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THE JUBILEE DISHWASHER 

Written by Neil Marchant# 

 

SETTING 

Internal of rural cottage, present day. Kitchen on right hand side of stage – sink, usual 

appliances. Lounge in middle – two armchairs, coffee table, Jubilee bunting, telly. Hallway on left 

– fusebox on wall.  

CHARACTERS 

DOTTY is 67, birdlike, anxious by nature and nurture, belittled by her husband of 40 years. 

RONALD is 69, grossly overweight, bad-tempered; classic gammon.  

PARAMEDIC 1 is a paramedic. 

PARAMEDIC 2 is another paramedic. 

FLUFFY is Dotty’s beloved cat and Ronald’s nemesis.  

 

LIGHTS UP 

INT. COTTAGE – TWILIGHT 

Ronald and Dotty are each sitting in an armchair, watching Jubilee coverage on the telly. Ronald 

is wearing a Fred Perry t-shirt, elasticated trousers and slippers, eating ham straight from the 

packet. Dotty is wearing a brown woollen cardigan, grey hair in a bun, knitting.  

DOTTY Doesn't she look marvellous for her age, Ronnie? Her Majesty is so… majestic. 

RONALD The Queen isn’t there, Dotty. That’s just her crown. 

DOTTY Oh. Well, the crown looks majestic. And regal.  

RONALD (Sitting forward in his chair, staring at the telly) Booing Boris? How dare they! After all 

he’s done for this country. So disrespectful to the Queen as well on her big day… big weekend… 

big four days. 

DOTTY Do you think the Queen actually likes Boris, Ron? I mean, really? 

RONALD (shifting in his seat) Well, the Queen isn’t political.  

The lights go dim, the telly goes dead.  

DOTTY What’s happening… have the Russians invaded?  

Ronald sighs and drops another slice of breaded ham into his mouth. The cat jumps up, sniffing 

at Ronald’s ham.  

RONALD No Dotty, the fuse has gone.  
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He shoves the cat away. 

FLUFFY Yowl!  

DOTTY Oh dear, poor Fluffy… But Ronnie, the plumber won’t come out during the Jubilee, will 

he? 

RONALD It’s an electrician we need. 

DOTTY Pete the plumber is very good, you know. He complimented me on my hair (touches her 

tight grey bun). You never compliment me these days, Ron.  

RONALD (deliberately enunciating) It’s. An. Electrician. We. Need.  

DOTTY Will he come out then? 

RONALD I can do it. (looks at wife) Your hair looks very nice.  

Dotty blushes and titters. With a groan, Ronald hauls himself to his feet. He swears as his bumps 

his head on the cottage’s low beams, causing his combover to fall into his eyes. He feels his way 

to the fuse box in the hallway. 

RONALD Damn, the switch won’t stay up. 

Dotty peers around the lounge door.  

DOTTY Isn’t that dangerous? Where’s Fluffy? Keep Fluffy away! 

RONALD Shut up about the bloody cat! The fuse box is mounted six feet up the wall… and no, it 

isn’t dangerous. 

He pushes past Dotty back into the lounge, her fiddling with the buttons of her cardigan.  

RONALD Right, we need to isolate the problem. Turn off all electric appliances and light 

switches. 

DOTTY But they are off. 

Ronald rolls his eyes.  

RONALD No, that’s the fuse. Turn off the things themselves.  

They go around the cottage switching off the main lights, the lamps, and their many consumer 

durables. The physical effort has Ronald breathing heavily. He bumps into the coffee table. 

RONALD Ow! Who put that there? 

DOTTY You did, Ron. Five years ago. 

RONALD I wouldn't have put a table in such a daft place, where a man can hurt himself. It 

must’ve been you.  

DOTTY It’s not a daft place, it’s just that it’s dark.  

Ronald tuts and picks up the yoghurt maker.  

RONALD A yoghurt maker? Why do we have this? 



The Jubilee Dishwasher by Neil Marchant 

3 
neilmarchant@hotmail.com 

DOTTY You like the homemade yoghurt. You have it every morning on your Shreddies.  

RONALD I thought that was from the shop. 

DOTTY No, I make it. That’s why it’s in those metal pots. 

RONALD Oh, I thought you were just putting in there to be ‘green’ or something. 

DOTTY No Ron, I make it. For you.  

Ronald unplugs the yoghurt maker.  

RONALD I think that’s everything,  

He collapses back into his armchair.  

DOTTY What about upstairs?  

RONALD We don’t have an upstairs. 

DOTTY Oh yes. So can you fix it now? 

RONALD Give me a chance! 

Ronald and Dotty stare at each other for a moment. She worrying at the buttons of her cardigan, 

he open-mouthed breathing. Ronald tuts, then with a grunt pulls himself up again and returns to 

the fuse box. Dotty goes back into the kitchen. 

RONALD (shouting) The switch still won’t stay up. 

DOTTY (shouting) The dishwasher flashed on and off then. 

RONALD (shouting) So that’s the problem. It’s not turned off. Why didn’t you turn it off? 

DOTTY(shouting) There’s no off button! 

RONALD (shouting) What do you mean?  

He stomps through to the kitchen and looks at the dishwasher.  

RONALD There’s no proper ‘off’ on this thing. It just restarts the program when power comes 

back on. Bloody foreign dishwashers! Why didn’t we stick with the old one, the British one? That 

had a proper ‘off’. 

DOTTY The old one wasn’t cleaning the dishes. I had to wash them again by hand when it 

finished. 

RONALD Well… that’s not too much to ask, is it?  

DOTTY And it wasn’t British. It was German. (whispers) Like the Queen.  

Ronald jabs at the dishwasher buttons with increasing aggression, making himself red in the 

face.  

RONALD It’s no good. I need to turn it off at the wall.  

He looks around the back of the dishwasher.  
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RONALD I can’t reach around to turn off the plug, it’s blocked off by the cupboard.  

He wipes his brow with a dishcloth.  

RONALD I’ll have to try and pull it out.  

DOTTY Oh please, Ronnie, just sort it all out!  

Ronald takes a deep breath, then begins pulling at and rocking the machine from side to side, 

trying to work it forward.  

DOTTY Go on, dear!  

He stops and looks at her.  

RONALD You could help, you know.  

DOTTY Oh no, it’d ruin my hands! I want to keep them nice and soft. Like the Queen’s.  

Ronald looks at his own hands, red indentations where he’s been grabbing the sides. He 

continues to rock and pull, sheets of sweat pouring off him, but the dishwasher doesn't move 

forward. 

DOTTY Hurry up, it’s getting really dark! And we’re missing the Jubilee! 

She hops from foot to foot behind him.  

RONALD Move, you metal bastard!  

DOTTY There’s no need for that sort of language. Especially during the Jubilee.  

She crosses her arms. 

RONALD You’re making it worse!  

DOTTY I'm only saying. Cursing won’t shift it.  

RONALD (shouting) Shut up shup up you stupid cow! Aaarrgghhhh! 

He shakes the machine violently, beats upon it with his fists… then staggers backwards, 

clutching his chest. 

DOTTY Ronnie? 

RONALD (weakly) Dotty…  

He collapses to the floor, breathing heavily, his eyes closing. She studies him for a moment, then 

goes into the lounge, picks up the phone and calls 999.  

DOTTY Hello, my husband has collapsed. (Pause) It’s Riverman Cottage, Otter Lane, Devon. 

(Pause) No, I don’t need to stay on the line, I know how to do CPR. See you soon! 

She puts the phone down and returns to the kitchen, looking down at her husband, slumped 

against the wall. He weakly beckons her with a finger. 

DOTTY (leaning forward) What is it, Ron? 
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RONALD (whispers) God save the Queen.  

He falls unconscious.  

DOTTY Right Ronnie, I'm going to do CPR on you now.  

She bends right over him, then pulls back.  

DOTTY Oh no, you’re all sweaty!  

LIGHTS DOWN 

LIGHTS UP 

The doorbell rings. Dotty remains standing in the kitchen, still staring at Ronald. The doorbell 

rings a few more times. At shouting through the letterbox, she plods to the door and opens it. 

Two paramedics stare at her. 

PARAMEDIC 1 You called emergency services? Suspected heart attack? 

DOTTY Yes. He’s in the kitchen. Come through. 

The paramedics rush in carrying a rucksack of medical equipment and a stretcher, Dotty slowly 

following them. 

DOTTY Would you like a cup of tea? 

PARAMEDIC 2 What? Not right now. 

PARAMEDIC 1 Sorry we took so long, it’s all the street parties. 

DOTTY I thought they’d hold you up.  

PARAMEDIC 2 We’ve actually been at the door for a while.  

The paramedic eyes Dotty whilst they unpack their equipment, but she’s now staring out of the 

window. 

PARAMEDIC 1 We haven’t time to get him into the ambulance, let’s try and revive him here. 

PARAMEDIC 2 Defib’s dead.  

The paramedic holds up a defibrillator and turns to Dotty.  

PARAMEDIC 2 We need to plug this in. 

DOTTY Oh dear… all the sockets are out. 

The paramedics try manual CPR on Ronald. Then stop.  

PARAMEDIC 1 I'm afraid he’s gone.  

They reach a hand towards Dotty, who steps back, then becomes very still and quiet. Her eyes 

flit between the two of them. 

PARAMEDIC 2 I think she’s gone into shock. 
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Ronald’s body is lifted onto a stretcher and taken out the front door. Dotty slowly follows them 

out.  

LIGHTS DOWN 

LIGHTS UP 

The front door opens. Dotty enters, walks into the kitchen and opens the cupboard under the 

sink. She slides back the wooden side. Fluffy appears.  

FLUFFY Meow!  

DOTTY You're right, Fluffy, I do have to be careful – the socket is still a bit wet.  

She turns off the dishwasher at the plug. She goes to the fuse box and flicks the switch. All the 

lights come on, devices beep into life. She goes into the lounge, sits in an armchair and turns on 

the telly coverage of the Jubilee. Fluffy jumps up on her lap.  

DOTTY We’ll be all right, won’t we, Fluffy, just you and I?  

FLUFFY Purr, purr.  

DOTTY I agree, Fluffy, we’ll be more than all right. (Pause) Oh, I do love the Queen, Fluffy. So 

majestic and regal, even when she isn’t there. Even without Philip, may she reign for many more 

years to come.  

Dotty strokes the cat and smiles. 

LIGHTS DOWN  

THE END  

 


