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Characters







Roy


mid-fifties


Moira


a bit younger


Sian


their daughter, thirtyish


Stuart


their son, thirtyish
























Act One








The sound of waves. Lights up on a good-sized kitchen to the rear of a house on a seashore in the south of England. There is furniture, but no large table dominates. There are doorways into the house and to the outside.


Enter Roy, from inside. He’s dressed in a black suit and tie. He pours himself a Scotch from a secret bottle, rests a beat, gulps it with ease. He exits to inside.


Enter Sian, from inside, also dressed in black, carrying dirty plates, etc. She and Roy cross.




Sian   Dad?


Roy   They’ve seen off all five boxes of white, you know? Fifteen litres! Good job we didn’t buy ten boxes or they’d be here all night.




He exits, Sian puts the plates down. Enter Stuart from inside, dressed in black, carrying dirty plates, etc.





Stuart   Thank God they’ve nearly all gone. (adding his plates to Sian’s) Just two old ladies that no one seems to know, and Dr Godsave … (He looks for a reaction from Sian.) How do you think Mum and Dad are?


Sian   My professional opinion?


Stuart   Professional!


Sian   They’re grieving.


Stuart   Of course. Are you staying tonight?


Sian   Yes, are you?


Stuart   I’m not fit to drive anywhere.


Sian   I thought Auntie Pat might stay.


Stuart   That’d be a first. Vince’s GCSE results came today.


Sian   No.


Stuart   Five As, two Bs and an unclassified.


Sian   What was the unclassified?


Stuart   History.


Sian   He hated history.


Stuart   Dad says he and Mum are buying a camper van and going off.


Sian   When did he say that?


Stuart   Today. In the Gents at the crematorium.


Sian   Going off for how long?


Stuart   He’s thinking of taking early retirement.


Sian   And Mum?




Neither sees Roy arrive in the doorway to inside with dirty plates, etc.





Stuart   I’m not sure he’s actually told Mum he’s thinking of retiring or that they’re going off together –




Enter Roy.





Roy   When a man tells another man something while they’re shoulder-to-shoulder at a urinal it’s usually in confidence. But I forgive you. It’s going to be good. No, it’s going to be great. (opening first bottle of red wine) It’s what everyone dreams of. One of the things. One of the things they say they dream of. Not everyone; but I have, I do. Pack it all in.


Stuart   Why work all your life?


Roy   Exactly. Have either of you sorted out your long-term finances yet? Do it. I mean it. You, especially.


Stuart   I’m thinking about it.


Roy   ‘I’m thinking about it.’ Do it. Pension plans, etcetera. What about Little Charlie?


Stuart   He’s a bit young to be thinking of a pension, but I’ve started a savings plan for when he’s twenty-one.


Roy   How much?


Stuart   Ten pounds a month. Not much, but tax free.


Roy   What about life cover?


Stuart   For who?


Roy   On you, for him and Sue.


Stuart   I can’t decide what I’m worth.


Roy   It’s calculated on your income.


Stuart   Not a lot, then.


Roy   Do it.


Stuart   No.


Roy   No?


Stuart   I’m thinking about it.




Enter Moira from inside, in black, carrying nothing.





Roy   The longer you leave it, the more expensive the premiums. And it costs more if you’re a smoker.




Roy pours Moira a red wine.





Stuart   Is that your way of asking if I’ve given up?


Moira   Have you?


Stuart   Yes.


Moira   Good.


Roy   Not before time.


Stuart   Hark to the chorus of self-righteous ex-smokers.


Roy   That’s us; now we have all the information about the harmful effects. Everyone gone?


Moira   Yes.


Roy   Sit down. You’ve been on your feet all day.




Moira doesn’t sit.





Sian   Who were the two old ladies?


Roy   They attend funerals, apparently. Dr Godsave’s giving them a lift.


Stuart   Did you smoke when you were pregnant?


Moira   No.


Stuart   No?


Roy   She puked for nine months with all three of you. Couldn’t face the fags.


Moira   But I had a cigarette as soon as I could. As soon as I felt well enough.


Sian   This house stank of smoke.


Moira   It was normal, then. Everyone smelt stale.


Roy   Including you two, who thought we didn’t notice you were stealing cigarettes from us. Do you ever smoke now?


Sian   Only cannabis.


Roy   Is that a joke?


Sian   No.


Moira   How’s Little Charlie?


Stuart   Lovely. Sends his love.


Moira   Is he coming to see us, soon?


Stuart   Yeah. I didn’t think he’d understand today. He shouts a lot at the moment.




The first bottle of red wine is emptied by Roy into his own glass, which he then drains.





Roy   All gone? Chilean. Lovely. Bought it at a wine-tasting.


Moira   Do you taste it?


Sian   Cannabis is a better drug than alcohol because it frees you but doesn’t give you a hangover.


Roy   Yes, it does.


Stuart   How do you know?


Roy   There was a debate on daytime TV. I’ll open another one, shall I?


Sian   I’ve never had a hangover from cannabis. (A beat.) What?


Roy   Nothing.


Sian   What?


Moira   Nothing.


Sian   You’re looking at me.


Moira   Cannabis.


Roy   I can’t decide – another Chilean? A French? A Spanish? A nice Rioja? Which one?




Stuart holds up a bottle.





That one?


Moira   (shrugs) They’re all nice.


Sian   That one.


Stuart   Yes?


Roy   Good choice. (Opens the bottle, pours.)


Stuart   Yes, yep. Yep, yep. Bouquet, taste, etcetera.


Roy   (pours for Moira) Sian?


Sian   Half a glass.


Stuart   Don’t want to mix your drugs.


Moira   Wine isn’t a drug.


Sian   It’s not legally classified as such, no.


Moira   It is nice.


Roy   It is rather good.


Moira   A sort of nice after-thing.


Stuart   Sort of nice?


Moira   Yes.


Stuart   After-thing?


Moira   Yes.




Beats.





Stuart   (to Roy) ‘How did you get here?’ You haven’t asked me that, today. (to Sian) Did he ask you?


Roy   Lie for me.


Sian   No.


Stuart   No, you won’t lie, or no, he didn’t ask you?


Roy   Yes, I did ask her.


Stuart   Did you tell him?


Sian   No.


Stuart   You refused?


Sian   He didn’t wait for the answer. It was chit-chat.


Stuart   Do you want to know how I got here?


Roy No.


Stuart   Yes, you do.


Roy   No, I don’t.


Stuart   Okay.


Roy   ‘How did you get here?’ is a request for information. You get the answer, then you can imagine the journey. What landmarks, what features, what perils the traveller has encountered. It’s interesting.


Stuart   (to Moira) Is it, Mum?


Moira   I like hearing the answer.


Stuart   But you’ve never asked the question. Is that because Dad’s always asked it or because you couldn’t be bothered?


Moira   I’ve not really thought about it.


Roy   It’s not really worth the bother thinking about it. It’s just something that somebody does.


Stuart   It’s not something that somebody does, it’s what you do.


Moira   He used to tell me that he felt he hovered over you on your –


Roy   No, I didn’t –


Stuart   You obviously did, because you’re interrupting before she could say what you fear she was about to.


Moira   He felt he hovered over you all.


Stuart   You’ve embarrassed him.


Sian   Do you still do it?


Roy   Do what?


Stuart   But you did do it?


Roy   I’ve got better things to do with my time.


Sian   What did you see?


Stuart   Could you see us? Hang on – if he could see us, why did he ask how we got here?


Sian   Perhaps he could only track one of us at a time.


Stuart   Did you see us, like, all the time? Doing everything? … He’s not going to tell us.


Moira   You’re teasing him.


Roy   They’re teasing me?


Sian   He can’t have seen everything I did or I wouldn’t be here now.


Stuart   Nor me.


Roy   I wouldn’t’ve wanted to have seen everything.


Sian   I’d watch someone if I could without them knowing.


Stuart   Some unknowing stranger?


Sian   Fly on the wall.


Stuart   Dad in the air.


Sian   If someone told you that you could secretly watch someone every second, doing everything –


Roy   Boring. It’d be boring, most of it. More boring than Daytime TV or Big Brother –


Stuart   They know they’re being watched –


Sian   Someone could edit the boring bits out.


Roy   And you could put them on daytime TV. Actually, I think that’s what they do now.


Stuart   No, you’d have to watch everything, because someone else might edit the stuff they think’s boring but you find fascinating.


Moira   If you spent all your time watching someone there wouldn’t be any time for yourself.




The other three realise Moira’s just told them off.


A beat.





Stuart   When Charlie was just born I watched him all the time.


Moira   Well, he is lovely.


Stuart   I tell him now, these are the carefree days of your life. Savour them.


Sian   Does he understand?


Stuart   Who knows? He nods; he looks grave. That grave look of his.


Roy   When you tell him, ‘These are the carefree days of your life, savour them,’ do you tell him like that, like you just demonstrated?


Stuart   Like what?


Roy   Like you just did.


Stuart   How did I just do?


Roy   Gravely. No wonder he’s grave; you’re grave.


Stuart   I’m grave as in serious.


Roy   You’re telling him that these are the happiest days of your life with a face like –


Stuart   I didn’t say ‘happiest’. I said ‘carefree’.


Roy   You meant happiest.


Stuart   I did not. I meant what I said – carefree – and when I say he looks grave I mean he looks – I mean I know that he’s taking me seriously. He understands it’s important to be carefree.


Roy   It’s not a question of importance, is it? He just is carefree because he hasn’t any cares, yet. He’s free of cares –


Stuart   No, we’ve worked at that –


Roy   He’s two years old, he has a normal sort of life, therefore he’s relatively free of cares –


Stuart   We’ve worked at it that he’s carefree.


Moira   (cutting Roy out) You and Sue?


Stuart   Yes, me and Sue.




A beat.





Sian   Does Charlie know what you’re doing here today?


Stuart   Not really. One day he’ll ask, ‘Where’s Vince?’ I’ve told him Vince has died.


Roy   You told him?


Stuart   Yes.


Roy   Was that wise?


Stuart   You obviously think not.


Roy   I just don’t like to think of Little Charlie being upset.


Stuart   He wasn’t upset.


Roy   He wasn’t upset that Vince had gone?


Stuart   I didn’t say Vince had gone; I said he’d died.




Owing mostly to Roy, the second bottle of red wine is empty.





Roy   Another?


Stuart   Why not?


Roy   Four people isn’t much for a bottle of wine.


Moira   I think you mean that vice versa.


Stuart   A bottle of wine isn’t very much for four people.


Roy   Shall I choose?


Moira   Go on.


Roy   Lighter or heavier?


Moira   Whichever.


Roy   Stronger or weaker?


Moira   Whichever.


Roy   We’ve got twelve per cent, twelve and a half per cent, or a whopping fourteen.


Stuart   Is that how they were presented at the wine tasting?


Roy   No, the judging criteriia were: first, label; and only second, percentage alcohol. Third, taste. (He opens the third bottle and fills the glasses.) Third was taste.




There are sips and glances and looks out towards the darkness of the sea and the sky.





Stuart   Cheers.


Roy   Cheers.


Sian   Salut.


Roy   How’s things?


Sian   Fine.


Roy   Work?


Sian   Fine


Roy   Romance?


Sian   The same. What?


Stuart   What?


Sian   What were you doing?


Moira   He was mouthing.


Stuart   I kind of knew what was coming next.


Sian   No, you didn’t, actually.


Roy   I thought we might buy a camper van.




Sian and Stuart just catch the reaction Moira covers.





Drive about a bit. Follow our fancy.


Stuart   And go camping?


Roy   In a van.


Stuart   On campsites?


Roy   A big van. A proper one. Follow the sun.


Stuart   Abroad?


Roy   Don’t know. (to Stuart) You could come along and bring Little Charlie.


Stuart   Where to?


Roy   Don’t know; anywhere.


Stuart   We’d have to know where we were going. And for how long. I couldn’t say to Sue that we were travelling for an unspecified amount of time to an unnamed destination.


Roy   That’d be too carefree, perhaps?


Moira   Have you looked at any vans?


Roy   Yes.


Moira   Driven any?


Roy   No. Well, yes. A couple. Does everyone still like this wine?


Sian   Where’s it from?


Roy   (covering label) Tesco’s.


Sian   I meant what country?


Roy   It’s a cheeky little number, from guess?


Stuart   Spain.


Sian   Sicily.


Roy   Not a country … Moira?




Moira shrugs.





It’s perky. It’s young. It’s last year’s … It’s Cretan! It passes all three wine tests with flying colours: great label, great percentage alcohol, and not a bad –




Moira deliberately knocks her wine over and watches it spread.





Sian   Are you okay?


Moira   Yes.


Sian   Taken any pills today?


Moira   Yes.




Roy fills a new glass for Moira. She takes a sip.








Stuart   (to Moira) I was thinking about that couple at the end of Stone Road, in that cul-de-sac that was built when me and Sian were small.


Moira   Which couple?


Stuart   He was building a yacht. She died.


Moira   The Hudsons. Peter and Janey.


Stuart   They were going to sail around the world, weren’t they?


Moira   Were they?


Stuart   In the boat he was making. What did she die of?


Moira   A stroke. She was talking to her husband and she dropped dead and he thought she was playing a joke. Apparently she liked practical jokes.


Stuart   What happened to him and his boat?


Roy   What’s this? ‘Twenty questions about the Hudsons’?


Stuart   Nowhere near twenty. (responding to Sian) What’s up? What’s the matter?


Moira   Peter Hudson went off alone.


Roy   (cutting across) How’s work, Sian?




Stuart would like to continue on the Hudsons, but Moira seems indifferent.





Sian   Good.


Roy   What’s your latest thing?


Sian   Thing?


Roy   You know – method.


Sian   My latest thing is called Deep Tissue Therapy.


Stuart   Sponsored by Kleenex?


Sian   Fna, fna. The philosophy behind Deep Tissue Therapy is that our experiences are not just stored in our memory, but in our body. There is a physical response to experience that lingers long after the actual experience has ceased, an emotional response which is stored in the body. A deformity ensues. Ossified memories create a list in the body, a twist, a distortion, a tightness. We find lumps, knots: ossified tissue. Shall I demonstrate? (She precisely positions her thumbs on her brother, then applies pressure.)


Stuart   Jesus!


Sian   I hardly touched you.


Roy   That’s good for you?


Sian   Sometimes thumbs aren’t enough. Sometimes it’s elbows.


Stuart   Who invented this therapy – General Pinochet?


Roy   Are you all right?


Stuart   She’s left a mark.


Sian   You jerked away.


Stuart   Too right.


Sian   Did any memories come up?


Roy   People volunteer for that?


Sian   They do.


Roy   And pay money?


Stuart   The kind of people who squeeze themselves into latex lederhosen come the weekend?


Sian   Inside the mouth is the most interesting place.


Stuart   In the mouth?


Sian   Did you jerk away from a memory?


Stuart   I jerked away from a pain.


Roy   Fingers and thumbs in the mouth?


Sian   Look how tight our jaws are.


Roy   They’d fall open if they weren’t a bit tight. We’d all look stupid. People who forget their mouths are open look stupid. Like this. I bet I look positively moronic. Try it.




No one else does.





Stuart   It’s because you’re doing something with your eyes as well.


Roy   I’ll try and leave the mouth open but keep the eyes alive … See, can’t do it.


Sian   Anyway. Ossified experiences can be released … Mum, Dad? Fancy a go?




They both demur.





Stuart – let me do you properly, I’d only just laid hands on you.


Stuart   (holding up third bottle of red wine) Half-empty, by God.


Moira   How much are you drinking?


Stuart   When?


Moira   Generally.


Roy   Your mother’s worried because of Auntie Miriam –


Moira   And because of your father –


Roy   Gin was her tipple, wasn’t it?


Moira   Mostly.


Roy   I don’t touch the stuff. She pickled her liver – can’t do that with wine.


Moira   Can’t you?


Roy   Not as easily.


Sian   Was Aunt Miriam yellow?


Moira   She was yellow.


Sian   As yellow as Vince?


Roy   I don’t drink any spirits. Just wine with food. And without.


Stuart   Do you take Valium every day?


Moira   Sometimes.


Stuart   Is Dr Godsave your GP?


Moira   In this, yes.


Stuart   He’s just your GP for Valium?


Moira   He’s prescribed me Valium, yes.


Stuart   I never knew his first name was Philip.


Moira   Didn’t you?


Stuart   How much notice do you have to give?


Moira   In respect of what?


Stuart   Leaving Dr Godsave.


Moira   I don’t know.


Stuart   What does your contract say?


Moira   I’ve never had a formal contract.


Stuart   You can’t just drive off in a camper van leaving him in the lurch.


Moira   Of course I can’t.


Stuart   And you’ll have to train your replacement. There will be a period of handover. Induction.


Moira   Yes.


Stuart   It’ll be hard to replace you after all this time. Quite a wrench.


Roy   We need another bottle opening. Any requests?


Moira   I can think of a couple of requests that aren’t anything to do with wine.


Roy   I expect we all can. Italian? (Begins to open the fourth bottle.)


Stuart   I’m already feeling jealous of you two in a camper van. To be able to … to feel brave enough to set off into the unknown –


Roy   Wherever it is will be clearly marked on a map.




Exit Moira, to inside.





Stuart   Well, wherever it is, known or unknown, there you’ll be. Somewhere new and unfamiliar. In a camper van together.




Roy pulls the cork.





The open road, etcetera.




Roy puts down everything. Exit Roy, to outside.


End of Act One.
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