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First Performance





Grief was first performed in the Cottlesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 21 September 2011. The cast was as follows:




 







Dorothy Lesley Manville


Victoria Ruby Bentall


Edwin Sam Kelly


Hugh David Horovitch


Gertrude Marion Bailey


Muriel Wendy Nottingham


Maureen Dorothy Duffy




 





Director Mike Leigh


Designer Alison Chitty


Lighting Designer Paul Pyant


Music Gary Yershon


Sound Designer John Leonard

























Characters







Dorothy


Victoria


Edwin


Hugh


Gertrude


Muriel


Maureen




 





The action takes place in the drawing room of Dorothy’s house in a leafy West London suburb. An ample and comfortable Edwardian semi.




 





Time: between early winter 1957 and autumn 1958.






















 





‘I’ll Be With You in Apple Blossom Time’


Words and music by Neville Fleeson and Albert Von Tilzer


© 1920, reproduced by permission of Francis Day & Hunter Ltd/


EMI Music Publishing Ltd, London W8 5SW




 





‘Night And Day’


by Cole Porter


WB Music Corp. (ASCAP)


All rights administered by Warner/Chappell North America Ltd


All rights reserved




 





‘Goodnight Sweetheart’


Words and music by Ray Noble, Jimmy Campbell and Reg Connelly


© 1931 Redwood Music Ltd and Campbell Connelly and Co Ltd


All rights reserved


(Redwood Music Ltd 33.33% on behalf of the Estate of Ray Noble)


Used by permission.


© Copyright 1931 Campbell Connelly & Co. Limited and Redwood Music Limited (1963) for accepted


British reversionary territories (inc. UK, Canada, Australia, South Africa) and Spain


© Copyright 1931 Campbell Connelly & Co Limited for the rest of the world.


All rights reserved. International copyright secured.


Used by permission of Music Sales Limited.




 





‘Smile’


Music by Charles Chaplin. Words by John Turner and Geoffrey Parsons


© Copyright 1954 by Bourne Co. Copyright Renewed


All Rights Reserved. International Copyright Secured


The use of this song in any production must be licensed through the following publisher:


Bourne Music Ltd., Second Floor, 207–209 Regent Street,


London W1B 4ND (email: Bourne@bournemusic.com)



















GRIEF





 







 





Setting




 





A bay window, with nets and curtains. Parquet floor, a large, quality rug. Tasteful furniture. Some antiques, some art deco. A sofa, an armchair, a Georgian wooden chair with arms. Side tables, lamps. Bookshelves (Penguins, bound classics). A sideboard, on which is a vase of flowers and a large, silver tray of sherry and whisky decanters, with their appropriate glasses. A sewing box and a sewing basket are near the armchair, near which are usually copies of women’s magazines, Picture Post and Illustrated, now strewn untidily about the floor. A telephone can be seen on the hall table. Radio, radiogram and television cannot be seen, and do not figure in the action.




 





Scene and costume changes should be accomplished as swiftly as possible.


 



















SCENE ONE





A Monday morning in October.


Lights up. Dorothy comes downstairs and enters the room. She is hesitant and nervous. She picks up her spectacles and a couple of magazines. She goes towards the door. Maureen enters, tying up her apron. Pause.  




Maureen Where do you want me to start?


Dorothy Oh. Em … I don’t know.


Maureen In here? (She looks round the room.)


Dorothy Well, you could start upstairs, if you like.


Maureen I don’t mind.


Dorothy Well, em … Hazel used to do downstairs first. Then she’d do the bedrooms and bathroom. Then the hall, stairs and landing. And she’d finish off in the kitchen.


Maureen That’ll do. (She proceeds to clear up.)


Maureen crosses past Dorothy to the armchair table. Dorothy moves in front of her.


Dorothy (apologetically) Oh … handbag.


She retrieves her handbag from the floor beside the armchair and moves towards the door. Maureen holds up a cup and saucer.


Maureen Are you finished with this?


Dorothy Oh, yes. It’s just my Bournvita cup from last night. A little nightcap.


Dorothy goes out to the kitchen. Maureen collects a sherry glass and a whisky glass from a side table, and goes out. Dorothy returns. She takes a cigarette from a silver cigarette box and lights it with the table lighter. She hovers.


Maureen comes in, picks up a waste-paper basket, and leaves.


Dorothy hovers nervously by the window, smoking. She suddenly closes the lid of her sewing box.


Maureen returns with the waste-paper basket. She proceeds to dust the ornaments on top of the bookshelf.


Dorothy Have you had to come far?


Maureen Only Hounslow.


Dorothy Oh, yes, that’s … em … near the London Airport, isn’t it?


Maureen It is, aye. Too near.


Pause.


Dorothy Are you from Ireland?


Maureen Aye. From Donegal.


Dorothy Oh, really? Yes, my brother and I had a nanny from, um … oh – Letterkenny.


Maureen I meant to tell you, I have a week’s holidays booked at Christmas. I’m going home from the Saturday to the Saturday. So I won’t be about on the Monday or the Friday.


Dorothy Oh, I see. I’m sorry, I didn’t … I’m not quite sure on which day Christmas falls this year.


Maureen Wednesday.


Dorothy Gosh. Well, we shall just have to make do without you, won’t we?


Maureen You will, aye. Will I be getting paid Fridays?


Dorothy Oh, yes, of course.


She turns to leave.


Maureen Are you not going out?


Dorothy Er, no … I wasn’t planning to. I don’t normally …


Maureen is dusting a framed photograph of a man.


Maureen Is that your husband?


She puts it back on the bookshelf.


Dorothy Yes, my late husband.


Maureen Was he killed in the war?


Dorothy Yes, he was, actually.


Maureen Sorry for your troubles.


Pause.


Dorothy Well, I’ll let you get on.


Maureen Grand.


Dorothy leaves. Maureen carries on dusting.


Fade lights.



















SCENE TWO





That afternoon. Dusk.


Lights up. Dorothy is sitting in her armchair knitting. She stops, takes off her spectacles, and massages her forehead. Then she gets up, turns on several lamps, and proceeds to draw the curtains. As she does so, she waves to somebody outside. We hear the front door. Dorothy opens the door to the hall.


Victoria appears. She is wearing her school uniform and carries a satchel. 




Dorothy Hello, darling.


Victoria Hello, Mummy.


Dorothy Have you been in detention?


Victoria Of course I’ve been in detention.


She hangs up her coat in the hall.


Dorothy What was it for this time?


Victoria The usual, Mummy.


She comes into the room, and sits on the sofa. Pause.


Dorothy Well, perhaps you should try a little harder to get your homework in promptly. (Pause.) I’ve been gasping for a cup of tea, but I thought I’d wait until you came home. Would you like a nice cup of tea?


Victoria Yes please, Mummy.


Dorothy sets off for the kitchen; she stops in the doorway.


Dorothy Oh, and some ginger cake …?


Victoria does not reply. Dorothy goes to the kitchen. Pause. Victoria sighs. Dorothy returns.


The kettle’s on.


She sits in the armchair.


How was your day?


Pause.


Oh, did you see Mary?


Victoria Yes, of course. 


Dorothy Did she say that she saw me?


Victoria Yes.


Dorothy What did she say?


Victoria She said she saw you.


Dorothy Very nice-looking young man she was with. Is he a relative?


Victoria Don’t be silly, Mummy.


Dorothy Gosh. I would have thought she was a bit young for that sort of thing.


Victoria She’s exactly the same age as me.


Dorothy Yes, darling – that’s my point. And she certainly wasn’t smoking.


Victoria So what?


Dorothy Well, you told me that your friend smoked. And all I’m saying is, that when I saw her standing outside that coffee bar, she wasn’t smoking.


Victoria She doesn’t smoke every, every second of the day, for goodness sake.


Pause. Dorothy gets up.


Dorothy Well …


Victoria Did the new cleaner come?


Dorothy Oh, yes – she’s very nice.


Victoria Did she go into my room?


Dorothy Yes, of course she went into your room, darling – she has to clean.


Victoria I hope she didn’t move anything.


Dorothy I’m sure she didn’t.


Victoria She better not.


Dorothy exits to the kitchen. Pause. Then Victoria gets up, collects her satchel from the hall, and goes upstairs. Dorothy returns, looks at the empty room, and exits to the kitchen.


Fade lights.



















SCENE THREE





A little later.


We hear the front door opening. Edwin enters. He is wearing his hat and coat. He glances round the room. Then he goes out, and returns after a few moments without his hat and coat. He is carrying a book and a newspaper, which he puts on a side table by the sofa. He sits on the sofa.


Pause. Enter Dorothy, wearing her apron. 




Dorothy Oh – goodness me! I didn’t hear you come in.


Edwin Hello.


Dorothy How are you? A bit tired?


Edwin Just a little, yes.


Dorothy You poor old thing. Perhaps I should get my ears … syringed.


She sits in the armchair.


Edwin How was your day?


Dorothy Oh, well – you know. Oh, my apron – sorry!


She scuttles off to the kitchen, and returns without the apron.


Victoria’s doing her homework.


She closes the door and sits in the armchair.


I’ve had the most frightful headache.


Edwin Have you?


Dorothy Yes, it lasted all day.


Edwin Oh, dear.


Dorothy It’s a bit better now.


Edwin Did you take anything?


Dorothy Yes, I took two Disprins, but I’m afraid I gave in to it, and went to bed for a couple of hours this afternoon.


Edwin Oh, well done.


Dorothy Oh – the new girl started today.


Edwin Of course. Was she satisfactory?


Dorothy Yes … well, er – yes. Touch wood.


Edwin Splendid.


Dorothy Oh! Guess what?


Edwin What?


Dorothy She’s from Donegal.


Edwin Really?


Dorothy Yes, I told her about Nanny.


Edwin Did you?


Dorothy Yes.


Edwin Dear old Willie.


Dorothy Yes.


Pause.


Edwin What a coincidence.


Dorothy Indeed.


Pause.


Edwin My knee was playing up again today.


Dorothy Oh, bad luck.


Edwin Yes. Just a twinge, you know.


Dorothy Yes. Yes, horrible. Still, not long now.


Edwin No, indeed.


Dorothy Soon you’ll be able to put that old desk behind you for ever.


Edwin I couldn’t get a seat again this evening.


Dorothy Oh!


Edwin Yes. I had to stand as far as Richmond.


Dorothy Oh, Edwin. Did nobody get up for you?


Edwin No.


Dorothy Dreadful manners.


Edwin It was different before the war.


Dorothy Everything was different before the war.


Edwin It’s just a stab – you know. And then it’s gone.


Dorothy Perhaps it’s arthritis.


Edwin Oh, I do hope not.


Dorothy You don’t suppose arthritis is hereditary, do you?


Edwin I really couldn’t say.


Dorothy I don’t think it ever afflicted Mother.


Edwin No, nor Father.


Dorothy No.


Edwin Well, there’s nothing to worry about then.


He lights his pipe. Dorothy gets up, takes out a cigarette and lights it. She wanders over to her husband’s photograph, and looks at it. She begins to hum the tune of ‘Goodnight, Sweetheart’ by Noble, Campbell and Connelly. She sits in the armchair. Edwin goes over to the sideboard, and pours a sherry each for Dorothy and himself. Dorothy now begins to sing the actual words of the song, picking up where her humming left off. Edwin gives her the sherry and returns to the sofa. He joins in with her singing, harmonising with her. They both have good singing voices and sing beautifully.


Dorothy (singing) 






Tears and parting –








Dorothy and Edwin (singing)






May make us forlorn


But, with the dawn,


A new day is born. 







Goodnight, sweetheart,


Though I’m not beside you,


Goodnight, sweetheart,


Still my love will guide you.


Dreams enfold you –


In each one I’ll hold you.


Goodnight, sweetheart, goodnight.








Edwin Chin-chin!


Dorothy Chin-chin!


They sip their sherry. Victoria opens the door and enters.


Victoria When’s dinner?


Dorothy Oh – goodness me!


She gets up and scuttles towards the door.


Victoria Have you forgotten?


Dorothy No, darling. Of course I haven’t forgotten.


She scuttles back to put down her sherry glass.


Victoria What are we having?


Dorothy Meatballs, with boiled potatoes and cabbage.


Victoria I hate meatballs.


Dorothy Yes, I know you do, darling.


Dorothy exits to the kitchen.


Victoria (after her) When will it be ready?


Dorothy (off) About half an hour, I should think.


Pause. Victoria comes into the room a little.


Victoria Hello, Uncle Edwin.


Edwin Hello. And how was Victoria’s day?


Victoria It was okay, I s’pose.


Edwin Oh, it was ‘okay’, was it?


Victoria Yes. It was okay.


Edwin Good. Good.


Victoria exits, closing the door behind her. Edwin sips his sherry.


Fade lights.
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