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A BROTHEL IN FRANCE IN THE EARLY TWENTIES. A CHAISE
LONGUE, DRESSING TABLE, JAPANESE SCREEN WITH SILK SHAWL
DRAPED OVER IT, DRINKS.. BRANDY, WINE, AND CHAMPAGNE ON
ICE, AND ARTIFICIAL FLOWERS AND PAMPAS GRASS IN VASES.
THE SPACE IS LOW LIT.

THREE WOMEN ARE PRESENT. THEY WEAR THE LOUIS HEELED
PUMPS OF THE PERIOD, LACY CHEMISES IN PALE COLOURS AND

KIMONOS. FRANCINE IS BUXOM, MARIE-HELENE IS PALE, THIN
AND FAIR, BERTHE IS SMALL.

BERTHE I don't. TO FRANCINE Do you?

FRAN Sure.

BERTHE Do you? SURPRISED.

FRAN We-ell.. WITH A TEMPORISING GLANCE TO MARIE.
BERTHE You don't. I don't.

MARIE LOW Please..

BERTHE Well I don't, I don't!

MARIE You shouldn't.. SHE CLAPS HER HANDS OVER HER EARS.
FRAN She's frightened he'll hear you.

BERTHE Never.

MARIE PLEADING How can you be sure?

BERTHE He won't because he can't. And he can't because he's

not there. SLIGHT PAUSE. FRANCINE TAKFES THE HARD SKIN OFF HER
HEELS WITH A FILE. BERTHE CALLS Are you there?
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CCOSTS MARIE WITH SWEET REASON. There's nobody

There is.

There isn't.

Don't.

Prove it!

Oh shut up, the pair of you.

You see, she can't. MARIE MOVES

APART.

Leave her alone.

I didn't start it.

You did.

I never, she did! She asked me if I believed in him.
She asked me .

Well anyway, I don't. PAUSE. Waste of time. PAUSE.

A PAUSE.

TO MARIE Fancy a toffee?

No thanks.

MARIE GASPS, DENDS OVER, CLUTCHING HER ABDOMEN.
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DOUBLED UP Cramps.

Again?

DOUBLED UP All day.

Tell him!

No don't, you'll upset him. Take an aspirin.

HUMBLY 1I've had eight.

MOVES TO SOFA.

PAUSE. FRANCINE MOVES APART, GAZES OUT, BEMUSED.

CALLS, TO FRANCINE What you doing?
Watching this fly clean its legs. 1It's got lovely
little legs. Ah.. there it goes!

MARIE, ON THE SOFA, HAS A SPASM, RECOVERS. SHE PRAYS.

Oh God. Thou doest love us. Thou lovest and seest us

in this our earthly torment. ..

MONSIEUR RAYMOND, THE BOSS, ENTERS WITH A MAN.

La Choix, Monsieur. Mes enfants - Monsieur "Max'.

MAX, WHO LOOKS LIKE A BOXER ON HIS NIGHT OFF, SMIRKS.
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AT THE ENTRANCE OF THE MEN THE GIRLS ARE IMMEDIATELY
"ON'.

Yers, well.

THE GIRLS LIFT THEIR SKIRTS TO EXPOSE THEIR BODIES..
FRONT FIRST, THEN THEY TURN, TOGETHER, TO EXPOSE THE
REAR. MONSIEUR 'MAX' WALKS ALONG THE LINE, TAKING HIS
TIME, INSPECTING WITH SHREWD ATTENTION. HE GESTURES.

Tournez, mes enfants.

THEY TURN TO THE FRONT AGAIN.
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May I introduce, Monsieur Max, for your pleasure

Mademoiselle Francine, fresh from the buttercup

meadows of.. ah.. Normandy .... Mademoiselle
Marie-Helene..(SOTTO VOCE).. from a good family,
Monsieur, tragic story....... et la petite Berthe!

Yers. Pas de fausse mineur?
La petite Berthe will oblige, Monsieur!

Nah, she's too old.

Monsieur will be amazed, I assure you. Allons, 1la

petite!

BERTHE GOES. THE BOSS GESTURES MONSIEUR MAX TO SIT.
FRANCINE OFFERS HIM A BOX OF CIGARS AND A BOX OF
CIGARETTES. HE CHOOSES A CIGAR. SHE OFFERS HER THIGH,
HE ROLLS THE CIGAR AGAINST IT. FRANCINE CUTS IT FOR HIM,

MARIE LIGHTS IT.

Un petit peu, Monsieur? INDICATING THE DRINKS.



MAX What you got there?

RAY DPOURING Un vrai petit vin du pays.. you

won't be disappointed.
MAX Oh, where's it from?
RAY CAUGHT OUT Oh.. from the.. ah... Auvergne. WARMING

TO THE FICTION My home. MAX TASTES. We have

others in the cellar if Monsieur -

MAX No, this'll do.
RAY I know the vineyard personally. My brother -
MAX It'11 do, it'll do.

FRANCINE SITS ON HIS LAP. HE ASSESSES HER THROUGH
HIS CIGAR SMOKE, THEN TAKES A GOOD LOOK AT

MARIE.
MAX Yers.. yers.
RAY Good to relax, Monsieur, after a hard day at
er... affairs and all that.
MAX Yers.
RAY Good for the constitution. And the bowels.

MAX BLOWS OUT SMOKE.. TAKES ANOTHER LOOK
AT MARIE.

RAY GESTURES EXPANSIVELY, REFILLING HIS OWN GLASS
A small establishment, as you see. But of superior
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quality. We cater to the man of taste .. the man

of sophistication.

So I've been told. Where's your negress, I don't
see your negress, 1s she - ? WAVES A HAND OFF.

Alas, not at the moment, sir. We like to keep up with
the fashion but I have my clients' pockets to consider
- we don't go in for stupidity here. Next month, perhaps.

WHO HAS BEEN EYING MARIE HEAVILY You. Come here.

SHE APPROACHES AND, AT A GLARE FROM RAYMOND,
INTENSIFIES HER HAUGHTY LANGUOR.

Come on, girl, let's see what you've got.

COLD Monsieur desires?

SLAPS HER Don't give me your airs and graces, you're
nothing but a common whore. SLAPS HER. What are you?
SLAPS HER AGAIN.

LOW A common whore.

What?

A common whore.

Right, and don't you forget it.

Good for you, Monsieur. She's a haughty bitch, needs

keeping in her place.
MAX APPRAISES MARIE THROUGH HIS CIGAR SMOKE.
No. Too scraggy.

HE TURNS HIS ATTENTION TO FRANCINE, PUSHING HER
ROUND ROUGHLY, ASSESSING HER. HE MURMURS THOUGHTFULLY,
NODS TO RAYMOND.
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Good haunches, I'11 give you that.
weight on the haunch, you can keep the featherweights.

Bar the fausse mineurs, of course.

Oh, absolutely. A childlike scantiness .. for the
man of taste .. in a certain mood. HICCUPS SLIGHTLY

INTO HIS GLASS. Makes a change.

ASSESSING FRANCINE, WHO TURNS INDOLENTLY IN HIS HANDS
Yers. A bit thick in the waist - but good quality.

Monsieur can be confident of that, we offer only
the best, hand-selected..... aha, voici..... voilal!

La Petite!

BERTHE ENTERS AS THE FAUSSE MINEUR, SHE IS DRESSED AS
A CHILD, IN WHITE MUSLIN, WITH A WIDE SASH OF BLUE
RIBBON ROUND HER WAIST. HRR HAIR HANGS TO HER WAIST,
AND SHE WEARS A LARGE BLUE BOW OF SATIN RIBBON ON

TOP OF HER HEAD. SHE WEARS BALLET PUMPS AND WHITE
STOCKINGS AND CARRIES A WIDE-BRIMMED STRAW HAT
DECORATED WITH FLOWERS AND MORE RIBBONS.

SHE CURTSIES SHYLY TO MONSIEUR MAX.

Ah!! Isn't she sweet!

SHE IS NOT SUCH A GOOD ACTRESS Lovely.
Monsieur?

Very good.. very good... excellent!

HE BENDS OVER BERTHE.

And what's your nare, little girl?

HALF-WHISPERS, IN A LISP Lisette, Monsieur.
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HE PATS HER CHEEK. BERTHE DROOPS, RUBBING A
KNUCKLED FINGER INTO HER EYE.

Ah, she's shy!

Ah.

You're not frightened of me, are you, little

girl?

Don't be silly, Lisette, the big man's not going

to hurt you.
SHE HOLDS OUT A DISH OF BONBONS. MAX TAKES ONE, EATS.
FRANCINE INDICATES, HE PROFFERS ONE TO BERTHE, TANTALISES

HER, THEN POPS THE SWEET INTO HER MOUTH.
SHE JUMPS UP AND DOWN WITH GLEE.

Thank you, Thir.

Such a tiny little mouth! My poor little girl,
never mind, Daddy will be very, very gentle.
Now come along, I've got a great big surprise
for you!

Ooh'!

But you must promise me not to scream. You won't

scream, will you?

BERTHE HANGS BACK.

Don't want to.

Come on.

No..
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Now she's being naughty.

Yes.

She needs her bottom smacked.

AFTER A NUDGE FROM RAYMOND A good spanking.

FRANCINE, A BIT TOO QUICK, HANDS HIM A LARGE WOODEN
HAIRBRUSH.. HE FROWNS AT HER OVER-PROMPTNESS.

'WEEPING' Please Daddy, don't hurt me... say you

won't hurt me.....

SHEk DRAGS HER FEET AND HE HAULS HER OFF.

Please, Daddy ... please ..... THEY GO.

THE OTHERS SWITCH OFF LIKE A LIGHT. RAYMOND EXITS
SEPARATELY, RETURNS WITH A LARGE CAN BASKET FULL OF
UNDERWEAR.

Here you are. Francine, you mend the stockings,

you've got a finer stitch.

Oh, come on, guvnor! I'm getting prick marks all

over my hands!

Shut your mouth, I'm not having you girls sitting

about doing nothing, make yourselves useful.

HE GOES.FRANCINE PULLS A HORRIBLE FACE AT HIS BACK..
MARIE GIGGLES.

Oh why don't you buzz off!
He never stops.

BUT THEY PICK OVER THE MENDING, SELECT PIECES AND
AND BEGIN TO SEW.
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Fell out,
SIDE oF H

Oh good.
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yesterday. (SHE SHOWS MARIE, LIFTING THE

ER MOUTH WITH HER FINGER)

I'm saving up. I'm gonna have them all out, get

a proper
I'd like

Yes, real
THOUGHT,

The troub
No she wo
But it's

(BAFFLED)

She's so

set.

that.

ly white. (THEY SIGH WITH PLEASURE AT THE

AND SEW)

le is, she'll go to hell!

n't. She won't do that. Never.

a terrible sin - look at St. Peter!

Eh? Oh .. yeah.

careless.

I know what you mean. (BITES OFF A THREAD)

look at it her way - I mean, she's got a point.

Well you

But ....

can't prove it!

God IS. He's there!

Yes but you can't prove it.

You can.

How?

It's in t

A PAUSE.

he Bible!

THEY SEW.

Still,

if

you
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FRAN Look at this, all ripped - can't be worth mending.
MARIE That was last night, Monsieur Emil. TAKES THE SEWING.
FRAN Sew a bit of lace over it, he can pull that off for a

thrill, LEANS IN. Just catch it together, then he won't

rip the cambric and get us told off.

THEY SEW.
MARIE If I could just put it across to her.
FRAN Oh no! (MUTTERED) ALOUD Don't take any notice.

Ignore her.

MARIE I worry.
FRAN Worry about yourself.
MARIE QUICK Why, has he said anything?

FRAN Course not. Marie, he's not going to turn you away, you're

his favourite.

MARIE That wouldn't stop him.

LOUD, AWFUL SCREAMING FROM WITHIN. MARIE MERELY RAISES
HER VOICE TO BE HEARD OVER IT, MODULATES BACK WHEN THE
SCREAMING CEASES.

He's always going for me.. making threats. When he's
not messing me about he's trying to frighten the life
out of me - Monsieur Henri, what a charming surprise.....

how sweet of you to call.

HER VOICE CHANGES MID-SENTENCE INTO AN

UPPER-CLASS PURR AS SHE RISES. EXTENDING A HAND TO GREET
AN ELDERLY MAN USHERED IN BY THE BOSS. HE WEARS DATED
EVENING CLOTHES, AND A CLOAK-COAT, AND CARRIES A VICTORIAN
POSY OF FLOWERS. HE KISSES MARIE'S HAND REVERENTLY.

HENRI Cherie .... ma cherie.....
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TAKING THE FIOWERS, For me? How delightful | .whitc

roses... so kind..

La Divine..divine... embrasse moi... embrasse moi. ..

HE DIVES FOR HER.

Ooh, your lovely tits! .. your beautiful squashy tits

Squeeze, squeeze

Monsieur Henri... SLAPS HIM LIGHTLY WITH ONE OF HIS
GLOVES. .. naughty boy, naughty boy... ow!

TO DRAW HIM OFF Wine, cher Monsieur Henri?

Ah, La Francine! Now, now.. no need to feel neglected,
you shall have a cuddle later on at the Mayor's party -

now you must all be on top form - no slacking!
Depend on us, cher Monsieur.

We'll have some real fun eh?.. but first I must have
a little nibble at my lovely girl here.. before the

others, heh, heh..oh.. HIS EYES SHINE... by the way,

Francine - guess who's coming tonight?

Ooh.. who?

Go on, guess!

FRANCINE, WITH A GRIMACE ASIDE, MIMES GUESSING.
I give up!.. Monsieur Henri, you're a terrible

tease! ABOVE HIS HEAD, SHE AND MARIE EXCHANGE A
DERISORY GLANCE.
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HENRI I am, I am, I know! You'll never guess .. not in a

million years! Have a go!

FRAN Rudolph Valentino?
HENRI No-o ..

FRAN Ah .... the Kaiser?
HENRI TANTALISING NO-O .....

FRANCINE SLIPS FOR A MOMENT, LOSING PATIENCE.

FRAN IRRITABLY Who then?

HENRI Your favourite ...... your favourite - you know!
FRAN What?

MARIE Who?

HENRI Monsieur Guillaume! The bald one! With the ...

HE GESTURES AN ENORMOUS STOMACH. THE GIRLS BLENCH.

FRAN MUTTERS Oh, Fatty Arbuckle.

MARIE GIGGLES BEHIND HENRI'S BACK.

FRAN MUTTERS Eight months if he's a day.

HENRI CHUCKLES, AND CHASES AFTER FRANCINE, WHO OBEDIENTLY
RUNS AWAY FROM HIM.

HENRI CHUCKLING The one who likes to be - HE MIMES WHIPPING,
POINTING HIS FINGER AT FRANCINE IN DELIGHT.

FRAN Ooh, yes. Bravo.
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You'll give him a good stroke tonight, eh? ... and me ..

and me!
I shall be very firm with you both. Very firm.

Ooh'!

SHE TURNS HIM TOWARDS MARIE, KISSING HIM LIGHTLY ON TOP
OF THE HEAD AS HE GOES, HANGING ON TO MARIE.

HE HAS LEFT HIS CLOAK. FRANCINE GOES THROUGH THE POCKETS
ABSENTLY, A ROUTINE TASK .. BUT FINDS NOTHING OF
INTEREST. SHE FINDS A LETTER, READS IT, SHAKES HER HEAD
DISMISSIVELY AS THE BOSS ENTERS.

Anything?

Nothing. WAVES THE LETTER. It's only from his sister.
SHE INSPECTS THE CLOAK. Coat's worth a bob or two.

Mean old sod. I wouldn't min3 putting a touch in.
Yeah - local man. Be worth his while to cough up.
Not him. Too mean by half.

Threaten to split, tell his family. Go on.

Nah. there's only the wife and the oli girls. What
do they matter?

Send Big Louis round, give him a punch in the

head.
No-o. Wouldn't work. He's too well in.

I still think he won't want his wfie to know what he

gets up to.

Don't be a bigger twot than you are. You want to sit
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in church of a Sunday, watch him put
plate and her sitting beside him in g coat so old it's
green on the shoulders, bloody disgrace.

DRY I shouldn't worry. What she don't get, you
do, eh? HE TURNS ON HER, GLOWERING AND SHE

BACKS AWAY PRUDENTLY. I still think he'd like it

kept quiet, guvnor.

No, not that old sod. People knew, he'd strut round

like a bloody rooster.

Pity though.

Yeah.

He must be well off.

DISGRUNTLED Yeah.

There must be something he'd mind.

Keep thinking.

HE GESTURES HER TO GET ON WITH THE SEWING AND

GOES. SHE PICKS UP THE SEWING OBEDIENTLY BUT DROPS
IT AS SOON AS HE DISAPPEARS, MUTINOUS.

BERTHE PASSES THROUGH.

FRANCINE LOOKS ABOUT, SIGHS, BUT CAN THINK OF NOTHING
TO DO WITH HERSELF SO PICKS UP A PIECE OF THE MENDING.
SHE SETTLES ON THE SOFA, AND BEGINS TO SING
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TUNEFULLY TO HERSELF, A COUNTRY SONG, LOW AND SWEET.

BERTHE RETURNS IN HER CHEMISE AND WRAP. SHE PICKS
UP A PIECE OF MENDING.

Thank God for small mercies. We're on our own for a bit.
She's all right.

She's potty. Barmy.

Look, if it makes her feel better -

Why should I believe a lot of rubbish, just to please her?
Talk about something else!

You can't! vYou start talking about dancing, or having

your shoe mended, all of a sudden she's back to God again.

It's getting worse ... she's been like it for davs

this time.
All I'm 'saying is, just nod your head and agree with her.
What for?

Because I say so.

You're not the boss! Anyway, why should I be the one to

shut up, why don't you tell her to shut up?
She's an orphan!
MOCK SYMPATHY Ahh! So what.

You know she's ill.

So she says. MUTTERS TO HERSELF. Believe what she wants,

I'm not stopping her .. why blame it all on me?
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MARIE FENTERS, TYING HER KIMONQ. SHE TIDIES HER

HAIR AT THE DRESSING TABLE.

You were quick.

Yes, he felt queer.

Oh good - that's good.

You look better, you got a bit more colour.

Yes. I don't feel so faint. (SHE SMILES GRATEFULLY,
PICKS UP SEWING)

(SEWING SWIFTLY AND DEFTLY) Roll on the party, eh?
(DISMAYED) Oh! 1I'd forgotten!
Think of the food! (TO FRANCINE) What are we having?

I asked the old girl, 1It's quenelles, game pie,

duckling and fresh pineapple.

Oooh!!

Remember the strawberries, at the Baron's farewell?

Not half! You made a pig of yourself.

(FONDLY) I know! A marble bath of wild strawberries -

Silver buckets of cream -

Gold casters full of sugar -

You could buy a house with the cost -

God, they know how to live!
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BERTHE Remember the quail inside the capon inside the turkey

inside the swan?

FRAN (TOGETHER) Inside the swan! And log fires as big

as a forest!

BERTHE And that Italian woman singing opera - (TO MARIE) -

you burst out crying!

MARIE I didn't mean to.

FRAN You looked lovely that night, Marie, just like the
Virgin.

BERTHE She was supposed to! And you fainted.

MARIE It was the flowers ..

FRAN All those lilies. But what about the sheets, eh?
Real silk!

BERTHE Yeah, imagine being able to sleep in them -

FRAN You'd never want to get up.

BERTHE And presents ..

FRAN Lipsticks, and fans ... and little evening purses,

with tassels -

BERTHE And Suzanne found herelf a patron -
FRAN No. That's off.
BERTHE Why?

MARIE (TOGETHER) Oh! What happened?
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Fell for a baby, the old biddy who saw to her made a mess of

it, she ended up in hospital.
No!
And they did their usual. Left an arm inside her, she had

it two weeks later . She's been ever so ill.. septic.
Lucien says she looks like a bladder of lard.. lost all

her looks.

Oh God, please God..

Poor kid. Still, she'll be all right. Legs like that,

she'll never want for work.

FEARFUL Not if she's lost her looks.

I'1l put in a word for her with the boss.

QUICK No you won't.

Why not?

MARIE LOOKS FROM ONE TO THE OTHER.

Has he said anything, he's said something, hasn't he?
No, I was just trying to do her a good turn!

He was looking at the girl in the bakery.
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BERTHE Rubbish. Anyway, I never liked Suzanne, too argumentative,
what's more if we did ask that mean sod for anything - A MAN
BURSTS IN, FOLLOWED BY THE BOSS... WINNINGLY Bonsoir,

Monsieur!
MAN I said, how much?
BOSS Monsieur.. Monsieur, if you please.
MAN How much?
BOSS If Monsieur would care for a glass of wine -

THE MAN GRABS HIM BY THE LAPELS, SWINGS HIM ROUND.

MAN How much?!

BOSS GETTING UP OFF THE FLOOR Whatever Monsieur desires, I

assure you, it's what we're here for..

MAN BERTHE APPROACHES, PLACATING What's

this supposed to be?

BOSS Perhaps Monsieur could advise me as to his tastes -

PUSHING BERTHE OUT OF THE WAY.
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Tastes? THE MAN GLARES FRIGHTENINGLY. I want a fuck, I

need a fucking fuck, that's what I'm here for!
HE GOES FOR THE BOSS AGAIN, KNOCKING MARIE TO THE FLOOR
AS SHE BRAVELY TRIES TO INTERVENE TO PROTECT RAYMOND.

RAYMOND STUMBLES. THE MAN HAULS HIM TO HIS FEET BY HIS
LAPELS.

INTO RAYMOND'S FACE How much?!

RAYMOND WAVES HIS ARMS, PLACATING. HE SIGNALS TO THE
GIRLS BEHIND THE MAN'S BACK BUT THEY GESTURE, HELPLESS

TO ASSIST HIM.

Very well, Monsieur, very well. Our special rates.

With my compliments.

HE DUSTS HIMSELF, STRAIGHTENS HIS TIE.

And less of the fucking fuss.

HE TURNS, GLOWERS AT THE GIRLS, JABS A FINGER AT FRANCINE.
You.

Ah, Monsieur favours Mam'selle -

Shut up. I don't want to know her name.

QUIETLY, This way, Monsieur.

THE MAN FOLLOWS HER OFF. THE BOSS COLLAPSES. MARIE GETS
HIM A DRINK.

You did the right thing, Georges.

Leave 1it.
On the cheap, eh? HE GLARES AT HER.

What was the matter with him!
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He's had a row with his wife. You can see it in his

eyes.

Shut your mouth.

He'll take it out of Francine now.

CUFFS HER ACROSS THE HEAD And where were you when

you were needed?

What was I supposed to do!

Hit him with a bloody bottle!

Oh yeah? And get a knife in my guts?

TWISTING HER ARM ©Next time be quicker about it.

Oow!

Get on with your work.

HE GOES, TAKING A BOTTLE WITH HIM. THE SOUNDS OF A
BEATING NEXT DOOR.

OFFSTAGE Stop it! Ow .. ah! No don't .... ah!

MARIE TRIES TO SEW BUT HER HANDS SHAKE. SHE PUTS
DOWN HER WORK.

Feeling bad again? MARIE NODS.

MARIE NODS, AND BENDS, CRAMPED,OVER THE SEWING.

Could be something you ate.

APOLOGETICALLY 1It's all the time now. It never stops.

You're going to have to pull yourself together.

LOW I know. BERTHE SITS AT THE DRESSING TABLE, GIVES
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, REDGING HER HAIR. MARIE

TRIES TO CONTROL HER SHAKING. PAUSE.

BERTHE AT THE MIRROR Look ahead, make plans for yourself,
I do. REDOES HER MOUTH. I don't intend to be
doing this for the rest of me life. You gotta

plot, learn to get your own way.
MARIE SAD How?

BERTHE Start on little things, work your way up. TRIES A
SPANISH COMB IN HER HAIR. One time I wouldn't say
boo to a goose. My first guvnor knocked me about
something horrible if I didn't get through thirty
a night minimum. I was working in Marseille. I
hate Marseille. Horrible place. FINISHES HER
TOILETTE. But I knew something would turn up.

I said to myself, keep your eyes open, Berthe.. and
it did. I met this Spanish bloke.

MARIE What happened?

BERTHE We went to the races, and he had a good day, we were
drunk as newts after, him worse than me. 1 was
through his wallet and on that train to Paris the
same night. Bought meself a whole new wardrobe,
silk undies, the 1lot. All T need now is some
old gink to set me up. With a bit of luck
he'll peg out from it and I'm laughinc. Inow what I'm

going to do?
MARIE No what?

BERTHE Run me own sweet shop. I'm having gold boxes,
mauve ribbons ang special silk roses for weddings

and christenings.

MARIE It sounds lovely!
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BERTHE I'll have a little orchard out the back, somewhere
to sit for morning coffee. Pomeranian dog..
couple of cats, Persian. I've even thought of

keeping chickens.

MARIE Oh Berthe! HER EYES GLOW AT THE THOUGHT.

BERTHE You wanna stand up for yourself. Enter into it
a bit more. wrth while, you know, we get a good

class clientele.

MARIE APOLOGETIC I bleed all the time.

BERTHE What did the doctor say?

MARIE That I was fit to work. No infection.

BERTHE Perhaps you got a fibroii.

MARIE What's that?

BERTHE On your womb! They grow as big as a grapefruit]

Then just when you think you're having twins the
bloody thing explodes. Either that or it strangles

your tripes. You constipated?

MARIE No, I get diarrhoea all the time,
BERTHE Oh, good.

MARIE It gives me such terrible cramps.
BERTHE Tell him!

MARIE He says I'm complaining.

BERTHE But you've gone all thin.

MARIE He likes me like that.
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11 be back in a minute. JOINS HMARIE
1

u
t you stop your hands

+

WHO IS5 TRYING TO SEW. Look. can
shaking, it gets on my nerves!

Sorry.

liere.. SEE BITES OFF RER COTTON, TIROWS HER

SEWING TO MARIZ.. if he wants to know you've done tha
bit.

FRANCINE EMERGES, HOLDING HER FACE. STUMBLES

THROUGH, RETURNS, SITS HEAVILY, THE BOSS ENTERS

AT ONCE WITH TWO MEN.

La Choix, Messieurs... La Choix! Who is it to be
this week, Monsieur Paul.... la belle Marie-Helene. ..
our little Berthe of the dazzling derriere ... BOTH
LAUGH, AND INDICATE FRANCINE.. ONE MURMURING IN THE
BOSS'S EAR - aha, the triple crown! An excellent
choice! Our beautiful Francine will accommodate
you.. strong thighs, messieurs, perfect for your

purpose, to work, Francine!

Yes, come on, Francine! What about last week, eh?

I brought you off, didn't I°?

You did, you did - you're a real sportsman!

TO RAYMOND There's not many do THAT with a whore.
No indeed, sir!

GOOSING HER Come on, Francine.. Francine!

Francine...Francine! FONDLING HER TOGETHER.. THEY
ARE DRUNK.

FRANCINE TAKES THE ARM OF THE FIRST MAN. THE THREE
MAKE FOR THE EXIT.
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worth every penny.

GAILY We'll see to that all right, Jon't you worry,

Monsieur Pimpo. Francine!

FRANCINE TAKES THEM OFF. RAYMOND, FURIOUS, TRIPS OVER
THE SEWING BASKET. BERTHE MAKES THE MISTAKE OFF
GIGGLING. HE TURNS, PICKING UP A GARMENT.

UGLY What's this?

We put a piece of lace on. To cover the tear.

Who said you could do that? Who said you could do
that?

SMALL Nobody.

What do you think I am? Wasting good lace. Do you

think I'm made of money?

HE THROWS THE SEWING AT HER FEET. SHE PICKS IT UP,
TRIES TO SHOW HIM.

It's all torn ..
Then cobble it together, you stupid tart!
BERTHE SHAKES HER HEAD AT MARIE WARNINGLY.

I'll unpick it carefully, and use the same bit of cotton

to darn it.

That's all very well - Jo the job twice that's still

my time you've wasted. Stupid bitch.
HE GOES, MUTTERING TO HIMSELF.

Bloody mending.



BITING COTTON We shouldn't be doing it, the old

girl ought to do it. Ruins your hands.

That's what Francine said.

She's right! I was in trouble the other day with
Monsieur Bertrand, he commented that my finger was real
rough. Mind you, piles the size he's got, he's going

to find anything painful.

I know. As soon as you push them in they pop

out again.

JERKING HER HEAD AT THE DOOR.
SHE WATCHES BERTHE SEW. A THOUGHT OCCURS.

Berthe. BERTHE LOOKS UP. You must have believed when you

were little.

GRIMACES FEARSOMELY

It's just that it's such a terrible

Well that's my worry, innit?

I care that what goes on in here SHE TAPS HER HEAD is

mine. One thing they can't take away from you.



