
The Sweet Sixties

Written by Nika Štěpánková

Translated by Aleš Launer

***

Grandmother: Nick, Rose, where are you?

Nick: Shhh. Be quiet, I don’t want her to find us here.

Grandmother: I need you to take away the trash. So where are you?

Nick: Quiet!

Grandmother: Don’t be hiding behind that bench, I can see you. Nick, Ripley, get out of there.

Ripley: Hello, Mrs. Lee.

Grandmother: Hello, Ripley. See to that trash, Nick, understand?

Nick: Uh huh. 

Grandmother: And where is Rose?

Nick: How can I know? I’m not my sister’s keeper.

Grandmother: Your mistake. You’re her brother and you should take some care of her. I want both of you to be home for dinner in an hour. See you later.

Ripley: Good-bye, Mrs. Lee.

Nick: Bye, Granny.

I don’t know why I should take care of Rose. I’m sure she is secretly smoking, somewhere.

Ripley: Rose smokes? You’re kidding me.

Nick: Wanna make a bet? 

Ripley: Sure! I bet half a dollar. But how can we find out if she smokes or not?

Nick: Wait here, I’ll be back in a minute.

Ripley: (waiting)

William: Hi, Ripley. How ya doin’?

Ripley: Hi, William, evr’thing’s alright, thanks. What’re you doing here?

William: I’m picking up girls.

Ripley: You’re trying to impress them with your (skate)board?

William: Pretty surprised, huh.

Ripley: Well, good luck.

Nick: (coming back with a suitcase)

Ripley: Well at last! You’ve been away for ages. I met this big head – William Blair. What’re you dragging?

Nick: (opens the suitcase) These are old theater costumes. They’re from the times when my Dad was at university.

Ripley: Holy shit! We’ve even got a false moustache here. Let’s put the stuff on, it’s gonna be funny. 

Nick: Alright. Put on the hat. Jam it on your head so that nobody can recognize you.

Ripley: Look, cool glasses. Put them on.

Nick: This hat is great too. And now… the coats.

Ripley: You’re looking like Charlie Chaplin.

Nick: And you like a homeless.

Ripley: Watch out! Somebody’s coming here. Shut the suitcase.

Nick: (closing the suitcase, Ripley is standing up, holding a newspaper as if nothing’s going on)

Gladys: (coming, sits down on the bench)

William: (riding his skateboard towards her) Hi, Gladys, howdy?

Gladys: Hi, William, I’m just fine, thanks. And you?

William: Just surviving. By the way, do you still have my old ring?

Gladys: Well, what’s the matter? Wanna have it back?

William: Well, maybe. You know, when we don’t go out together any more, I thought I could have it now…

Gladys: (takes off the ring and throws it onto the ground) Go to hell!

William: (picks up the ring and leaves her)

Rose: Look, Gladys is here, let’s sit down. Hi, Gladys.

Margaret: Come on, take it out.

Rose: And what about those guys over there?

Margaret: No attention to them.

Rose: (takes out a pack of cigarettes). Here you are.

Gladys: Got a light?

Margaret: Sure.

Gladys: What’re you doing? Are you crazy? Do you wanna burn my eyelashes or what?

Margaret: Well, light it by yourself.

Rose: Stop talking like that, girls. (starts coughing)

Margaret: Don’t breathe in the smoke. Oh, you’ve blurred your make-up. How are you holding your cigarette, Gladys?! Relax, like this.

Gladys: Is it better now?

Margaret: Sure.

Rose: Have you noticed William Blair’s new headband? He is just cool in his long hair; he is so cute.

Margaret: Oh, fantastic and perfect William Blair.

Gladys: But I prefer Nick. (the boys’ reaction)

Margaret: Nick? You’re crazy, right? He’s just like a kid, even worse – a kiddie. William’s got some inner charm, he is witty. Well, Rose, say something.

Rose: Yeah, Nick is silly. I am sorry to say this about my brother, but he is really silly. Like a kid. But William is a showman.

Margaret: Look, William Blair.

William: Hello, ladies. (passing them on his skateboard)

Margaret: It was William Blair.

Rose: What do I look like? I hope my hair is alright. Come on, maybe we will meet him again. (all of them leave)

Gladys: Being out of your head, huh?

Nick: Why are you laughing?

Ripley: (imitating the girls) ‘I prefer Nick. Nick? You’re crazy, right? He’s just like a kid, even worse – a kiddie. Nick is silly. But William is a showman.’

Nick: Shut up, you stupid!

Ripley: Nick is silly, silly, silly! (starting to fight each other; a drums solo)

Rose: Look, girls.

Gladys: What the hell they are…

Ripley a Nick: (they get up, straightening their coats, leaving hastily)

Margaret: Do you get it? They were fighting like two boys. Isn’t it strange? (leaving)

Nick a Ripley: (they assail and gag William, they tie him up and to the bench; a drums solo) Come on, boy, if you wasn’t so big, we’d cram you into the trashcan, you showman, superstar, William Blair. (Nick and Ripley leave the scene)

William: (tossing from side to side on the bench, trying to call out in a muffled voice)

Rose: Hey, girls – oh, it’s William.

Margaret: We must untie him. What’s happened here, William?

William: (mumbling)

Gladys: (ironically) Really, William? No kidding?

William: Someone attacked me and tied me up.

Margaret: How many of them were here?

William: Maybe four or five.

Gladys: Five? Isn’t it too many against one boy?

Margaret: Anything stolen?

William: No. All my money is in the pocket.

Margaret: Well, why? Tell me why it happened, William.

Gladys: (to William) Maybe someone can’t stand this arrogant nose of yours.

Nick: Hi, folks.

Rose: Hi. William’s got attacked. We found him here tied up on the bench.

Ripley: No kidding. Well, I’m all ears to get the news.

William: I was just riding around on my skateboard, you know, and suddenly this dude blocks my way. And he asks: ‘You are William Blair?’ And I say: ‘What’s up, man?’ And he wants to hit me with the left hand. I jump aside and swing my right hand at him. I hit him, but there are these other guys getting together. I strike one of them under his eye. Another guy gets hit in the stomach. But I have no chance, you know. There are at least four of them. Taller than me. Bigger than me. Stronger than me. Then they caught me and tied me up… That’s the end of the story. 

Rose: You’re just awesome, William.

Grandmother: Nick, Rose, where are you?

Nick: Oh gosh, dinner. We should have been at home by now. We’re coming, Granny. See ya later, guys.

Gladys: I must be leaving too.

Margaret: Wait a minute, I’m coming along. See you.

William: Take care.

Rose: I’m leaving too, I guess…

William: (ceremoniously) May I escort you home?

Rose: Of course, you may.

Ripley: But she lives right here.

William: It’s none of your business, Ripley. There are strange guys hanging around here.


(to Rose) Did you know that you are the prettiest girl here?

Rose: Oh, am I?

William: Yes, you are. Really. Hold out your hand. (slipping a ring on her finger)

Rose: What are you doing, William?

William: I’m giving you my ring.

Rose: Why? 

William: Because I love you.

Rose: I love you too, William. Well, I’ll give you my ring.

William: (kisses her) 

(a song)

Ripley: (whistles)

Nick: Hi, Ripley.

Ripley: Howdy, Nick.

Nick: Oh my gosh, you’ve got jeans!

Ripley: Sure thing. My Mom bought them for me today.

Nick: Are they Wildcat?

Ripley: Of course, they are.

Nick: Oh, cool.

Ripley: Thanks.

Margaret: (coming with Rose) Hi, Ripley, you’ve got cool jeans.

Ripley: Hi, girls, where are you going?

Margaret: To the funfair. If you want to, you can join us, Ripley.

Nick: Can I go with you as well?

Margaret: Sorry, Nick, but we’ve already made a date with William Blair.

Ripley: Well, take care, Nick.

Nick: Take care and have a good time, Ripley.

Nick: Granny, I need new trousers.

Grandmother: But, Nick, you’ve had these for just a couple of months.

Nick: I am sorry, Granny, but I am growing fast. Look, they’re too short.

Grandmother: Alright, I’ll let them out – they’re taken in.

Nick: But, Granny, I need new trousers – jeans, you know.

Grandmother: Those blue ones? Are you crazy, Nick? It’s just a stupid fad. I don’t like it at all. I don’t like the idea of someone going out in the trousers in which farmers milk cows and work in the garden.

Nick: But, Granny, it’s fashionable. Everyone wears jeans. And those who don’t, in fact, don’t exist. They are dead, you know. They’re nobody, zero, nothing. I need them. I must have them, otherwise my life is ruined.

Grandmother: But, Nick, Rose has no jeans either…

Nick: Rose is a girl. That’s another story.


Granny, I promise I’ll do the washing up, water the plants, mow the lawn, do shopping… Just buy me those jeans, please.

Grandmother: Alright, I can’t do anything about it anyway. We will buy them on Saturday, then. You’ll get jeans and Rose will get new shoes.

Nick: But, Granny, let’s go now. It won’t do any harm to you. Granny, please.

Grandmother: Well, Nick, all right. Let’s go.

Shop assistant: Hello, may I help you?

Grandmother: I’d like to buy new trousers for my grandson.

Nick: Jeans. Wildcat.

Shop assistant: What size?

Grandmother: Actually, I don’t know, he is growing fast.

Shop assistant: (measuring Nick) These jeans could fit him. Try them on, the checkroom is over there.

Grandmother: It’s a strange fashion – these jeans. I don’t understand it. Why do the young people like them so much?

Shop assistant: Jeans are fashionable now. They aren’t only for youngsters but for those who feel young. All age groups buy them. I gave a pair of jeans to my Granddad on his birthday. He was really pleased, and my granny wants jeans for Christmas.

Grandmother: Does she?

Shop assistant: Well, I’ll show you something. (leaving)

Nick: (a drama study about the Wild West starring Nick in his jeans)

Grandmother: (a drama study about a bar dancer admired by the whole world)

Nick: They are perfect. I’ll take them.

Grandmother: Yes, you’re right, they are perfect. Where can I pay?

Shop assistant: Shall I wrap them up for you?

Nick: No. It isn’t necessary, we will leave them on.

Nick: You’re the best Granny in the whole world. Can I go to the funfair now, Granny?

Grandmother: Have you cleaned up the garage?

Nick: Yeah, yesterday.


Rose is already there. Can I go, Granny?

Grandmother: Alright, but be home at nine – both of you. Understand? Carrol is coming. (giving him some money) Don’t forget to buy a hot dog for you… and one for Rose too.

Nick: Sure, Granny. See you.

Grandmother: Have a good time at the funfair.

Grandmother: (paying) Thank you very much, and good-bye.

Shop assistant: Bye-bye.

Gladys: It’s pretty boring in here today.

Margaret: Well, you can go home if you don’t like it in here. (arm in arm with Ripley)

Rose: (arm in arm with William) Look, Nick’s coming.

Ripley: And he’s got new jeans – Wildcat.

Rose: Oh, he’s such a rat. Why didn’t he tell me he would go shopping for jeans? I want them too.

Nick: Hi, everybody.

Gladys: Hi, Nick, you look great in them. Wanna join us?

Nick: Yeah, sure. Where are we going first?

Gladys: How about a carousel?

All: Yeah, a good idea. (a drama study of the funfair)

Nick: It’s a quarter to nine. I have to go home.

Ripley: Me too.

William: Aah, of course, little kiddies must go to bed. Well, don’t forget to clean your teeth. Good night, kids.


What about us. Where are we going?

Rose: I think I should be going home too.

William: Come on, stay here a little longer.

Nick: Well, Rose, are you going home or not?

Rose: Tell Granny I’ll be later tonight.

Nick: That’s your business, and your trouble.

Rose: I don’t mind. Let’s go, William.

Grandmother: Come in, Carrol. Put the suitcase here for a while. Nick, Rose! It’s a bit unusual; it’s ten past nine, and they aren’t back home yet. Never mind, have a seat. Would you like something to drink?

Carrol: No, thank you.

Grandmother: You’re tired, aren’t you? Twelve hours on the bus; it must be horrible.

Carrol: Yes, I am a bit tired.

Nick: Hi, Granny. Hi, Carrol.

Grandmother: Nick, you should have been back home at nine. Where is Rose?

Nick: I’ve got no idea.

Grandmother: You weren’t together?

Nick: Yeah, we were, but I lost her.

Grandmother: Well, say hello to Carrol.

Nick: Hi, Carrol, how’s life with you?

Carrol: Everything goes well, Nick. Oh my gosh, you’re such a tall young man now.

Nick: Yep, this is pretty common here in the north. One usually grows up between ten and fifteen years of age. But you’ve grown up as well, especially your tits…

Grandmother: Oh, Nick!

Nick: I’m going to bed. Good night.

Grandmother: I am sorry, Carrol. He is at this stupid age, you know. I’ve invited you because of Rose, your cousin. You are of the same age; I am sure you will get along well with each other. You haven’t seen each other for such a long time… Well, I’ll show you to your room. 

Rose: (pushing William out of the door) Good night, William.

William: Give me a kiss. Please!

Rose: No, not here, someone can see us. 

William: No one’s here.

Rose: It’s strange, isn’t it?

William: (kisses her; Rose’s Grandmother is coming)

Grandmother: (coughing)

William: Good evening, Mrs. Lee.

Grandmother: Good evening, young man.

William: Well, good night, Mrs. Lee. (leaves)

Grandmother: Who was he?

Rose: William Blair.

Grandmother: And what was he doing here at half past ten at night?

Rose: Escorting me home. He’s my boyfriend.

Grandmother: Isn’t he a bit fresh with me? Where have you been?

Rose: To the funfair.

Grandmother: Didn’t you see Nick?

Rose: No.

Grandmother: Carrol has already arrived.

Rose: Oh no, Granny. I told you you shouldn’t invite her.

Grandmother: She is your cousin. I hope you’ll make her like it here, I trust you. (leaves)

Rose: Great! (imitating her Grandmother) ‘I hope you’ll make her like it here.’

Carrol: (coming in) Hi, Rose.

Rose: (pretending excitement) Hi, Carrol. How are you doing?

Carrol: I am fine and you?

Rose: I’m alright, thanks. This really suits you, it’s sexy.

Carrol: Thank you. You look lovely too. I’m serious.

Rose: Have you got any boyfriend?

Carrol: A boyfriend?

Rose: I mean, do you date someone?

Carrol: No. And you?

Rose: Yes, sure. My boyfriend is perfect. I’m really deep in love with him.

Carrol: How long have you been dating each other?

Rose: A few days.

Carrol: A few days?

Rose: Well, almost a week.

Carrol: And how is it, this ‘being deep in love’?

Rose: It’s wonderful. Like when you are flying, or having a ride on a carousel. Like this. (grips Carrol and they are spinning around) Isn’t it great?

Carrol: Sorry, I feel a bit sick. (leaves her)

Rose: Typical of her. She dresses like my Granny’s; she spoils any fun; and she isn’t gonna find a boyfriend in her life. Oh my God, why have you punished me? My cousin is the worst in the whole world.

 (all of them getting together)

Rose: Hi, everybody. This is Carrol.

Nick: Our cousin.

Gladys: Hi, Carrol, I am Gladys.

Ripley: Hi. I am Ripley.

William: (kisses Carrol on the hand) William Blair – that’s what people call me.

Margaret: Margaret. Are you here on holiday?

Carrol: Yes.

Gladys: How long will you stay?

Carrol: Don’t know yet.

William: Wanna have a cigarette?

Carrol: No, thank you, I don’t smoke.

Ripley: Oh my gosh, she doesn’t smoke.

Others: (smoking)

Ripley: Give me one too.

Gladys: Can you light one for me? Thanks. (a song)

Nick: Oh hell! Granny’s over there!

All except Carrol: (leave; Carrol stays sitting as if frozen)

Grandmother: Hello, Carrol.

Carrol: Hello.

Grandmother: Where were they running?

Carrol: I don’t know.

Grandmother: Carrol, you smoke?

Carrol: Me? No.

Grandmother: And what is this? (picks up the pack of cigarettes from the bench)

Carrol: I don’t know. Really.

Grandmother: This usually looks like a pack of cigarettes, you know. If it were empty, I would probably believe that you used it to catch some bugs or butterflies. But there are some cigarettes in it, so I have to suppose it’s a pack of cigarettes. And my question is: Whose cigarettes are these?

Carrol: I don’t know. 

Grandmother: Six cigarettes are missing. Well, it means that six people smoked here. Rose, Nick, Ripley, William, Gladys, and Margaret. Am I right, Carrol?

Carrol: Maybe.

Grandmother: (speaking up so that everybody can hear) I’ll have a word with Rose and Nick at home and, of course, I’ll talk to the other kids’ parents. (confiscates the pack; the spectators are cheering up)

Rose: Did you have to tell her about us?

Carrol: So what could I do? You left the pack of cigarettes on the bench.

Margaret: You should have made up some excuse.

Carrol: I can’t lie.

Gladys: Are you really that stupid? Don’t you understand we’re in big trouble now?

Carrol: But it isn’t my fault.

Margaret: Your Granny said she would tell ‘the other kids’ parents’. But I’m not a kid, right? I’m fifteen. Why don’t they respect us? Why do they think we’re kids?

Nick: All of this is because of you. You shouldn’t have come here.

Grandmother: Well, come on. Have you got any explanation, or do you admit smoking secretly?

Rose: We were trying it for the first time, but it’s yucky. No smoking in the future. Promise.

Nick: Don’t be angry with us, Granny.

Grandmother: Rose, I don’t believe you it was for the first time.

Rose: I don’t know what nonsense Carrol told you. She shouldn’t have come here; nobody wants her around; she’s boring; the way she dresses is impossible; nobody likes her. I don’t want her to be around.

Grandmother: Carrol didn’t tell me anything, Rose. She was sitting there scared stiff. I’m no fool, you know. I’m sorry you don’t like her because I think she’s really nice.

Rose: But she always says ‘yes, Granny’, ‘no, Granny’, ‘I don’t know, Granny’… She has no opinions of hers. She’s such a bore.

Grandmother: Don’t you think she’s pretty, Nick?

Nick: Hmm, yes, Granny. Maybe she is pretty but she doesn’t know how to talk to boys.

Grandmother: Well, we’ll go shopping tomorrow and we’ll buy jeans for Rose and Carrol.

Rose: You’re great, Granny.

Grandmother: But you must promise me you’ll take Carrol to Gladys’s party. And of course, you’ll be nice to her.

Rose: Alright, promise.

Grandmother: Good night.

Rose, Nick: Good night, Granny.

Carrol: Granny …?

Grandmother: Carrol, you aren’t in your room?

Carrol: No. I was listening behind the door.

Grandmother: But it is not polite.

Carrol: Yes, I know. I think I should go back home.

Grandmother: No, it’s nonsense.

Carrol: I don’t think I really fit in here. I feel embarrassed.

Grandmother: You should try harder. You’re young; so try to provoke them, to shock them. Be your own young lady. What are you best at?

Carrol: Mathematics and physics.

Grandmother: Well, I don’t think this is the right stuff to fascinate any boy. What about your hobbies?

Carrol: I go to dancing lessons at school.

Grandmother: Alright, that’s it. Just make the best dancer of you.

Carrol: But I’m not the best dancer.

Grandmother: You should believe in yourself more. You’ll see you can make it. Good night, Carrol.

Carrol: Good night and thanks a lot. 

(the party: all of the youngsters are throwing Gladys into the air counting up to fifteen)

Rose: Dear Gladys, all the best to you.

Nick: Happy birthday.

Gladys: Thank you, thank you very much.

William: And here’s something for you.

Gladys: What is it? Tobacco? A box of tobacco?

William: Yeah, but something special. 

Gladys: Grass?

William: (a gesture, silence, nodding)

Ripley: Hey, folks, Carrol’s coming.

All: Oh my God, she’s all we needed!

Carrol: Look, guys, the star has come. Happy birthday, Gladys. (takes out a gramophone record) Ladies and gentlemen, rock-and-roll for Gladys.

(a song; Carrol is the best dancer; the others are chanting her name)

William: Hi, Carrol. Where did you learn to dance so well?

Carrol: It’s pretty normal in my place.

William: Could you teach me?

Carrol: No problem, William, if you forgive me that stupid thing with cigarettes.

William: I know it wasn’t your fault.

Carrol: Well, alright, let’s go dancing.


(Carrol dances with William; the others sit down in a circle passing on a joint)

William: You’re real number one. How about going boating on the lake?

Carrol: Why not.

Ripley: May I have this dance, Carrol?

William: I’m sorry, my friend. We’re going boating. I think you’re third wheel here.

Gladys: Did you see it? William Blair and Carrol are boating on the lake. Your William. I warned you. William never keeps any love.

Rose: She will pay for this. I’ll show her!

Gladys: What’re you gonna do? 

Margaret: Do you need our help?

Rose: I declare a sea fight. My pirates, let’s attack William Blair. I want him alive or dead.

(boating)

William: Did you know that you are the prettiest girl here?

Carrol: Oh, am I?

William: Yes, you are. Really. Hold out your hand. (slipping a ring on her finger)

Carrol: What are you doing, William?

William: I’m giving you my ring.

Carrol: Why?

William: Because I love you.

Carrol: Me?

William: (kisses her; applause)

William: I don’t wanna hear about any other girl. Not a single word. I swear on my long hair that I love you. And if I lie, I’ll have my hair cut short. Really, I’m serious about it.

Carrol: I suppose you’re telling the truth. You really care about your hair, don’t you?

William: It’s my image. The hair is me and I am the hair… – William Blair.

Carrol: But I will go back home in a couple of weeks. What will be then?

William: I’ll write to you every day. You’ll come here again the following summer.

Carrol: Will you be waiting for me?

William: Sure thing, Carrol.

(a song)

(the others get on board and row towards William; trying to sink his boat; Rose deliberately jumps into the water pretending she’s drowning; William goes to her ‘rescue’)

Rose: (taking off her T-shirt, wringing it out) Oh my gosh, I’m wet to the skin.

William: Do you know you’re the prettiest pirate I’ve ever met?

Rose: Yes, I do, William. Your ship is gone and now you’re my prisoner.

William: What’re you gonna do with me?

Rose: I don’t know yet. Well, come on. You’re my war booty. (leads him away; the spectators are applauding)

Grandmother: Well, Carrol, how did you like the party?

Carrol: I am so happy. It feels like I am flying. The party was great. I was dancing for the whole evening.

Grandmother: Who did you dance most with?

Carrol: With William Blair.

Grandmother: Oh, William Blair?

Carrol: Do you know him, Granny?

Grandmother: I think, I know him. As far as I know, William Blair is Rose’s boyfriend.

Carrol: You aren’t serious, are you?

Grandmother: Don’t worry about it, Carrol. Rose is already in bed, but you can talk about it tomorrow.

Carrol: (alone in her room, starts packing up) Why didn’t Rose tell me? I can’t have known that William Blair is her boyfriend. She will never forgive me. I can’t stay here any longer. I’ll take the early morning bus; I’ll have left by the time everyone gets up tomorrow. (sits down and writes a letter) ‘Dearest William, my love…’

Carrol: (her alarm clock goes off; she stops it immediately) Oh my God, a quarter past four. I should explain it to Rose. Maybe, she won’t understand but I can’t leave this place like a chicken. And I must drop the letter in William’s box. Uh-oh, William, what if I never see him again? I must wake up Rose, I must explain everything to her; I’ve stolen her boyfriend, which isn’t fair. (goes to Rose’s room; William is sleeping in Rose’s bed, Rose’s head leaning on his chest; Carrol backs out of the room, takes a pair of scissors out of her suitcase; she slips again into Rose’s bedroom and cuts off William’s ponytail; then she grabs her suitcase and leaves)

Rose: (wakes up and wants to stroke William’s hair; when she spots his short hair, she cries out; Grandmother rushes into the room, sees Rose with William in bed, and cries out too; William spots Rose’s Grandmother and cries out; Nick rushes into the room as well and cries out; the other actors are appearing on the stage and cry out; the final song)

The End
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