
 
DEATH WITH A SALESMAN OR TWO 

 
A MODERN TRAGEDY IN FOUR ACTS SANDWICHED BETWEEN FOUR WAFFLES 

 
OPENING SCENE 
 
 The futuristically designed Harmet and Laurt complex was the show-piece of 

Manchester’s recently developed and dragged into the modern age Waterfront. The building 
represented the ideology of a forward-thinking board, who wished to be thought of as 
members of an upwardly mobile twenty first century, although their appearance and attire 
caused them to look more like members of Marleybone Cricket Club. However, as is important 
in low quality Christmas gifts, the thought was there. The company had risen to the pinnacle of 
the fiercely competitive insurance game. Its central headquarters aimed to make a bold 
affirmation to its competitors of its presence in the sector, whilst at the same time fulfilling 
one of the company philosophies, that workers should be comfortable in their environment.  

 
 The company has a fine reputation within the sector for its treatment of its employees. 

Turnover is relatively low and University graduates who move into the field send their first CV 
to Harmet and Laurt. Salaries were not just competitive, but frequently in excess of the sector 
average. At a time when penny-pinching had become the norm in the industry, our 
philanthropic benefactors remained convinced that they would reap the rewards from an 
enticing pay structure. In this way, they could attract the best. The advantage of their Northern 
location with capital pay structure meant they could also achieve something considered 
unthinkable twenty years ago: Getting people to move from London to Manchester. An 
aggressive sales approach was nurtured in those required to take their Golf GTI’s onto the 
road. Their perfectly cut Armani suits exiting the vehicle towards their prey with their 
Waterman L’Etalon ball pens at the ready for the inevitable signing of the contract. Their 
aggressiveness was not (and the company was wont to point this out in the light of any 
accusation) like those dreadful companies who one would see on That’s Life, that would cause 
the hairs on the back of the necks of the Board of Directors to stand on end. It was an 
aggressive approach but always taking into account the opinions, doubts and worries of their 
potential and actual customers. There were no dirty tricks, just the evidence on the table that 
their product offered the best price-quality ratio.  

 
 Those involved in the sales of the company’s products, and consequently its wealth, 

spent most of the week on the road. The office was staffed by 354 people based at the head 
quarters, though on Mondays to Thursdays this tended to fall to those not involved in sales 
and who could perform all their daily tasks without feeling the need to fly down the M62 at 
120 miles per hour. The company actively sought a different class of person for what they 
considered their ground staff. Whilst the sales people had to be ruthless, at times, and quick 
on their feet, those entrusted with the duty of making sure every penny was accounted for and 
every customer content with the service provided were the yin to the yan of the GTI 
generation. When the sales staff were on the road, a serenity fell upon the office as quietly 
officious accountants and customer service operators went about their daily labour without 
interruption. This difference in personality, it was felt by the board, also provided a more 
rounded social environment for its employees and would in turn, be noted in production. The 
company had spent a lot of time and money on how to create what they considered a perfect 
working environment, and they believed the cost had been justified.  

 
 Staff rewards were commonplace in Harmet and Laurt. Mr Laurt himself made his 

initial fortune by convincing his first boss to give him shares every year in the company where 



he was working instead of a pay rise. Little by little, Laurt was in a position to buy out the 
company dissolve it and sell the remaining shares at a profit. It was at this sale that he met Mr 
Harmet, equally ambitious and looking to change the face of the London-dominated service 
sector. They discussed over a brandy plans for a utopian insurance company in the heart of 
Manchester. Beginnings were slow as the company tried to muscle in on the already 
established big names in the market. It was at this time that Harmet and Laurt opted for the 
policy of paying and talking big. They managed to attract investment, playing on the greed of 
shareholders from their competitors to invest in the new company. In less than five years their 
market share rose and as other companies felt the pinch they moved into abandoned rural 
offices where customers had been largely overlooked in favour of the glamorous Leeds 
clientele. By providing a quality service at what their TV adverts called “grass roots” level they 
held the honour of being one of the few companies that became stronger and saw profits rise 
during the early eighties recession.  

 
 When the sales staff tended to return on Fridays the tranquillity of the office 

disappeared and was replaced by the atmosphere of a school playground. The main body of 
the company was represented by the one-hundred and twenty four staff who on Fridays 
attempted to race against time to put the week’s package together. Friday was always treated 
as something a bit special by the road staff who often had to spend evenings in Trust House 
Fortes on both sides of the Pennines. Work was really only a viable option before lunchtime. 
The company technically frowned on the idea of workers drinking on work’s time, although 
they generally made no effort to interfere in the private lives of their staff. However, from time 
to time, Christmas parties and summer barbecues have had more meat on the menu than 
management would like and quiet words in shell-likes have been necessary. Affairs between 
workers have not been tolerated and, not surprisingly, in a company full of what for lack of 
good timing would be called yuppies, when the ultimatum of company or affair was put on the 
table the choice was not difficult.  

 
 The second floor was considered the nerve centre, and it is there we see for the first 

time those who will provide the action of this tale. Lenny and Vince form part of the sales 
team. Both are in their late thirties and physically past their heyday. Both are married, both 
have young sons, though both like the patter of chatting up as it does no harm, in their book. 
The reality is that it does no harm because the chances of success of either of these two after a 
skinful of strong continental lager (SCL’s is their current en vogue argot) is on a good day, 
minimal. Mathematicians would require the probability to be taken to various decimal points. 
Still, the boys like to try and they also like to muscle in on the company of the younger 
members of the staff who both look and feel more at home in the more salubrious Manchester 
hotspots. They had just returned from lunchtime in the pub, and were looking forward to the 
divine blessing of 4.30pm to continue their liquid quest.  

 
 Although the company frowned upon drinking in the work place and more specifically 

during the work time they were paying large salaries for, a certain amount of cat and mouse 
had been going on between management and the sales contingent. Given that the 
departments that populate the second floor provide it with a grand total of one-hundren and 
twenty four birthdays per year, one every three days, which meant that almost every Friday 
there was the possibility to celebrate a loved colleague’s, or a hated one’s, special day. This 
began with a bottle of champagne (if the bill could be passed on to the company, or if 
sufficient enthusiasm could generate a whip round) or sparkling wine if popularity amongst 
staff was not the first item mentioned in an employee’s appraisal. From these humble 
beginnings the more adventurous members of the sales staff began to add a wine box to this, 
then a crate of lager was introduced. This was deemed more than unfair to those in the 
department who were clearly bitter men, in terms of their preferences for brewed hops and 



barley. To combat the malcontents, a crate of bitter was added, which caused discontent 
amongst the Guinness drinkers, and management could do little to snuffle out this tendency. 
Before long, the company Makro card was in use every week and orders needed to be received 
at what was still amusingly referred to as the tradesman’s entrance. When management 
decided that this had got out of hand, a word was had and the situation reverted back to 
normal. After a short period, the process would initiate again and the happy cycle would 
continue. Most members of management also liked a drink as well and so the company 
graciously accepted defeat on the issue that at best their workers would offer them a four and 
a half-day week. The consolation being they were sufficiently motivated to do six days work in 
that time.  

 
 This Friday was not though, however one when a birthday could be celebrated. A 

rather frumpy woman in accounts had celebrated her birthday on Tuesday, despite Vince’s 
suggestions that it be moved to Friday. Neither was there the other option of a leaving do. 
These were few and far between as the staff turnover was so low, often the movement to 
another company was not one chosen by the employee in question, and so a celebration was 
not something close to the worker in question’s heart. Retirements were always a better 
option with the company generally putting on a large spread in a central Manchester hotel. 
The fact that drinks would be free for the entire evening still worried certain factions of the 
company who believed a start should be made in the office. Any excuse was good enough for 
the thirsty mob, led and encouraged by Lenny and Vince whose biggest fear was that someone 
refer to them as old and boring. Only recently, a temp had received a tearful farewell after 
only two weeks in the company as Vince’s cricket club captain had happened upon a case of 
Vodka at the Port Authority. We find the characters in early May and the warm weather is not 
helping Lenny and Vince get through the long three and a half-hours till liberation. They sat at 
their desks and looked longingly at the row of bars that could be seen from their office on the 
highly trendy Manchester waterfront. They also looked at one of the newest members of staff, 
Albert, a man in his early fifties who had not, in their eyes, performed socially as one would 
expect. 

 
 Albert was the recently appointed Chief Accounts Executive, a position that required 

sobriety, a quality Albert had in excess. He was quiet and kept himself to himself. This does not 
mean that by any stretch of the imagination Albert was a strange loner who was socially 
lacking. He was always polite and courteous, especially with the female members of staff. He 
even appeared to be a quite keen fan of holding doors open for long periods of time. He gave 
generously in whip-rounds and would always offer a helping hand to a stuck colleague. For 
management, people like Albert in the accounts department were the ideal antithesis of what 
they referred to as the “Stink Bomb Gang” of sales. Lenny and Vince, however, wanted more. 
They did not like being snubbed when they offered someone the chance of a jar with them. 
They did not understand why many people did not wish to repeat the experience but 
demanded at least one crack at everyone. Albert had continuously refused their offers of a 
swift half and even the use of internal espionage had failed to give the two any more 
information on Albert’s past. His work record mentioned several major companies dotted 
across the globe but that he had never been able to settle down. He had also left all of these 
companies in something of a midnight flit. Vince and Lenny proposed that their mission was to 
find out why Albert couldn’t stay in one place for very long. They planned to extract the 
information by getting him plastered, as they knew that they themselves talked all manner of 
dribble after about the fifth pint. Albert though, said no, time and time again. Today, however, 
they were not going to take no for an answer. 

 
 On the stage we can see ALBERT at his desk and working as always diligently. Enter 

VINCE and LENNY, who stand aimlessly at the side of ALBERT’S desk where they look out of 



place, LENNY lazily picks up a file and fingers through it as if he were a judge about to give 
sentence, VINCE gestures to him that it is time for the prepared script.  

 
VINCE 
 
Now then, Berty boy, how’s it going, Friday night eh? Will you take a drink with the 

boys this evening? 
 
ALBERT 
 
Albert, I prefer Albert 
 
 VINCE scowls at LENNY and takes the reins 
 
 
LENNY 
 
Of course, Albert, you must forgive Leonard, he is not accustomed to intelligent 

company and tends to treat the whole world as if they were a client of his. Nonetheless, you 
have been here for something of a while and have continuously rebuffed our offers of a 
relaxing beverage to see out the good work of the week 

 
 VINCE laughs and moves behind ALBERT making a gesture with his finger pushing his 

nose up in reference to LENNY’S rather flowery and, for him, inappropriate way of speaking.  
 
ALBERT 
 
I don’t mean to cause offence, it’s just that I’m not really much of a pub person. 

Alcohol doesn’t tend to agree with me. 
 
VINCE (laughing) 
 
You don’t have to debate the whys and wherefores of Post Modernism son, just get it 

down you. Come on, Albert, Friday afternoon, you know. This is like a big family and families 
‘ave gotta get on and God knows the only way I can stand my relatives is with a jar in my hand.  

 
LENNY (despairing of VINCE) 
 
Indeed, what we are trying to say is would you do us the honour of joing us for a swift 

half when you finish.  
 
ALBERT 
 
It’s just that I’m rather snowed under here, and, please do not be offended, I 

appreciate the offer, but these accounts must be finished.  
 
A secretary goes past as the dialogue takes place and VINCE seizes the opportunity to 

show ALBERTO what he is missing humour-wise. 
 
 
VINCE 
 



Staff! Please, get the European Court of Human Rights on the phone immediately, 
there is a case of slavery in the North West in the year 2003. Did Wilberforce die in vain? 

 
The secretary carries on with her duties, fully accustomed to this hilarious banter. 
 
 
LENNY 
 
Honourable intentions, but look at it another way. If you stay and finish these 

accounts, how long will it take you? Three hours, plus a final going over, cos’ I know you 
accountants. So what happens then? You send them at 7 o’clock on a Friday evening to a 
person who hit the boozer at 4.30, as it should be. The person is not going to see them till 
Monday morning and probably not before 11. So if you came in at 8 instead of 9 on Monday 
the result would be the same. Also, you must take into account the following scenario. Imagine 
the person who is to receive your hard work is forced to spend extra hours in the office. 
Depressing enough as it is, when they see your fax at 7pm it could just be too much for them. 
They will think of themselves as akin to accountants who would rather be in the office at 7pm 
on a Friday and that their youth and dreams have died.  

 
 
 
VINCE 
 
Very true my learned colleague. Also, I mentioned family before, you wouldn’t want to 

create a bad atmosphere here by appearing too keen, would you? You wouldn’t want 
management to expect everyone to work at your pace, would you? For a new person to come 
in and create resentment would be looked on very negatively by fellow family members.  

 
 
ALBERT looks at the photo on his desk of his wife ROSA and decides to use that as his 

excuse to avoid the impending dose of unwanted leisure.  
 
ALBERT 
 
My wife, will be expecting me. She likes me to be home at ... 
 
LENNY (sees a chance to attack) 
 
Albert, please, you can’t say you’re gonna stay late to finish a job and then that your 

good lady is waiting for you at home. And if she is, like me, she will wait, have you ever 
thought that if she had to work a bit harder for your affection she would appreciate you more? 

 
VINCE 
 
As well, Albert, work we can just about understand, but the wife?  
 
 
LENNY 
 
Of course, we would understand work (he moves to sit on ALBERT’S desk, 

coincidentally on top of the file he is working on) And maybe in the future we will need to work 
together, imagine how difficult that will be for us if there is no relationship on which to build 



trust. How can we know you are not going to take our valuable information and sell it to the 
competition? 

 
ALBERT 
 
To be honest, I find that accusation rather offensive.  
 
VINCE (hits “save” on ALBERT’S computer and moves closer to look at him “eye to eye”, 

he throws a stapler at LENNY which narrowly misses his head. 
 
Lenny, can’t you eat something so your mouth will be distracted and refrain from the 

damage you call conversation. Albert, what Lenny is failing to say is that our possible working 
relationship in the future, which would be, without doubt, a pleasure to work with someone as 
professional as yourself. This, could be enhanced through the exploration of a social outlet 
between the interacting parties.  

 
 
 
ALBERT (resigned) 
 
Ie – a swift half 
 
 
VINCE 
 
Correct 
 
LENNY 
 
Except we don’t like halves 
 
VINCE (to Lenny) 
 
Could you please give me that stapler back? 
 
LENNY goes to collect the stapler and then realises why VINCE wants it and stops in his 

tracks. He picks up a file and pretends that was what he was going to fetch.  
 
ALBERT 
 
I’ll have to phone Rosa 
 
VINCE 
 
Of course, you must 
(He opens the blind by ALBERT’S window and points to a row of bars across the street. 

He hits the “reset” button on ALBERT’S computer) 
 
In there, Acqua, at 4.30 OK? 
 
ALBERT 
 



But what have you done, my work? It’s all lost 
 
 
 
VINCE  
 
Don’t worry, I hit save when you weren’t looking, 4.30 OK? Gives you another hour and 

a half to potter about.  
 
The secretary returns and passes them trying to avoid their gaze as it invariably comes 

with a lewd comment. LENNY looks at his watch. 
 
LENNY 
 
YOUNG LADY! Please let Mr. Harmet know we have a meeting and will see him on 

Monday.  
 
 
 
SECRETARY (unconvinced) 
 
Yeah, sure a meeting, again.  
 
Exit secretary, LENNY and VINCE, ALBERT remains at his desk and sheepishly picks up 

the telephone to call his wife Rosa. Rosa is the more powerful voice in the parliament of their 
marriage. She will not be pleased with this situation, as she knows ALBERT’S capacity for 
alcohol is almost non-existent. She also knows the secrets of their past and does not want them 
to come to light. She had been expecting this moment. In large firms there is always a social 
element and you are expected to join in. She hoped this would not end in disaster but once 
again had the feeling they would soon be on the move.  

 
 
 
 
FOLLOWING SCENE  
 
The Deansgate Dock in Manchester symbolised the advancement of the city and the 

completion of its desire to become a modern European city. The transformation of the city in 
the last two decades has left its mark by a series of hitherto out of place bars and restaurants, 
offering exquisite cuisine from all over the world. In the centre of this nocturnal hullabaloo was 
Acqua, without doubt the coolest and most essential place to be for anyone who wished to 
form part of the new dream. It aimed to attract a young, attractive, financially-independent 
clientele, interested in modern music and looking for an escape from the thumping drone of 
the music offered in the competition. Music was structured throughout the day to represent 
the sexual act. When the bar opened for the lunchtime rush, soft soul music filled the 
background like little pecks on the back of the neck. In the early afternoon, the foreplay 
continued with variations on classic tunes and classical music to represent the lazy groping of a 
rainy afternoon spent in bed between newly washed crisp linen sheets. Temptation became 
more and more obvious in the early evening with a selection of club classics to whet the 
appetite for the full weekend DJ session of full penetration.  

 



 The inevitable heat caused from such exertion was combated with rows and rows of 
colorant rich liquids to be imbibed without any amount of pleasure on the part of the 
consumer. Prices were high, but the queues were long and so the owners could charge what 
pleased them. The owners were, however, in something of a quandary regarding their dearly 
loved customers. The afternoon crowd tended to come from the surrounding office blocks, 
large red cheeked men on the wrong side of their thirtieth birthday noisily quaffing the over-
priced, imported designer lagers brewed in Wakefield. These members of Manchester’s new 
wealth, despite their Didsbury addresses, were not really what the highbrow management 
wanted to be visible from the shop window that kept those lining up outside fervent to get in. 
The types whom management thought desirable for the image of the bar were the trendy, 
young beautiful twenty-somethings whose record collections had become oversized due to the 
MP3 revolution instead of the elbow grease of the old days. The problem presenting 
management was that the ones they wanted in the bar tended to leave little money over the 
bar, and did most of their consumption in the rather sadly titled “restrooms”. The licence upon 
the door frame offered the capacity to vend beers, wines and spirits. As far as management 
were aware, no-one on Manchester City Council, actively gave away licences which included 
the sale of class A drugs, though if they did, they would no doubt be sold in delightful little 
packages which tasted of Irn Bru. Therefore, in terms of bums on seats, the post never yuppies 
offered a never ending financial lifeline. High prices did not put them off, as they could 
demonstrate they could afford it. Modern music gave them the chance to sing along and seem 
modern as well. Though of course, they inevitably complained about: 

 
 “3 fuckin’ quid for a pint a Stella, fuckin’ daylight robbery, I should phone my fuckin’ 

lawyer. Round me mam ‘nd da’s way you getta pint of Boddies for less than 2 an’ its fuckin’ 
drinkable.” 

 
 Still they never went away, why would they return to drinking in Salford and Hume 

when they could enjoy Deansgate? Friday afternoons had a Christmas day feeling about them, 
both for management and customers. All the tables full at lunchtime, only cooking a few of the 
cheap dishes and regretfully informing customers that they had run out of Lasagne, would they 
like to try the Norwegian Salmon in Green Pepper sauce. The majority of people are not going 
to get up and start looking for somewhere else to go when they’ve been sitting at the table for 
twenty minutes and already had a drink, so they accepted the more expensive menu and 
management accepted the extra quids. Lunchtime tended to provide the bar with some 
lingers-on for the afternoon shift, but on Fridays the numbers were reversed, most people 
preferring to call it a day and carry on in good company. (We all know that when you want a 
drink there are only high and low levels of good company, when you’ve had too many, bad 
company appears). 

 
 So the welcome was warm for the drinkers but never the same as for the beautiful 

people. Still both groups managed to co-exist in relative harmony. Anyway, as the older crowd 
got steadily closer to their goal they began to feel more self-conscious and made noises to go 
to other central locations offering the music of their youth. After about 9pm, when the place 
was, as they say, “chocka” the desire to dance and perchance copulate forced them to realise 
that Ritzy's and other glitzy neon pink and green retirement homes for Burton shirts were 
calling them. The chances of them pulling were probably equally low in both places, few things 
being more attractive to a female than the prospect of a night of unbridled passion with an 
overweight oaf who’s had ten pints of lager. Still, Oldham Athletic would feel more confident 
about their team’s capability of playing in the Lancashire Cup rather than the Champions 
League.  

 
 



 More astute readers will have guessed that Lenny and Vince formed part of the post-
lunch, early afternoon clientele and had never seen last orders in Acqua. Albert fell into 
neither category and would have preferred something more traditional. He understood wine in 
a food setting, but a wine list and alcopops were not something he was accustomed to. Lenny 
and Vince did not, in all honesty, like Acqua, but they liked latching onto the younger elements 
of the office in an attempt not to end up as part of the Rose and Crown crew who walk round 
the corner for pints of mild. The Rose and Crown was a traditional pub with guest ales, cheap 
but good quality home-cooked food, a dart board, a pool table and a juke box. Vince loved the 
juke box in the Rose with its punk 45’s, he knew where they jumped and got stuck but felt that 
simply gave the juke box more mystique. Still, taking up residence in the Rose would be like 
admitting that Lenny and Vince were nearly forty (still one-hundred and twenty-seven and 
two-hundred and fifteen days to go respectively, thank you very much). So it was a brave face 
in Acqua. However, visually there was more on offer in Acqua, the glamour girls from Harmet 
and Laurt as well as the other nearby companies, and as the day progressed the females 
members of the beautiful people began to drop by.   

 
 We join the bar with Lenny and Vince in the process of their first pint of the afternoon. 

They did actually have a couple before with their lunch but as there has been a break which 
did not involve changing drinking location, or even some unforeseen mishap which meant a 
small diversion would be required before the commencement of festivities. Effectively, they 
were back to zero. So there they sat, supping the first pint, the pint offered as a gift to the god 
of lager, as conversation may not take place during the first. Women often question men as to 
the number of drinks partaken during an evening’s thirst, but somehow that misses the point. 
There are a number of drinks which, like the first, cannot be counted and even if they could, 
one drink is not the same from one day to the next. The first pint is a ritual that must be 
undertaken if one is to achieve one’s aims for the evening. Even if the pair, or more, have 
walked together to the pub, chatting eagerly along the way, as one would expect from good 
friends, the minute the table is taken and the first one is underway, conversation will disperse. 
Close friends who have shared intimate moments from childhood, through school to now, 
people who have been present at the birth of offspring, the loss of parents, shoulders always 
there to be cried on, ears always open to listen, a never-ending fountain of advice, a kindred 
spirit, all this, becomes a complete stranger for the duration of 568ml of golden liquid. It can’t 
be cheated either, it would be easy to think that by necking the first we would move swiftly on 
to number two and no problems. The point is there must be some suffering, some 
awkwardness. There can be silence-breaking interjections, without doubt, in many spheres 
they are encouraged. These can take the form of various inane statements along the lines of:  

 
How’s the family then?  
 
Useful in the case of both those present but unlikely as they have spent the entire 

week working together 
 
See the game last night? 
 
This is not intended to entice the listener into a conversation about the beautiful game 

but requires a simple yes or no. There will be plenty of time to discuss football later. Never 
take a fruit cake out of the oven before time.  

 
I’d shag that barmaid, alright 
 
And you would. Unfortunately, typical Argentinean dances are best performed with a 

partner. Again not intended to open a debate on the fairer sex but to elicit the acceptable 



responses of “Not ‘alf” (or similar local vernacular) or “Go way” should the statement be 
rather generous in its assessment of the lady’s qualities. 

 
 Acceptable as all this would be in a chatty environment, all participants know that not 

until the magic words: 
 
 It’ll be my round then chaps.  
 
 Can the day, afternoon, night or whatever, truly begin. Vince has just uttered them 

and Sesame has opened. We see Lenny sitting on a sofa, trying to look comfortable and 
reaching the table at the same time. Vince is returning from the bar with two pints of SCL. 
Albert has yet to arrive. Lenny looks out of the window at a girl in a flimsy summer, dress 
freewheeling past the window. The warm, late spring evening is indeed inviting, and both 
would prefer a beer garden but will not say it.  

 
 
 
LENNY 
 
Bike theory 
 
VINCE  
 
Come again? 
 
LENNY  
 
Bike theory, the theory of the bike, in particular the summer bike, or in our case late 

spring bike, which makes all women fit. 
 
VINCE 
 
Are you suggesting that every woman who rides a bike at this time of year and not in 

December is fit?  
 
LENNY 
 
Fit and fitter, fiver on it? 
 
VINCE 
 
Make it ten, you don’t half come out with some rubbish. 
 
Both stare with great concentration at the road in front of the bar, waiting for a girl to 

go past on a bicycle. Two go past together. 
 
LENNY 
 
A brown one, please Vincent 
 
VINCE  
 



You need one more to make it conclusive 
 
They return to their task and fail to notice ALBERT enter and approach the table, VINCE 

shakes his head and opens his wallet to give LENNY a ten pound note 
 
VINCE (noticing ALBERT) 
 
Albert, good to see you, please pull up a sofa  
 
LENNY (finishing off his drink)  
 
What’ll it be Albert, the lager’s from an awfully good year 
 
ALBERT (nervous)  
 
I’m not much of a lager man, maybe an orange juice with soda water? 
 
VINCE 
 
Now Albert, remember what we said about family, you don’t want to be causing 

tensions in the family do you? 
 
ALBERT 
 
Well, you know what I do quite like, from time to time? Rosa let’s me have it at 

Christmas and on New Year’s Eve when we watch fireworks. 
 
LENNY 
 
What, Meths? 
(VINCE does not like the comment but fights off a chuckle) 
 
ALBERT  
 
No, don’t know that one. Gin and Tonic 
 
LENNY 
 
A pleasure, coming right up. 
 
ALBERT 
 
A small one mind (LENNY does not hear him and departs for the bar) 
I don’t think he thinks I’m much fun. 
 
VINCE 
 
Nonsense, Lenny’s an acquired taste. Comes on a bit strong, that’s all. He doesn’t 

mean any harm, he just keeps losing the battle with his mouth. (Sensing an opportunity) I’m 
sorry if we came on a bit strong but we just wanted a drink with you. I’m a family man too. You 
got kids Albert? (he doesn’t wait for an answer). I got a little boy, right rascal, and the missus 



gives us earache. Still, she knows that Fridays are a bit sacred. I’ve heard you’ve moved about a 
bit in your time.  

 
ALBERT (Cagey)  
 
Erm, yes, Bali, South America, Japan amongst other places 
 
VINCE 
 
So it was inevitable that after spending time in all those dull characterless places you 

would end up in Manchester. 
 
LENNY arrives with a round of drinks 
 
ALBERT  
 
Ooh, that’s nice 
 
LENNY 
 
Bombay Sapphire, no rubbish eh? 
 
They begin their drinks and the pair try to reduce the levels of conversation so that 

drinks will be finished and more ordered. ALBERT finishes his and the other two look at his 
empty glass.  

 
VINCE 
 
Top up there?  
 
ALBERT 
 
I shouldn’t really, it goes straight to my head 
 
LENNY 
 
But those little things are nothing compared to a pint. It’s bad form to sit there without 

a drink whilst we’ve got one. Passers by will thinks us very rude.  
 
ALBERT 
 
Well, maybe 
 
Both take the “well maybe” as “yes” and VINCE declares it is his round and wants no 

discussion. LENNY gestures to VINCE in an attempted code that would have lost us the war. 
ALBERT notices but says nothing, LENNY continues with another gesture that the drink be a 
large one.  

 
LENNY  
 
This is nice, isn’t it. So where do you live, do you have any hobbies? Any kids?  
 



VINCE (offstage)  
 
4 pounds twenty! 
 
VINCE returns with the drinks and we see ALBERT beginning to enjoy his. Another 

opportunity thinks VINCE 
 
 
 
 
VINCE (to Lenny) 
 
Albert was saying he has worked abroad a bit. Isn’t that right? (Again leaving no time 

for a response) What caused you to move on? 
 
ALBERT 
 
My work moved around so I moved around, what I do, I mean my passion is not as 

popular as it used to be and you have to go where the work is.  
 
LENNY 
 
No one ever said accounting was popular. You call it your passion? 
 
ALBERT 
 
You see, I shouldn’t drink too many of these, Rosa was right. I talk too much 
 
VINCE 
 
If you feel light-headed, I’ll get you a straight tonic water if you like.  
 
ALBERT 
 
That would be good 
 
 
VINCE  
 
Lenny, the honours please. (winking, ALBERT is oblivious)  
 
VINCE returns with a “tonic water” ALBERT gulps it down in one and continues 
 
ALBERT 
 
Accountancy is not my passion. The lights, the animals, the noise, the looks on the 

faces of the crowd, the magic, the spectacle, the dreams, the passion is the.. 
 
Enter ROSA, ALBERT’S wife 
 
ROSA 
 



ALBERTO!  
 
ALBERT 
 
Rosa, darling would you like a G&T I was just having one with Venny and Lince here. 

Will you not join us? 
 
 
 
 
 
ROSA (furious) 
 
My husband is not a great drinker, I don’t know what rubbish he has been telling you 

but it is only the alcohol talking. I apologise for his display and ask you to let him come with me 
now. (She holds out his jacket for him and he sheepishly leaves the table)  

 
ALBERT  
 
See you on Monday, then? 
 
LENNY AND VINCE 
 
Aye, Monday then. 
 
 
 
 
 
PENULTIMATE SCENE 
 
 Lenny and Vince are now even more intrigued by the secret life of Albert, whom they 

now openly refer to as Alberto, and have decided to do a little detective work. Rosa has been 
in to see them with the aim of smoothing things over, but has had the opposite effect. Both 
are so immersed in a plan of action to find out the truth that sales are being affected. Mr. 
Harmet has shown his surprise that a gap in the market was not seen by the pair and allowed 
to be filled by competitors. Mr. Laurt has suggested that their rather boisterous social life was 
responsible for the lack of performance. Both were quick to lay the blame firmly at the feet of 
a domestic upheaval. Their overlords, both divorced, rubbed their chins in an understanding 
manner. Both offered to stay behind and make up any lost work. Both would now have access 
to the company’s, admittedly scarce, files on Alberto. 

 
 Lenny had a friend who was a private investigator who was only too delighted to form 

part of these clandestine shenanigans. He furnished them with a miniature microphone inside 
his telephone and even got one for his mobile. Unfortunately, Albert / Alberto was very old 
school when it came to mobile phones and tended to leave the thing ringing for fear of not 
knowing how to answer it. Still, the bug did its job and Rosa’s phone calls were mainly based 
around how much information had he given Lenny and Vince and what had he said about the 
past. She kept mentioning the big performance on the opening night on Friday, but this meant 
very little to either of them. They scoured the “What’s On” guides for any Albertos but found 
nothing. The files in the Personnel Office only gave dates and destinations, the only reason 
cited for any change of address or post was:  



 
PERSONAL REASONS 
 
  How could someone move around so much, if they were only a simple accountant? 

That was the number one question on Lenny and Vince’s minds, not how can they get the B&Q 
contract back, which was the big question on Harmet and Laurt’s lips. Their detective friend of 
the world-famous Larry's Detectives offered to tail Albert / Alberto, when he received a call 
saying, final rehearsal would be at 8.30pm. Whilst Lenny and Vince sat nervously in the office 
trying to make up for lost time and accounts, fidgeting with the mobile every five minutes and 
asking the inevitable, “Was that the phone?” every time a car, bird or hoarse opera singer 
made a noise within a seventeen mile radius. Larry followed Albert / Alberto to the 
Bompuichini Circus, new in town and indeed scheduled to open on Friday night.  

 
 The Circus had obviously lost some of its appeal in the latter days of the twentieth 

century, and in many ways was viewed as outdated or even cruel. The animals were not kept 
in the best of conditions, though neither were those of the humans who roamed from town to 
town with their traditional entertainment. Gone now are the days of bearded women and 
other freak-shows, replaced by more daring feats of acrobatic skill and ingenuity. The circus 
has had to move with the times whilst retaining that traditional attitude so adored by the 
young. As with any form of entertainment designed to delight the young, it normally enraged 
the old who were forced to attend due to their offspring’s inability to successfully purchase 
tickets and travel to the event without the help of uninterested adults. The same can be said of 
Pantomimes and whenever a poor parent catches a glimpse of an ad for a new Disney 
production.  

 
 Larry made notes and tried to enter, but permission was not forthcoming. He enquired 

as to the identity of the mystery accountant and a burly doorman pointed to a poster, which 
proclaimed that the circus would be graced by the presence of:  

 
ALBERTO 
The World's Greatest Acrobat 
 
This Friday at 9pm 
 
 Larry got on the mobile and told Lenny and Vince to get tickets for the circus on Friday 

and all would be revealed. Larry asked for more information about Alberto, but was told all 
you need to do is see him and you will understand.  

 
 Larry returned to the office and handed them a five-page report on the History of The 

Circus in Great Britain. From the early days of Phillip Astley’s visit to Paris, up to P. T. Barnum, 
The Ringling Brothers, the locally famous Blackpool Tower Circus of Manchester to the avant 
garde Cirque du Soleil. Impressed by the quality and attention to detail they offered to take 
Larry to the Rusholme Curry Mile by way of thanks. He was not going to say no and they left.  

 
 
 During the feast, plans were made to attend the opening night on Friday. They would 

take Lenny’s young son, Mark and he would have the time of his life. Then they would meet 
Alberto, the world’s greatest acrobat. And then, finally, they would find out why he was being 
so cagey about it. Thank God, tomorrow was Thursday and they only had twenty-four hours to 
wait.  

 



 Thursday passed slowly but was an Olympic sprint in comparison to Friday morning 
and afternoon. The latter made all the worse by their wives’ insistence that a certain, if not 
total, amount of sobriety be respected. Finally, the working week ended and the pair went 
home to get ready for the evening’s festivities. They had arranged to meet at the entrance, 
tickets had been procured for nearly forty pounds a head, Lenny and Vince were 
understandably angered as this amount would have sufficed to purchase thirteen pints and a 
packet of honey-roasted peanuts in Acqua. However, if this was the price to pay, then so be it. 
At the entrance stand Lenny, his wife Kate and an enthusiastic Mark, aged nine who suddenly 
wants to know the answer to every question that has troubled humanity since the beginning of 
time. Lenny is trying to humour him as Vince appears with his own son, Tim and his wife 
Elaine. The entrance is awash with colours and lights, it seems more like an entrance to a 
distant past world. Suddenly the older boys begin to act like the children as they enter, and the 
wives look at each other without the need for any comment.  

 
VINCE 
 
Here we are then, the Big Top, what do you think boys? Tonight you’re going to see a 

very special man, a friend of Daddy’s. Alberto, the world’s greatest acrobat.  
 
(Various members of the crowd turn round and look disapprovingly at VINCE for lying 

to such innocent small children)  
 
It’s true, his real name’s Albert, Alberto’s just a stage name 
 
ELAINE 
 
I am SO proud.  
 
LENNY 
 
Come on girls, we’ve told you what this is all about, we can’t believe it, you just wait till 

you see him in action. 
 
KATE 
 
What I don’t understand is, why this has become such an obsession for you both? So 

he works in your office in the day and he’s an acrobat at night. Is that really so fascinating? 
Perhaps he feels embarrassed because the circus is not really very modern, maybe that’s why 
he didn’t want you to know. 

 
   ELAINE 
 
Or maybe he thinks it’s none of your business and doesn’t see why he should have to 

tell you. I know what you’re like when you start going on about mates and the like. You 
probably got him half-cut and scared him. I’m surprised his wife didn’t.  

 
In mid sentence and as if instinctively to avoid swear-word the lights go down and our 

Master of Ceremonies takes the stage. After some clowns that the children find hilarious and 
some monkeys that cause the entire crowd to exhale an over the top arhhhh! The Master of 
Ceremonies announces to his very great pleasure, the presence of Alberto, the world’s greatest 
acrobat 

 



(ALBERTO enters the arena and climbs to the top of the trapeze, whilst the technical 
staff check the safety net, he prepares his final warm up before falling into the night) 

 
 
LENNY 
 
There’s our man. 
 
VINCE  
 
Look son, that’s Albert, he works with Daddy and Lenny. 
 
ELAINE 
 
And is delighted to know you, no doubt. 
 
ALBERTO takes to the trapeze and begins his act. To the amazement of the crowd his 

actions are almost unbelievable and the crowd sit, open-mouthed, taking in the breath-taking 
complexity of his act. As he propels himself forward again he finds his flight path taking him 
directly over the  top of  LENNY and VINCE and families. As he comes down he catches their eye 
and they cannot resist calling out to him. As they call his name, ALBERTO loses his hold on the 
trapeze bar and falls onto the safety net. He manages to recompose himself but exits the arena 
to the stunned silence of the crowd. The Master of Ceremonies tries to recover the situation 
and the rest of the acrobats continue the act without ALBERTO, VINCE and LENNY rise and 
taking advantage of the commotion, go through the same exit as ALBERTO with their wives 
and children following behind, not knowing what they are doing backstage. They see ALBERTO 
enter his dressing room and VINCE knocks at the door. 

 
VINCE 
 
Albert! Albert! 
 
ROSA opens the door 
 
ROSA 
 
Go away, please, he cannot see you. Why have you come here? 
 
 
 
LENNY 
 
We found out and wanted to say hello, maybe get an autograph for the youngsters. 
 
ROSA 
 
You must leave, he cannot bear that anyone knows his secret. 
 
VINCE 
 
But why, he was magnificent, he only fell because of us. I think he’s the greatest, what 

about you son? 



 
MARK 
 
The greatest! 
 
 
ELAINE 
 
We really didn’t mean any harm, if you thinks it’s for the best we’ll leave. 
 
ROSA 
 
I would appreciate it. 
 
 
 
VINCE 
 
That’s why he left all those jobs? Because someone in the office found out he was an 

acrobat and not just an accountant? Bit over the top, don’t you think? What did he think we 
were going to say to him? We can handle things like that you know. We’ll tell him so on 
Monday. 

 
ROSA 
 
The reason was not that people found out, would that it were. I fear you will not be 

seeing Alberto on Monday, or any day. I fear you will find out why we have to move so much 
only too late. Please, leave us now, I will speak to Alberto and try to calm him down. Please do 
not try to contact him again.  

 
ROSA closes the door 
 
Outside. the rest make their way to the exit in silence. They depart 
 
ROSA opens the door 
 
ROSA 
 
They’ve gone, my dear. 
 
 
ALBERTO 
 
We’ve been careless, not even in Manchester can I go unnoticed.  
 
ROSA 
 
But this doesn’t mean that, you know, like on previous occasions. You can reason with 

them, they seem like nice people. Not again, please, Alberto, like they say, what harm does it 
do if people know? Not again, please! 

 
ALBERTO 



 
I’m going for a walk, tell the boss we’ve finished and sort out the paperwork. 
 
ROSA  
 
Promise me you’re not going to do anything foolish that you’ll regret. 
 
 
ALBERTO  
 
I’m just going for a walk. I need to clear my head, maybe you’re right. However, I need 

to think things through. I like the company and want to stay. Maybe this time it will be better. 
 
Exit ALBERTO, ROSA stands at the door with a tear in her eye, wanting to believe him 

but knowing that they will soon be on the move again.  
 
Outside, the two families decide the best plan of action would be to salvage something 

from the night. LENNY informs them that their house is closest and there are plentiful 
beverages in the fridge, he suggests the Chinese Take-Away for nourishment. KATE is not too 
pleased at this arrangement as she knows VINCE would have offered to untidy their house 
instead. Still, it’s better than having them roaming round pubs so they agree and they’re off. 
Unseen in the shadows is ALBERTO who gets out his address book and looks up LENNY’S 
address, as they leave he sees a taxi and hails it.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CLOSING SCENE 
 
 In a prosperous suburb of Manchester, the party that left the Circus in search of more 

relaxed entertainment enters through the newly-adjoined porch into the newly-named 



vestibule. As affluence increases, names like “hall” and other common denominations turn 
into their more windswept counterparts. Sitting rooms appear and at times people who would 
fail to get a point from cat in Pictionary feel they cannot survive without a drawing room. As 
Lenny moved up in the company and the family appeared, the residence began to take on 
more importance. Sundays were spent driving to out of town DIY stores and haplessly putting 
together badly designed products only to return them the following Sunday and mail order a 
more expensive, pre-built model to be delivered.  

 
 A move was imminent when the salary rose to proportions that permitted a move to 

Didsbury village. As estate agents were falling over themselves to house the young moneyed 
couple into what they continually referred to as:  

 
  The most fashionable part of Manchester 
 
Promises of glimpses of actors from Coronation Street, maybe even the singer from 

the Charlatans or even the drummer from A Certain Ratio. The pull of the village was just too 
much.  

 
  
 We rejoin the story a few minutes before the arrival of adults and children to make up 

for lost time. Albert is in the kitchen and seeing six glasses on the side, he rinses them, to stop 
excessive foaming of the fizzy beverage, and lines the bottom of each glass with a powerful 
sleeping potion. In the time it takes for them to fall asleep he will ponder his next move. As the 
car pulls up on the gravel, drive, he exits through the kitchen window and waits behind the 
garden shed.  

 
 Very cruel, perhaps, to scoff at the building of a home of those who have let us share 

their story with them. So from now on, we will make like Kate is showing us round and tell her 
how delightful everything looks.  

 
WRITER  
 
And where did you get the idea for the shelving unit? 
 
 
 
KATE  
 
Did you hear that? A voice asking about shelves? 
 
LENNY 
 
That shows you the danger of being sober at this time of night. You lot make 

yourselves comfortable and  I’ll get the drinks sorted out. Youngsters, do you prefer vodka or 
gin? 

 
KATE 
 
Lenny! Don’t waste my good gin on kids, give them the brandy I can’t stand! 
 
 
 



VINCE 
 
Spitting feathers here Len! SCL please! 
 
VINCE, KATE, ELAINE and children depart for the accommodating living, sorry, sitting 

room and make themselves extremely comfortable. In the kitchen, LENNY goes to the cupboard 
to take some glasses and then sees those left by ALBERT,  

He goes to the sink to wash them but sees they are ready for use and praises his wife’s 
efficiency. He pours out cold, inviting SCL for himself and VINCE and opens a bottle of white for 
the ladies. He thinks about getting wine glasses for them but realises they have bought new 
ones and the box needs opening, so he makes do with the tall glasses. He pours Coca-Cola into 
the remaining to glasses, allowing the liquid to spill over the side and leave the glasses 
effectively half full without topping them up. He puts them on a tray, grabs some plates and 
forks for the Chinese food and enters the sitting room. 

 
LENNY 
 
Grub’s up! What do you think of our man Alberto, then. Slightly extreme reaction 

wouldn’t you say? 
 
ELAINE 
 
Yeah, but if he’s ashamed of what he does, I suppose I can understand it. Different 

people react to things in a different way. You must promise not to tease him at work on 
Monday. 

 
VINCE  
 
You think he’s gonna be there on Monday? You  heard his wife, he’ll be on the move 

again. I guarantee we will never see that feller again. Not in a million years. 
 
 KATE 
 
Maybe he’ll think better of it, maybe it was what he needed. 
 
TIM 
 
This Coke’s minging! 
 
KATE  
 
Shut up and drink it. 
 
LENNY 
 
Tell you what, this food ain’t half heavy on the old stomach.  
 
ALBERTO appears at the slightly open window and listens to conversation. 
 
Look, if we see him again we’ve gotta have a laugh, cos then he’ll realise he’s been a 

bit of a tosser. If he turns up on Monday, there will be laughs, right Vince? 
 



VINCE  
 
Too good a chance to miss. 
 
KATE (yawning) 
 
You two are a marvellous influence. You’re right about the food though, all of a sudden 

I feel drowsy.  
 
VINCE 
 
I’m not touching any more, Leonard, would you care for a cigar? 
 
LENNY 
 
Very decent of you, let me get a lighter 
 
(He leaves for a moment and returns with an enormous JR style cubic cigar lighter and 

two ashtrays. The children are already asleep, KATE can barely keep her eyes open. The other 
two puff on the cigar’s but sleep is beginning to overcome them. They take one last drag but 
are soon in the land of nod. Enter ALBERTO through the patio doors and he walks towards the 
sleeping families, first he checks the infallibility tag on the upholstery and satisfied it will burn, 
places one of the cigars into the material. Within seconds there is smoke coming from the 
furniture. He turns to leave and then stops in his tracks, he sees the little boys and collecting 
them in his arms, he takes them out of the house as the first flames appear) 

 
 
 
 
Curtain 

 


