Educating Rita

Frank: Of course you could've come.

Rita/Susan: I couldn't.

Frank: Why?

Rita/Susan: I'd brought the wrong sort of wine.          

Frank: Christ, I wanted you to come! You didn't have to dress up and bring wine.

Rita/Susan:  If you go out to dinner, don't you dress up? Don't you take wine?

Frank: Yes, I do but...

Rita/Susan: Well?

Frank: Well, what?

Rita/Susan: You wouldn't take sweet sparkling wine.

Frank:  Does it matter what I do? It wouldn't have mattered if you'd walked in carrying a bottle of Spanish plonk.

Rita/Susan: It was Spanish.

Frank: Couldn't you just relax? It wasn't fancy dress, you could've come as yourself. Don't you realise what all those people would've seen had you just come breezing in? They would've seen someone who is funny, charming, delightful.

Rita/Susan: I don't wanna be charming and delightful. Or funny. What's funny? I don't wanna be funny. I wanna talk seriously with the rest of ya. Don't wanna come to play the court jester.

Frank: You weren't being asked to play that role. I just wanted you to be yourself.

Rita/Susan: Yeah, well, I don't wanna be meself. What's me, eh? Eh? Some stupid woman who gives us a laugh because she thinks she can learn, that one day she'll be talking seriously,

confidently, living a civilised life? She can't really be like that

but she's good for a laugh.

Frank: If you think you were invited just to be laughed at, you can get out now.  You were invited because I wished to have your company.

Rita/Susan: Yeah, well. I'm all right with you, here in this room, but when I saw those people you were with, I couldn't come in. I just seized up, cos I'm a freak. I can't talk to the people I live with any more, I can't talk to the likes of them at your house because I'm a half-caste. I decided I wasn't coming here again. I went to the pub. They were all singing, all of 'em.  Denny, looking happy. He'd just got a few days' holiday from work And me mother, not really on top form, something was worrying her. Probably me dad. They were never really love's young dream. Our Sandra, in love. Her fiancé, about the same. And her mates, all of 'em, singing... oh, some song they'd learned from the jukebox. And I thought, "Just what the frig am I trying to do? Why don't I just pack it in, stay here and join in with the singin'?”

Frank: And why didn't you?

Rita/Susan: You think I can, don't you? You think because you pass a pub doorway and hear them all singing, you think we're all OK, that we're surviving with the spirit intact. Together

Frank: That’s OK?

Rita/Susan: I did join in the singing but when I turned around,

me mother had stopped singin' and she was cryin'. I said, "Why are you crying, Mother?" And she said, "There must be better songs to sing than this. And I thought, "Yeah, that's what I'm trying to do, isn't it? Sing a better song. That's why I've come back and that's why I'm staying. So let's start work.                   

