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         Saturday 28th May, 1988.

         Some time after eleven o’clock. It’s a sunny morning, but the curtains are still closed.

         We are in a country house in Oxfordshire. Georgian. Good bones, but not large.

         Some suggestion of the reality of the building feels as though it might be useful: this is a house with a porch full of battered Barbours, wellies, sleeveless puffers, an assortment of walking sticks. An Aga. It’s a house with good furniture. Cupboards full of inherited china.

         If a naturalistic set feels right, then there should be something that prevents it from feeling like a home, though. No photographs anywhere, none of the cheerful carnage of a family house. Not quite enough furniture, perhaps? A barrenness.

         Perhaps we glimpse what is beyond the house? The gold and green of the Cotswolds? Some gesture of the garden? Of the trees that surround the building?

         Perhaps not.

         Perhaps none of this.

         The only thing that’s indispensable is a long dining table that is used for storage rather than entertaining. There should be stuff crammed underneath it, perhaps spilling out on to the chairs around it: an ancient toy car, a lamp, an old cine projector, lots of plastic bags … and then boxes – as many as possible, and of all different shapes and sizes.

         Something about the way things are arranged on top of the table must show us that this set-up is permanent. There’s an Anglepoise lamp, perhaps even more than one, bent over some trays of puzzle pieces. Piles of books and of post. A tablecloth that looks as though it’s been in place for years.

         All this belongs to Diana and Robin Hesketh. Both are in late middle age.

         If Diana had had her ambitions nurtured and her intelligence taken seriously, she would have been a lawyer or an actress or a broadcaster in the Joan Bakewell mode. She probably had a book in her too, though she never found it. Certainly she’s too bright to have led the life she has. The result is a complex combination of capability and regret. Part sumptuous intelligence, part brittle self-loathing.

         Robin’s ambitions, on the other hand, have always been taken seriously. Every door he has ever encountered has been held open for him. Eton, Oxford, the bar, Parliament. He hardly even had to learn to push. Now a Conservative MP and junior minister in Margaret Thatcher’s recently re-elected Government, he has the absolute, unquestioning self-confidence of the successful public-school-educated Englishman. He is patrician without being pompous. Powerful without having to demonstrate his power. Privileged without being aware of it.

         When the play begins, he is just returning home from an overnight trip to Leeds, where he appeared, the night before, on Any Questions.

         Before we see him, we hear a howl of misery –

         
            Robin   Oh no!

            
               Robin enters. He is carrying an overnight bag and muttering to himself.

            

            Unbelievable. Every shitting time.

            
               He turns and bellows back into the garden.

            

            LEAVE ME ALONE! 

            
               Beat.

            

            Diana   They never will, you know.

            
               Robin hasn’t been aware of Diana’s presence until now and ideally nor have we.

            

            Robin   Diana?

            Diana   Whole point about The Furies. Never let you go.

            
               A beat. Then, full of wonder:

            

            Robin   My God, she’s still alive!

            
               This makes Diana laugh.

            

            Diana   I know! It’s a nightmare –

            Robin   It’s a triumph –

            Diana   Still breathing away –

            Robin   Well done you, darling –

            Diana   Still hauling my carcass round the kitchen.

            Robin   Ah, but what a carcass it is.

            
               He turns a light on or flicks up a blind.

            

            Look at that, ladies and gentlemen! She’s still got it –

            Diana   Do I really?

            Robin   Dazzling, Diana!

            
               He has put down his bags and is heading back towards the hall.

            

            Age shall not weary her, nor the years condemn …

            Diana   There we are. Miss Havisham, eat your heart out.

            Robin   (off) Miss what? 

            Diana   That’s the hope, though, is it?

            Get back one weekend and find me face down in the catmint.

            I can see it must be terribly disappointing.

            Robin   (off) I’m spending a penny –

            Diana   Especially when one thinks of the poor old health service.

            Robin   (off) I can’t hear –

            Diana   Because you’re turning them away in droves, aren’t you? They’re dying in the corridors, and I can’t even catch a bit of shingles.

            You know what I blame?

            Robin   (off) Me, I imagine.

            Diana   All this fresh air.

            Robin   (re-entering) You blame –

            Diana   But then this is what’s so terrifying about living in the Cotswolds. One could go on forever. You know what we need? If you’re ever going to get rid of me?

            A dual carriageway.

            Robin   A –

            Diana   An A-road. Steady stream of heavy goods vehicles –

            Robin   Oh I see –

            Diana   It’s your constituency. You could make it happen, couldn’t you?

            Deconsecrate the green belt. Offer up the paddock.

            
               He is looking at her, trying to work out what’s going on.

            

            And we know Burford’s desperate for a bypass –

            Robin   Are you all right? 

            Diana   Crying out for a ring road –

            Robin   Diana?

            Diana   I’m not just all right, I’m thriving. This is it –

            Robin   You’re not dressed –

            Diana   The odd self-inflicted fracture aside, I’m in relentlessly good health –

            Robin   It’s after eleven.

            And you know what day it is –

            Diana   I suppose there’s always smoking.

            Robin   I’m sorry?

            
               He gives up and goes to open the curtains.

            

            Diana   How many do you think one would have to get through a day to give oneself a really good shot at cancer? Ten do you think? Twenty –

            Robin   Oh for goodness sake –

            Diana   No?

            Robin   Don’t be disgusting –

            Diana   No, you’re right – course you are.

            (Remorseful.) Terrible idea.

            Robin   Anyway –

            Diana   Because it’s such an unattractive way to go, isn’t it?

            All that hair tufting out in the shower.

            
               Dazzling smile.

            

            There we go … vanity prevails yet again.

            Robin   Are you going to be like this all day?

            Diana   Do you know? I think I am – 

            Robin   Oh good. Excellent. Thrilled I came back –

            
               Suddenly he is walking purposefully towards her, peering right at her.

            

            Diana   But then you didn’t think you’d get away with it, did you?

            Robin   Sorry?

            Diana   Didn’t think you’d get off scot-free – what is it?

            
               He is looking at her face.

            

            Robin   I’m just …

            
               Diana’s hand instinctively goes to her cheek.

            

            Diana   What?

            Robin   No, it’s no good –

            Diana   What are you doing –

            Robin   I’m trying to remember why I married you.

            
               Despite herself, this makes Diana laugh.

            

            And why I still come back like this. That’s the real question.

            Because it’s hell out there on the roads. Do you know that? And yet every week I flog my way back to you. The Hanger Lane Gyratory, the Oxford bypass, the horrors of the A40 on a Friday night – my God! Why? Why do I put myself through it?

            Diana   Oh I don’t know, Robin. Guilt, I imagine –

            Robin   Sorry?

            Diana   Well it’s either that or the garden –

            Robin   Oh don’t.

            Diana   What? 

            Robin   It’s unbearable –

            Diana   The guilt?

            Robin   Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed?

            
               Beat.

            

            Diana   Noticed –

            Diana   Oh for goodness sake, Diana! The damage!

            Diana   Oh the damage! Oh I see –

            Robin   Again –

            Diana   No, I did notice that – of course I did – I’m so sorry.

            
               She has joined him at the window.

            

            Because it’s heartbreaking. Isn’t it –

            Robin   Well, I think so –

            Diana   To see it in that sort of state –

            Robin   Yes –

            Diana   Ravaged like that –

            Robin   Exactly –

            Diana   Decimated –

            Robin   Yes –

            Diana   Whole country in tatters –

            Robin   What?

            Diana   And yet for some extraordinary reason they all keep voting Conservative!

            
               Dazzling smile.

            

            What’s wrong with them?

            Robin   (sarcastic) Ha ha – 

            Diana   Because you think they’d learn, wouldn’t you? At some point?

            And I’m always telling them not to vote for you –

            Robin   Oh are you –

            Diana   I wander the streets of Witney, telling them –

            Robin   Oh good –

            Diana   I accost them in the supermarket. I say they may talk a good game, but the truth is they’re unbelievably dangerous.

            I should know, I say. I’m married to one –

            Robin   I’m so pleased –

            Diana   Because if you really stop and look – this is what I say as I totter the fruit and veg aisle – you’ll notice that the natural party of government is in fact unbelievably bad at it. Hopeless! Look at them, I say –

            Robin   Yes, I was talking about the garden –

            Diana   Suez, appeasement, the steady dismantling of the North of England – it’s one catastrophic act of national self-sabotage after another. And yet like a battered wife, they keep coming back to you. Don’t they? The body politic keeps waving her arse in the air –

            Robin   Oh do shut up, Diana –

            Diana   I tell you, it’s the great mystery of our time. The insatiable desire of the people of this country to be fucked by an Old Etonian –

            Robin   I was talking about the fox.

            Diana   The fox –

            Robin   As you know perfectly well.

            Look at my poor lawn. It’s like the Somme out there –

            Diana   Oh I see – 

            Robin   No man’s land. Bout of particularly heavy shelling –

            Diana   (all innocence) Oh I’m so sorry, Robin – how embarrassing – because I thought you were talking about the country, you see –

            Robin   Yes, all right –

            Diana   This blessed plot –

            Robin   Yes –

            Diana   This England –

            Robin   Oh don’t start up again. Not sure I can take any more.

            Diana   Go on – I can have one more bash –

            Robin   No you can’t!

            
               Beat.

            

            Diana   Not even –

            Robin   No!

            
               Beat.

            

            Diana   No, all right.

            (Brightly.) Wasn’t bad though, was it?

            This stage in the day.

            Robin   It was all right –

            Diana   Without a warm-up –

            Robin   It was fine.

            Diana   Just a sort of … standing jump.

            
               Dazzling smile.

            

            Robin   Sorry?

            Diana   Isn’t that what it was called?

            No run-up. Both feet together and they just hurled themselves out into the sandpit. 

            
               Beat.

            

            The standing jump, Robin.

            Robin   I don’t –

            Diana   Of course you do.

            
               Beat. She turns to him. Full eye contact (which is a rare thing between them).

            

            Oh come on. The moments of sporting triumph in our family have been so few and far between, you can’t possibly have forgotten.

            That final sports day at The Dragon.

            The kind of summer’s day you only get on the playing fields of an English prep school? The banks of the Cherwell, the distant sound of cricket balls, the car parks full of Volvos –

            Robin   What are you doing?

            Diana   Nostalgia, darling. (Off his look.) Well, don’t give me that look. It’s more or less the entire electoral strategy of the Tory Party –

            Robin   Oop, she’s off again –

            
               Robin has had enough. He heads off upstage to do something – fill the kettle? Put it on to the hot side of the Aga?

            

            Diana   And he won a rosette!

            Robin   Sorry?

            
               This stops Robin in his tracks for the tiniest moment.

            

            Diana   There we are, you see.

            ‘That is the land of lost content, I see it shining plain, the happy highways where I went and cannot come again.’

            Robin   I suppose there’s always AIDS. 

            Diana   I’m sorry –

            Robin   What do you think?

            Diana   AIDS –

            Robin   Only you said you wanted to catch something.

            
               Dazzling smile.

            

            In the absence of an A-road.

            And of course it’s terribly infectious. That’s the real advantage. Trouble with cancer, it’s so hit and miss.

            Diana   Now who’s being disgusting –

            Robin   Oh go on. A bit of intravenous drug use. Some unprotected sex. You might even enjoy it.

            
               Off her look.

            

            What? I think it could be rather a good idea –

            Diana   Oh do you –

            Robin   Really put you on the map. There’s nowhere it can’t go – that’s how we’d pitch it. It can reach the very highest houses in the land. Men and women, rich and poor, young and old.

            I think it could be a real public service.

            And you know what? I bet we could get you a visit from Lady Di. Because she’s mad about them. We can’t keep her out of the AIDS wards. So many photographers in there, the nurses can hardly get at the patients.

            Get the Soames to put a word in, bring some press along – it could be your big moment. And you know what, Diana? You’ve waited in the wings for long enough!

            Diana   Is that what I’ve been doing –

            Robin   All these years you’ve been there in the background, cheering me on. The torrents of support. 

            Diana   Ha –

            Robin   It’s your turn to shine!

            Diana   Thank you, darling –

            Robin   There we are. I shall drive you into Cirencester after lunch –

            
               He turns to head back to the front door, where he has left his bags.

            

            Diana   You’re too kind, Robin –

            Robin   (in the doorway upstage centre, taking the compliment with a kind of pained sincerity) Well, I am –

            Diana   Too thoughtful –

            Robin   No, it’s a failing. Isn’t it? It’s why the great offices of state have eluded me. Here I am – cursed with emotional intelligence.

            
               He’s left the room by now.

            

            Diana   I thought you hadn’t made it to the top because you didn’t have the right sort of wife.

            Robin   (off) What?

            Diana   That’s what you normally imply.

            Robin   (reappearing) I’d never dream of implying that –

            Diana   Poor old Hesketh. That’s what they all think, isn’t it? Lumbered with that frightful left-wing woman –

            Robin   Nobody thinks that –

            Diana   Of course they do –

            Robin   No, they don’t think you’re left-wing, darling. They think you’re highly strung –

            Diana   Oh fuck off – 

            
               Robin exits back again.

            

            Robin   Not exactly the same thing …

            
               Silence. Diana is still.

               Muffled, far away by the front door, a complaint of some sort from Robin – he’s caught sight of the lawn again when opening the front door.

            

            Diana   And I’m not highly strung. I’m profoundly unhappy.

            
               After a moment, Robin re-enters carrying two plastic bags and his ministerial red box.

            

            Not exactly the same thing …

            Robin   You know what’s really unbearable?

            Diana   (under her breath) I do actually –

            Robin   It’s beginning to feel like a vendetta.

            
               He is crossing to the long dining table.

            

            When it has the entirety of mainland Britain to choose from. Because it’s not just my constituency it returns to. It’s my actual garden.

            I’m back on the fox –

            Diana   Yes –

            Robin   Do you see? The whole sceptred isle spreading out around us on every side –

            Diana   I do –

            Robin   And if you think of the great open spaces it could dig up. That’s what gets me. The whole of the Cotswolds are there! The South Downs –

            Diana   Yes –

            Robin   The Welsh valleys, the Yorkshire moors. 

            Diana   No, it’s terribly unfair –

            Robin   The Brecon Beacons!

            Diana   Oh my God, he’s on a roll –

            Robin   The Dales, the Peaks –

            Diana   That’s it –

            Robin   The Cairngorms –

            Diana   You tell ’em –

            Robin   The Highlands of Scotland, the playing fields of Eton –

            Diana   Ka-pow –

            Robin   And yet every week it chooses here!

            
               Beat.

            

            Diana   (encouraging – as though to a child) That was very good –

            Robin   I mind about it, Diana.

            Diana   No, I know you do –

            Robin   And what does it even want?

            Diana   Want?

            Robin   What does it think it’s going to find under there? Because it must be looking for something, mustn’t it? But what?

            Diana   Oh gosh, I don’t know, Robin.

            
               Beat. She can’t resist.

            

            Roman coins, do you think?

            Robin   What?

            Diana   An Anglo-Saxon hoard? 

            
               Beat.

            

            Robin   You don’t care at all, do you?

            You’re probably feeding them!

            
               This makes Diana laugh.

            

            Diana   No, I do care, I’m sorry –

            Robin   Because it’s been a labour of enormous love over all these years –

            Diana   I know it has –

            Robin   And if you remember what it was like when we first got here. Great lumpy patch of field –

            Diana   No, I do remember –

            Robin   And all the hours I spent out there with the roller. Back and forth, week after week.

            Diana   Yes –

            Robin   Colonising the paddock –

            Diana   Yes, I’m agreeing with you –

            Robin   And every few hours I’d come in and tell you I was ready for an inspection.

            
               Beat. This is a moment of tenderness, of approach.

            

            And you’d wander out in your bare feet.

            Babe in arms. Very serious. Very grave. I’ve found a lump, you’d say.

            More rolling required.

            
               This makes Diana look over at Robin. The flicker of something soft between them.

            

            Diana   (quietly) Yes, all right.

            Robin   (seizing on her look) There we are, you see! You never believe me, but we were! 

            Diana   Were what?

            Robin   Happy.

            Diana   Happy? No, darling, you’re getting confused. That was the other one.

            Robin   The other what?

            Diana   The first Mrs de Winter.

            Oh Lord, you haven’t …

            
               Then, as though speaking to an extremely elderly relative:

            

            Jane, she was called.

            Lot of curly hair, nice smile, unfortunate inability to take a pregnancy to full term –

            Robin   Oh don’t –

            Diana   Something to do with the Fallopian tube –

            Robin   Honestly, Diana.

            Diana   Well that was the problem, wasn’t it? Poor old Catherine of Aragon –

            Robin   She was a very a nice woman.

            Diana   I know she was –

            Robin   To whom I behaved extremely badly.

            Diana   Well, I know that too …

            Robin   What do you mean?

            Diana   What do I …

            (Under her breath.) Oh dear, this is awkward.

            (Elderly relative again.) I was the girl in the hotel, Robin! I was the bit on the side –

            Robin   (laughs, playing along – mock incredulous) No! 

            Diana   I know! Can you bear it. It was me, clattering against the headboard.

            Legs in the air –

            Robin   Yes, all right –

            Diana   Bun in the oven!

            
               This pulls him up.

            

            Well, don’t do that face. That was the high point of it all. The two-star hotels. The Berni Inns.

            
               Gorgeous smile.

            

            It’s been downhill ever since …

            Robin   We did have fun, I think. At the beginning.

            Diana   Fun?

            Robin   Made each other laugh.

            Diana   Oh I adored you, Robin.

            Couldn’t believe my luck, actually. That you’d chosen me.

            
               Beat.

            

            And the rest, as they say, is tragedy.

            Robin   I don’t think that’s exactly what they say.

            Diana   No? Then they should come and spend the weekend with us.

            
               This makes them both laugh.

               There is a moment of relaxation. The feeling of something settling. Robin does something to indicate this. He swaps his shoes for a more comfortable pair? He takes off his tie? We should feel that he’s letting his guard down.

               As he is doing this, Diana takes a plant from the windowsill and puts it on the kitchen table (did she start doing this during the tail end of the dialogue above? Perhaps she spread out some newspaper on the table first?)

               Then, with the kind of extravagant nonchalance that can only mean she is talking about something extremely serious:

            

            Is that still the drill, by the way?

            Robin   Sorry?

            Diana   A regional hotel.

            Robin   What do you mean?

            Diana   No, I see the logic. Because one’s never going to run into anyone one knows in Swindon. Is one? Because people either live in London or they live in the country –

            Robin   Swindon?

            Diana   Or wherever it is, I don’t know. Wolverhampton.

            Because there’s something unutterably lower middle class about them, isn’t there? Towns. I remember when I told you my parents lived in Reigate. You were horrified!

            And the awful thing was that in our little family, we’d always felt Reigate was rather smart. I mean, we’d made it out of Dorking –

            Robin   What are you talking about, Diana?

            Diana   (lightly) Well, I’m talking about your Wednesdays.

            
               Diana moves away to find something to put the dead flowers and the brown leaves into.

            

            Robin   My Wednesdays?

            
               Off his look:

            

            Diana   Oh no, don’t do coy, darling. You’re too old for it.

            Robin   I’m genuinely not with you.

            Diana   Yes that’s rather my point, funnily enough. 

            
               She has returned to the table with a plastic bin.

            

            Oh come on. Look at you. I see that swagger in your step –

            Robin   Swagger?

            Diana   Swish in your tail. Something must have set that off. Can’t just be the damage you’re inflicting on the most vulnerable in society.

            
               During the following dialogue she will pluck the dead heads and the brown leaves from the pelargonium and throw them into the bin.

            

            Robin   No I’m afraid there’s been a misunderstanding, darling. Because I think you’ll find I haven’t risked a swagger in years –

            Diana   Sorry?

            Robin   I tell you, with a lumber spine like mine – with discs as herniated as these … And as for a swish! My God –

            Diana   No, there’s no need to panic.

            Robin   I’m not panicking –

            Diana   Honestly, the squandering of my affections is the least of our worries –

            Robin   Your affections?

            Diana   Pales into insignificance alongside the Local Government Act –

            Robin   Diana, I haven’t been on the receiving end of your affections since some time during the Falklands.

            Diana   Oh, I see … that’s how you’re going to play it? Poor old Robin –

            Robin   I’m not playing anything – 

            Diana   Only I’m not sure you can pin that one on me, actually. Neglect. Dereliction of wifely duty. If you recall what happened the last time I essayed that particular peak?

            Robin   When?

            Diana   If I remember rightly, I got hold of the remote control, turned off Newsnight and edged my way with what I thought was no small amount of allure over to your side of the bed.

            Robin   Allure!

            Diana   You had a peer under the duvet.

            ‘You’ve got no clothes on,’ you said.

            I said, I know.

            
               Beat.

            

            Aghast, that’s how you looked –

            Robin   Oh come on –

            Diana   You did.

            You looked at me and you said, ‘You’re not getting Alzheimer’s, are you?’

            Robin   I did not –

            Diana   ‘First you left that courgette in the knife drawer and now this –’

            Robin   (laughing) Oh no! I do remember the courgette … Tucked away with the bread knife –

            Diana   There we are, you see –

            Robin   Forcing myself for a moment to recall the details of the night in question.

            Diana   I’m sorry?

            Robin   Forcing myself, your honour, to revisit the whole painful episode, I feel bound to say that I was overcome – 

            Diana   Overcome, were you?

            Robin   To state the case for the defence, it was the gin fumes wot did it –

            Diana   Oh don’t start that up –

            Robin   Because I’m afraid it’s like being down wind of the bottle bank when my wife clambers into bed. That’s the truth, your worship.

            
               He is walking over to the sideboard as he talks.

            

            I’m afraid this allure smells like a marquee on the morning after a wedding –

            Diana   All right –

            Robin   Speaking of which!

            
               He’s seen something in the cupboard or on the sideboard where they keep the spirits.

            

            Diana   What? –

            Robin   Holy shit –

            Diana   What? –

            Robin   Look at that!

            
               He is holding an empty gin bottle aloft.

            

            My darling, your liver is a thing of wonder.

            And the Dubonnet too – my God! Denis Thatcher has nothing on you.

            Diana   Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair.

            
               This makes Robin laugh.

            

            Robin   That’s it …

            And I thought you said you didn’t need to drink when I wasn’t here. 

            Diana   Sometimes just the thought of you is enough.

            
               Robin is holding the empty bottles in his hand.

            

            Robin   I shall have to do something with it when you die. One of the great wonders of medical science. Preserve it for the nation.

            
               He drops one of them into the bin that Diana has brought over for the dead-heading.

            

            I imagine one of the teaching hospitals would take it, don’t you? I could do an endowment to go with it –

            Diana   You’re still going, are you –

            Robin   One for the lush fund, I shall call it –

            
               He is enjoying himself, now, clanking another bottle into Diana’s bin as he talks.

            

            Diana   Oh my God, you are –

            Robin   I shall get a little plaque made.

            Here lies the liver of Diana Hesketh, it will say. Ginorously donated –

            Diana   Yes, you’ve done that now –

            Robin   Oh go on. I can have one more bash –

            Diana   No you can’t.

            Robin   No, all right.

            (Brightly.) Wasn’t bad, though, was it?

            Diana   It was fine.

            Robin   Without a run-up.

            Diana   (leaping on this) Sorry?

            Robin   This stage in the day –

            Diana   (triumphant) That’s it! 

            Robin   That’s what?

            Diana   Oh, I’m so pleased!

            Robin   What are you doing?

            Diana   You do remember the standing jump!

            Robin   Sorry?

            Diana   I knew you would! Oh that’s really made my day, Robin. It felt too awful that you could have forgotten. Especially because I remember you being so pleased at the time. That he’d won something.

            It was called the standing jump, wasn’t it? I’m not making that up? Both feet together and they just threw themselves out into the sandpit.

            But you know what?

            
               Suddenly she is moving across to the huge long table. Robin is watching her.

            

            Robin   What are you doing?

            Diana   We had a cine film of it –

            Robin   Sorry?

            Diana   Didn’t we?

            
               She is lifting up the tablecloth to reveal that the space beneath is crammed with stuff.

            

            Of the sports day. We did!

            Prizegiving ceremony. Tom cartwheeling about.

            You remember?

            
               As Diana looks for the box of old cine films over the following dialogue, she has to pull several other boxes out from under the table.

            

            Well, of course you do. You always loved those sports days. You used to get quite misty-eyed about them. 

            But then, it was rather moving. All those boys in their cricket whites. The ruling class being formed before one’s very eyes. Because a sense of entitlement isn’t something one’s born with.

            
               She is opening up one of the boxes now.

            

            No. It must be instilled in a chap –

            Robin   I’m not sure I’m necessarily in the mood for this.

            
               She’s peering into the box.

            

            Diana   Now, let’s think … It would have been ’68. Is that right?

            
               She has to read the labels on each cine reel as she takes it out of the box. She puts the rejected reels on to the table as she goes.

            

            Last year at The Dragon.

            That’s rather good, isn’t it? Our summer of love …

            (Without looking up at him.) Oh, don’t do that face, darling – I kept thinking that this week, you know. As I watched it all unfold. That we don’t look back enough.

            Robin   Watched what unfold?

            Diana   There it is!

            
               She’s found the reel.

            

            I knew we had one. 1968. Dragon Sports Day.

            
               She is holding the reel away from her to read what the rest of the label says.

            

            Oh, look at that – it’s on the same reel as that hustings you did in Wallingford. So you’ll enjoy that at least.

            Now, listen, I’ll find the projector, you close the curtains.

            
               The projector is tucked away on the far side of the table. 

            

            Wallingford. Perils of an enlarged common market if I remember rightly?

            Robin   What are you doing, Diana?

            
               To get to the projector she has to move the table out from against the wall.

            

            Diana   God – do you remember those hustings? And the tea afterwards. That was the worst bit. You’d go off with the men and I’d have to sit with the wives and tell them how marvellous you were. In my little hat.

            
               She’s managed to shunt the table across a little with her hip.

            

            You know what they wanted to hear? Those awful women? That you didn’t know how to boil an egg. That’s what really clinched it for them –

            Robin   You’ve been cooped up all week, have you?

            Diana   Sorry?

            Robin   Not enough excitements? Because this is quite a performance.
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