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S.A.







As Buddha once said: ‘The secret of health for both mind and body is not to mourn for the past, not to worry about the future, not to anticipate troubles, but to live in the present moment wisely and earnestly.’


And, I’d like to add, if Buddha doesn’t mind, to have a bloody good laugh along the way.


Sarah Reardon


(1969–2010)







Characters


CLARE, thirty-seven, Clare without an ‘i’, works in HR, lives in an expensive flat in North London with Steve


ANGE, thirty-four, her sister, works at a hospice, lives alone in a co-op-owned studio flat


JOSIE, forty-eight to forty-nine, works on a garage reception, lives in a two-bed council flat in South London


MANNY, twenty-three, her son, state-educated in South London, now in his second year at Cambridge


BEX, thirty-eight, mother of a baby and a toddler, patient at Ange’s hospice. Northern


GRAHAM, forty-one, a working-class, black-cab-driving, dad of two. Also Northern


Dialogue in square brackets [ ] is not spoken out loud.


The Setting


London.


We inhabit the following worlds; the detail is for atmosphere and information, not a literal interpretation:


Clare’s home – her bedroom – bed and wardrobe – and living room.


Ange’s studio flat – living/sleeping area.


Woodside Hospice – Ange’s work. Bright, daylight-filled open-plan areas for day-care patients. Private rooms with beds in for in-patients.


Josie’s living room. Nothing is new. Every penny has been spent on Manny. A council flat on the first floor, off a high street in South London. A table, a hi-fi, a framed newspaper clipping of Manny and Josie. Several doors.


Fix-U-Fast Autos – Josie’s work. The front desk of a garage, the same framed newspaper cutting of Manny and Josie.


Suki’s – a nightclub – indie/disco/kitsch/fabulous/straight/queer.


The Butcher’s Slab, a slightly pretentious Shoreditch bar.


A promontory on the South Bank, by the OXO Tower Wharf, the OXO Tower towering behind it.


A London park.


Westminster Bridge.


Graham’s black cab and the London streets that he trawls as a cabby.


Graham’s bedroom – a wardrobe.


King’s Cross Station concourse.


The Timeframe


The play is spread across two different time periods – when Bex was alive and the present day, which stretches over several months.


Bex only appears in the past, apart from as a ghost with Graham (although we shouldn’t realise that her character is a ghost). I’ve indicated each time as a flashback to ensure the logic is there, but the audience should feel it is concurrent.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.







JOSIE enters, carries a large potted houseplant. Puts it down.


JOSIE. I like animals more than people. Dogs are my thing. When you have a dog, well, for the first – maybe only time – you’re given unconditional love.


It doesn’t matter what mood you’re in, they still love you. Dogs.


They love people who don’t deserve to be loved. People who hit ’em and –


Ooh.


People who hurt animals. Don’t get me [fucking] started.


See, people in general, I’m not a big fan.


We got Queenie from the rescue. Battersea Dogs Home. Me and my boy, Manny. Greyhound. Used to be a racer. The dog. Not my boy. She was in a bad way. Half-deaf, dodgy hip. The wind. Oh my God… She was put to sleep, ten weeks ago. I had to. It’s fine, it’s fine. It was for the best. Better two weeks too early, than a day too late. Sometimes, when you love someone, you have to do what’s right for them, even if it hurts you. Queenie had dementia. She’d stopped sleeping. Didn’t know where she was. Kept barking at rabbits. I live on the first floor. There were no rabbits.


She wasn’t well. I knew what I was doing was right, didn’t make it any easier. But I couldn’t let her know I was scared cos then she’d sense it. She’d be scared. So, me and Manny pretended it was all okay. Just having a little cuddle. Last thing she did was lick some bacon off my fingers.


What a way to die. With the person you love and a little bit of bacon.


Picks up plant.


She’s in here. That way she’s still with me. I keep her near the window. The sun’s rays coming in, it was her favourite place to sleep. With the sun on her back.


Hot dog.


It’s too quiet now in the flat. Sometimes, I think I hear her breathing, the little rattle of her tags when she shakes herself. It’s what I miss most. Her breathing.


ANGE. I think death is very frightening for people. The most frightening thing they can think of. But for some, it’s a relief. They’re ready. They’re in so much pain, they’re so tired. They want to go. Some just sleep into it, just disappear.


That’s what I’d want. Something quick. I’ve thought about it a lot. How I want to die. Not an accident because. It’s too messy. There’ll be blame and other people involved.


That sounds very morbid. I’m not obsessed with death. I work in a hospice. It’s busy. Never stops. Always full. Oversubscribed. Fifteen deaths a month minimum.


That’s not my favourite thing about the job. People dying. Although it is a. This might sound weird but. It’s a gift to be with someone when they die.


But once they’ve left. Once they’re not suffering. Well, then you’ve got the ones who’ve been left behind and… If there’s one thing I’ve learned, you’ve got to make your peace before it’s too late. You’ve got to deal with your shit. This is your life. This one. It’s not a practice one.


You get one life. One.


You don’t want regrets. And you don’t want to live your life thinking it’s all about what happens on the other side cos, well. That’s like buying a lottery ticket only, y’know, worse odds.


I work a lot with people who have faith. Staff. Patients. Volunteers. And some do have faith. But for some, it’s just their get-out-of-jail-free card. It’s why they volunteer – so God will look down and give them Brownie points.


But I don’t think it works like that. I think God – if she exists – would know exactly what people are like on the inside. I reckon that’s how it would work. Cos, I mean, take Jimmy Savile. No matter how many marathons he ran, how much money he raised, how many times he saw the Pope, Jimmy Savile was always going to Hell.


When people ask me if I have a faith, a religion, I say yes. My religion is Hypocrisy.


CLARE. I can’t understand people who want to be on social media all the time. It’s so… shallow. There’s nothing social about it. Like. We had a work lunch the other day. Every single person was on the phone. No one was talking. Two of them were having a conversation on Facebook whilst they were sitting next to each other. Next to each other! And one of them wrote ‘LOL’ to a post. They wrote ‘LOL’ and they didn’t even actually laugh out loud.


I’m on it because… You have to be on social media. How else are you going to talk to people?


I work in HR. Human resources. Who works where, for how much, how to make the staff more efficient, more productive. Resolve issues. That wasn’t ever the dream. HR. The dream was being an Olympic show-jumping champion. But I couldn’t ride, I had no horse. So, I read pony books. I read a lot when I was younger. At night I’d read till after midnight. Every night. Under the cover reading.


Only… It wasn’t just because of the books, or cos I loved ponies, it was… It was… Umm.


Beat.


Steve. Steve’s my boyfriend. He’s. He’s great. We’re great. We’re really great. He’s not ‘the one’. But he’s… He’s okay. And we live together. Which is. Great.
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