose that one year Stars In Their Eyes didn’t turn you down, but said ‘Congratulations – you’ve passed the audition, you’re on the show’? Would it be everything you’ve dreamed of  - the best night of your life as you come through the smoky doors to thunderous applause - or the biggest disappointment you’ve ever known, when you realise you can’t really hack it and the studio audience prefers a fat girl from Pontefract doing Mama Cass?  What was that, Elvis? (HE HOLDS THE ‘MICROPHONE’ CLOSER). No comment.

HE GETS UP, LOOKS IN THE SAME MIRROR THAT BARRY USED AND STARTS INTERVIEWING HIMSELF, HOLDING THE BOTTLE MICROPHONE OUT TO HIS REFLECTION.

ALEX THE INTERVIEWER:

And Alex Taylor – I believe you have ambitions in the world of showbusiness yourself.  What is it you do?

ALEX: 

(RESPONDING, IN A SMOOTH MOCK AMERICAN ACCENT) Well, I play the piano and sing. Naturally I write all my own songs; not so much chart songs, as soulful jazz and blues – although of course there’s been something of a crossover between the two lately.  And I like to think that’s all I really need to reach people – the piano, the singer and the song.  

ALEX THE INTERVIEWER: 

But am I right in thinking you haven’t actually played these songs in front of an audience yet?

ALEX:

Not yet, no. Well, only the dog. I’m waiting for the right time. 

ALEX THE INTERVIEWER: 

And when will that be?

ALEX:


Hell, I dunno. (HESITATES) I guess when I can sing in front of people without my face reddening, my throat constricting, and my fingers trembling.  

HE IS ABOUT TO CONTINUE THE ‘INTERVIEW’ WHEN HE LOOKS IN THE MIRROR AND SEES THAT LAURA HAS COME BACK IN. SHE SMILES PLEASANTLY BUT DOESN’T GIVE ANY INDICATION THAT SHE’S HEARD ANY OF THIS.  CLARE FOLLOWS A FEW STEPS BEHIND. ALEX PUTS THE BOTTLE BACK ON THE TABLE.
CLARE:

God, this is a weird party. Whatever happened to drinking too much, having a dance and copping off in the broom cupboard with someone unsuitable?

LAURA:


I must admit, I’ve never really seen the attraction of karaoke.  It just seems to be songs I don’t care for much to start with being made even worse …

CLARE:


…by people who wouldn’t know how to hold a tune even if they 

were given a tune attached to a very large handle?

LAURA:


Well, yes.

ALEX:



But they can’t make us get up and sing, can they?
CLARE:


(LAUGHS) I wouldn’t bank on it. What’s this Clifford been inside for? Anyone know? GBH? 

ALEX AND LAURA BOTH SHRUG. 

LAURA:


(LOWERS HER VOICE) I’d never met him before this evening.  

And if I’d known it was a ‘Welcome Home From Jail’ party I 

wouldn’t have come at all.

CLARE:


So, why are you here? 

LAURA:


I’m a neighbour.  To be honest, I think I was only invited so I 

wouldn’t complain about the noise.  I shouldn’t think they 

expected me to turn up. And I wouldn’t have normally, but I 

couldn’t resist the chance to have a chance to look round the house again.  My friends used to live here – Ronnie and Angela.  

SHE WANDERS OVER TO LOOK OUT THE WINDOW OVER THE BACK GARDEN – STAGE RIGHT

LAURA:

We used to have drinks on the patio in the summer.  Angela always had the garden looking beautiful.  Of course there wasn’t a rusty Ford Fiesta on the lawn in those days.  

SHE TURNS BACK TO CLARE AND ALEX

LAURA:

We played bridge together most weeks with another couple from down the road.  But my husband died two years ago, and Ronnie and Angela went down south to live with their daughter. They write to me now and then. Christmas and birthdays. (SHE SMILES A TIGHT LITTLE SMILE) I haven’t played Bridge for months now.

WITH AN EFFORT SHE PULLS HERSELF OUT OF HER REVERIE AS SHE’S DISTURBED BY CHEERS AND WHOOPS FROM NEXT DOOR.

LAURA: 


Still, nothing stays the same, does it? 

ALEX:



I don’t really know anyone, either.  I came with my cousin, Steph.  

CLARE:


And where’s she?

ALEX:


(SHRUGS) Some guy took her upstairs to show her his I-pod.

(HE CHECKS HIS WATCH) Two hours ago.

CLARE AND LAURA EXCHANGE A LOOK.

CLARE:

(AMUSED) Perhaps he’s having trouble downloading.  But if you don’t mind me asking – why are you still here? You don’t seem to be having much fun.

ALEX:


Oh, I’m okay. And I promised her a lift home. Anyway – you 

don’t seem to be enjoying it much yourself.
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