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A large family kitchen/dining room. A cooker, sink and worksurfaces along the back wall, a radio plays madness’ our House. Sophie, age10, sits at the left, dungarees and pigtails. Billy, age 6, sits at the right, shorts and a superhero T shirt. Dan their dad serves pasta onto three of the plates returning the rest to the work surface and puts pans of tomato sauce and steamed broccoli onto the table which is already set for four with mismatched plates and cutlery. There are also bowls of sweetcorn corn, carrot and sweet pepper sticks, along with a selection of condiments.
Sophie adds pesto, sweetcorn and cheese and eats slowly. 
Dan at the back assembles a bit of everything on his plate and tops it off with a large dollop of mayo. As an afterthought he switches off the radio, then notices his son.
Billy has taken a heap of pasta which mostly lands on his plate and has started to eat with his fingers.
D You can’t just eat pasta.
B Can. (mouthful) I am. (some falls from his mouth)
S Gross
D (patiently) If you want to grow up big and strong you need to eat a healthy mix of foods.
B I am strong. I can pick up Sophie.
S Can’t
B Can
S Can’t
B (quick as a flash he runs around the front of the table and heaves his sister, chair and all)
S Get off. Get off worm. (she pinches Billy)
D That’s not how we behave at dinner. Bums on seats both of you.
D How about some carrot sticks? (he slides the bowl to Billy) They help you see in the dark.
B No
D I need to know you have had more than plain pasta.
B I had an apple at lunch, and yoghurt and crisps and sandwiches.
D You didn’t eat your sandwiches.
B Did, (looks at Dad) I ate the ham.
D Have some pesto and cheese or a bit of broccoli. (He holds up a floret)
B I hate broccoli, it tastes like sick.
S Gross
D No it doesn’t
B Does. Last time you made me try some I sicked it up straight away. It tastes like caterpilars and vinegar.
S Caterpillars do eat broccoli so
D That’s not helping. I need your brother to eat a proper dinner. How about some sweetcorn?
B (Continues eating plain pasta)
D (Grabs the bowl)
B Not fair.
D Sweetcorn, broccoli or carrot sticks. Or no dinner!
B (Gets out of his seat and runs around to the worksurface) I’ll get more self. You can’t stop me.
D I can and I will
B (shovelling with hands from the pan into his mouth)
S Gross
D Come back to the table, I want us to have a civilized meal for once. Right now! WILLIAM TUCKER SIT DOWN RIGHT NOW!
D Three, Two, One. (Then under his breath) You little shit.
S (Giggles)
D (Standing) That’s not funny. That’s it. (Dad races round the table to grab the boy)
B (runs just ahead barging his sister each time he goes around laughing all the way)
D (Second time round and catching up) You. Are. In. So. Much. Trouble.
Mum (Quietly she opens the door. Standing just outside shaking drips off her umbrella. She’s wearing a wet coat and carrying a heavy bag)
B (Billy slides to temporary safety under the front of the table laughing manically)
D (On his hands and knees reaches for the squirming boy) You little monster. (He grabs him by the foot and pulls him out like a struggling prize fish)
M (Coming in) What on earth are you doing? Leave Billy alone, you’re setting a bad example.
S Yeah Dad. Stop mucking around and eat your dinner.
M Honestly, it’s hard to tell who’re the kids in this family.

