The Chair – a sketch about customer care

February 25, 2009

(Scene – a shop a shop counter. Shopkeeper stands behind the counter. Enter Customer, carrying a chair)

Shopkeeper: Good morning, sir, what can I do for you?

Customer: It’s this chair…

Shopkeeper: Ah, yes. That’s the Concord Sixteen, Sleek, plastic effect finish with sturdy Russian Fibre Glass legs I think. Is there a problem with it?

Customer. Well as a matter of fact, yes, there is. It doesn’t work.

(Customer plonks the chair down on the counter between himself and the shop keeper so they can’t see each other. They clownishly try to move their heads and position so they ca see each other again finally achieving this when the man apologetically puts the chair on the floor)

Customer~ Sorry. That’s better. Yes, it doesn’t work.

Shopkeeper: What do you mean it doesn’t work?

Customer: Well it…well, it doesn’t work!

Shopkeeper: Excuse me for asking, but this is a chair, sir. How can a chair not work?

(Customer sighs)

Customer: Very well. If I really have to. Look.

(Customer then tries to sit on the chair. First he is violently ejected from it, tries again, ejected from it, then various attempts to sit on it lead to him sliding off it as if it is made of ice.)

Customer (brushing himself off and nursing a few bruises): See? It doesn’t work. Kaputt.

(The Shopkeeper is clearly not believing this)

Shopkeeper: Is this some kind of joke?

Customer: I beg your pardon?

Shopkeeper: Are you having me on?

Customer:  No I bloody am not having you on. I bought this chair from you only yesterday, in hope of a clean and comfortable sit down on it and the damn thing simply doesn’t function at all.

(Shopkeeper sighs)

Shopkeeper: Would you mind if I try it, sir?

Customer: Go right ahead. Be my guest.

(Shopkeeper walks around to the other side of the counter and over elaborately prepares to sit on the chair. He slowly sits. There is no problem. He sighs again, looks at the Customer, gets up, walks around to his side of the counter. The Customer looks shocked.)

Shopkeeper: It seems to er.. work .. fine sir. I would even go far as to suggest that this chair is in er.. perfect working order.

Customer: It isn’t. It doesn’t work, I tell you. Look!

(Again the Customer sits upon the chair holding himself down by clinging to its underside. Almost like a rumble the chair erupts throwing him off)

Customer: It doesn’t work! See?

Shopkeeper: It was perfectly alright when I sat on it!

Customer (exploding): Well it doesn’t work for me! I demand a refund!

(The Shopkeeper sighs. He clearly thinks the man is mad but humours him)

Shopkeeper: Well, the Customer is always right, I suppose. One moment, sir.

(The Shopkeeper turns around and gets a new chair, identical. He walks round the counter moves the first chair aside and puts the new one down)

Shopkeeper: Let’s see if this one, works, shall we sir? I’ll be more than happy to refund your money if this one doesn’t “work” as well.

Customer: Well, that’s very good of you.

Shopkeeper: Why don’t you try it sir? See if it “works”?

Customer: Very well.

(Cautiously he creeps up on the new chair as if to take it by surprise. He sits on it and all is well. He is shocked. The Shopkeeper is just playing along now)

Shopkeeper: Well?

Customer: It…it…works!

Shopkeeper: Terrific.

Customer: I’ll take the replacement. It’s a good chair.

(He goes to pick it up and take it)

Shopkeeper: Wait, sir. (enjoying himself). Perhaps, in the spirit of quality assurance, we should double check? Shall I try it as well?

Customer: Well, it really isn’t necessary. I am quite happy with this one.

Shopkeeper: No, I insist. It is my paramount aim to ensure that you leave here at satisfied customer. So let’s make absolutely sure, shall we?

Customer: What a splendid idea. Go right ahead!

(Shopkeeper again makes an over-elaborate play at sitting on the chair. He sits and all seems fine)

Shopkeeper: There. A chair that works!

Customer: Terrific!

(Suddenly the shopkeeper is rudely ejected from the chair. He is utterly shocked. Tries again, ejected again. Goes through the same sliding off routine as the Customer. Finally stands up, angrily.)

Customer (goes to take the chair): Ah well, never mind. This chair is fine for me. It will do nicely.

(Shopkeeper grabs one end of the chair, trying to wrest it away from the Customer)

Shopkeeper: I can’t let you have that! It doesn’t work!

Customer (pulling the chair): Yes it does!

Shopkeeper: It doesn’t!

Customer: I want it!

Shopkeeper: Well, you can’t have it. It’s clearly faulty!

Customer: But it works for me!

Shopkeeper: I don’t care if it works for you! I won’t sell a chair that isn’t up to the mark!

Customer: Give it here! I paid good money for this!

Shopkeeper: You can have a refund.

(A tug of war ensues)

The End

Cemetery

February 25, 2009

(Scene: a cemetery. A park bench faces the audience. Sounds of birdsong. Enter Phil, smartly dressed in a suit. He sits on the bench looking out. Enter Louise, also smartly dressed. She sits down beside Phil)

Phil: Good Morning, Louise.

Louise: Happy Anniversary Phil.

Phil: It’s nice of you to remember. I always forget Birthdays and Anniversaries. Brenda never does.

Louise: My Steve had a mind like a sieve too.

(Pause)

Phil: Autumn’s making itself felt.

Louise: Yes, later and later each year.

Phil: I was at the factory again today.

Louise: I thought you said you wouldn’t go anymore. Phil!

Phil: Well, it was painful. I didn’t go in, just stood at the side gate. Mostly new faces now. I just can’t seem to keep away.

Louise: Well you really should. That place is history for you, Phil. Let it go.

Phil: Alright. I’ll try.

(Pause)

Louise: I’ve never been back to my old company,  Sinclair’s.

Phil: You’ve never felt the urge?

Louise: Look, Phil. Once something is over, it’s over. You have to let it go.

Phil: I suppose you’re right. As usual!

(They both smile. Pause)

Phil: Louise? When did you know? I mean, DID you know?

Lou: Know what?

Phil: That it was all coming to an end? I mean, I had no idea.

Louise: Ah, well. The signs were there; but I was too bound up in getting the new magazine launched to see them. We had problems, sure. I suppose I thought a new product would save us all.

Phil: It was the same at Blanchard’s. We tried everything to fix our problems. Initiative after initiative. New visions. New strategies. I even sent our marketing director to the United States to LOOK for buzzwords to bring back. It was all sticking plaster on a wound that wouldn't heal

Lou: And what was causing it?

Phil: Oh it was very simple really. We launched quality strategies , “flexible” this,  “ total qualitythat, “Lean” the other; we had empowerment programmes, change programmes, but the real problem was the one we didn’t want to admit. No one was buying pocket toys any more. Kids were getting their fun on peronal computers, not playing with toys. So the market for glue was dying.

Lou: We had a similar problem. Every magazine was the brainchild of someone around that boardroom table. And, to put it bluntly, most of those magazines were dying or dead. We kept products going that had less than 10,000 readers just because no one wanted to upset anyone in a meeting, so no one challenged the managers of the products that were failing..

Phil: So you did all the real talking behind each other’s backs?

Louise: Yep. I was the only one who tried to be honest and all THAT led to was a vendetta against me. It turned into a hate campaign.

Phil: I was under daily pressure from our Managing Director  in the United States to turn things around.  He was never too direct which made it worse. But I knew he was blaming me for the sales decline. I thought I could fix it. Guess how?

Louise: How?

Phil: Working longer hours. Taking on more and more of what others were doing badly. I even used to sleep with my mobile phone. That really used to piss of Brenda, my wife. At one point I was Managing Director, Quality Champion, Head of the Turnaround Team, and Reengineering Leader. Re-engineering. Now that really WAS the killer punch.

Louise: How so?

Phil: The Managing Director got a team of consultants in from the U.S. Re-engineering. They re-engineered us into a business ready for liquidation. Three quarters of the workforce were made redundant, and it was my name on the bottom of each letter. It was all  destroyed in a matter of months. They weren’t interested in any ideas for new products. What about you?

Louise:  I was told very directly that my personal and emotional involvement in the new magazine was confusing my  professional judgement. It was six  directors voting against one.

(They sigh. Pause)

Phil: But that wasn’t what I was asking.

Louise: Oh?

Phil: I meant, I mean, did you know it was all over for YOU? For you, personally?

Louise: Oh, I see. No. I don’t think so. It was about a week after Steve had left me. By then the company was in the hands of the Receivers. I was “home alone” with a DVD and a bottle of Vodka. II think I drank the whole bottle. And some red wine as well. I had a pounding headache. I was very drunk  It wasn’t an overdose. It wasn't suicide. I don’t want you to think that. But it was a terribleheadache. I must have taken a handful of painkilling tablets. I went to sleep and that was that.

Phil: Shit.

Louise: SO, no. I didn’t see the signs. I wish I had seen them.

(Pause)

Louise: What about you?

Phil: Me? Oh, the signs were there. Did I see them? They were very, veryobvious. But it’s amazing what you can ignore when you aren’t really looking in life beyond the end of your nose. Indigestion; Shortness of breathing. Not sleeping properly. And I had this terrible itching all of the time. Then, it was in the canteen after a re-engineering meeting. Sausages, mini pizzas, chips I remember, it was a paprika chip. For some reason I couldn’t get my mouth to work. It wouldn’t chew. Then some chest pains, the classic pain down the left arm and left side. And then it all got much, much worse. And then I fell to the floor, terrible pain and unable to breathe. Fortunately, I lost consciousness. So, yes. The signs were al too obvious really. Too late now.

Louise: I’m sorry, Phil.

Phil: Yep. Still, I better get to my grave. It’s our anniversary. Brenda always lays flowers on our anniversary.

(He gets up to go. Lights)

The End

