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Chorus One








Sylvia, Marion, Lily, Shirley, Bridget, Amy, Gita, Joy




Sylvia


why was i up so early    you always have to wait    as if getting up early will ensure you are on time    which i wasn’t in the end and Ronnie up not long after    me into the garden before i dressed    and it was quite cold i was surprised at how    i hope Kevin will come this week    but then i had left it with him    why do I still think there will be a post early    the daffodils all gone the tulips still to come    i thought to hear from Hilda i suppose she will ring    i hope she will ring    not that it makes a difference    Ronnie will be there    i have today and tomorrow in my diary    with a question mark    useless to hope for a letter from Catherine she’ll email her father    Roger rang    and Ronnie out to get the Telegraph    he’s having trouble again with his tenant in the top flat    Ronnie had some breakfast    i just had tea    and left a note for Imelda to make up the bed in the small bedroom for Hilda    she used to drive herself up and stay at her club when she came to town but now comes on the train    though she could park here    but too old now to drive on a motorway i suppose    not that you’d think it    and she’s no bother he was up on the roof again    and Roger not insured for it    and i like to see her    and reminds me of Mummy    says things like i’m a getting a tum    i feel as if i had a lot to do and i haven’t really    but i’ve got to think about what to wear next week    i was hoping we didn’t have to go this year    but Ronnie wants to so i mustn’t be mean    i was hoping to hear from Catherine    about when to expect her next week    i can hear her saying oh Mummy    but there we are Hilda’s not much in town now    she comes now to see her solicitor    who looks after her money    Mummy used to say i think i’ll go down and see Hilda    and you’d think they had nothing in common    Roger’s tenant had been out on the flat roof on the top of the house again    and he’d be liable    and he drinks nothing from Jeremy either    and i shan’t ring again until he does    and she makes me feel i must watch my tongue    i’m going to say the wrong thing as far as the children are concerned    and i do think she’s too controlling with them    anyway we hardly see them lately    and i know how much this is all due to her and i’m so proud of him    so i mustn’t fuss    but i always feel we’re rationed    but then i have a feeling she’s like that with her mother too    and she asked if they can come for some of half term    so that’ll be nice and Ronnie will like that    i hope Imelda will make the bed up    i’m sure she will    but i miss Maria    i asked Imelda if she saw her    they go to the same church and how she was doing    she’s living in    she’s better off    if only one had the money    and might be cheaper    well Mother when she was first married did and granny did    and my other Granny had a housekeeper and chauffeur    just Mrs Saunders and a daily    when we knew her    and the man to do the garden    i shouldn’t think it since Imelda is fine    but with Maria i never had to think    she’s asked me to give money for a school needing funds    i left some and sealed it in a little printed envelope she left for me    to show it’s above board    they are so good at collecting must be such a comfort    she has two of her children somewhere in the middle east    strange for both us to have children there    and i had shopping to do    and in the end rushed


Marion


Tina said she’d walk the dog to give me more time to get myself ready    but she didn’t come for an age    I was up and out before she came    she had to bring the little    one when he said he’d take him to his mother’s on his way to work    but he had to go out early she said she won’t hear of me criticising him    cuts me off if i say anything about him    and she had to take the other two to school on top of it    he knew she was coming to me    it’s like this whenever she does anything for me lately    and he plays on as if he’s doing her a favour his mother thinks the sun shines    and half the time he acts if he was single    thinks after he’s provided the money he’s on his own    and i still can’t forget the other thing    still that’s over    thank God   and he took them on    and he treats the big one as his own    i hope John comes later    i want him to look at my washing machine    anyway i’ll l have the little one tomorrow it’s too much for her    and i said so    even if it is a part-time job    i asked John about this girl he’s been seeing    why do you want to know he said    i said i’m interested    stay interested he said    and he talks of starting a business and going into property and giving up his trade    where have i heard talk like that    Joanne is the only sensible one    she said she’ll be over the weekend    and the little one is out of hospital    she’s a child in a million that one    so that that’s it    for the time being    thank God    that woman lost her dog she still goes for a walk at the same time    morning and afternoon    but no reason for it    i said are you going to get another    i don’t know if I’d get another now saw the man with the boxer when i was out    too big for London i think    but such a lovely dog    i let him have a run on his own when we get back    he barks to come in when he’s ready    this morning the man who has moved in next door but one not long rang the bell said he knew he was mine    and thought he was loose and Tina says you know what Mum    chance would be a fine thing    she says her father has threatened to get a dog    and i just know what he’d get    wouldn’t he love it    he’s another one who can’t grow up    oh well he won’t keep it of course    at least that’s one thing i don’t have to worry about    let him do what he wants John’ll come in later I hope    and i need him to look at the light in the hall


Sylvia


i took a short cut again through the cemetery in the end if it is a short cut    having got up early thought I would be late    i had to get some shopping for dinner    Hilda will have lunch in town    i should have thought    she’ll come up early i think and leave her bag    i went to the patisserie to get some of those little custard tarts    and then to the Polish tailor    took Ronnie’s trousers    i can’t wear that dress again    it’s marked terribly    and i can’t hide it with anything    so there’s that    and i don’t want to go    and came this way through the cemetery    i don’t know how much of a short cut it is it’s so peaceful    full of blossom    like big white umbrellas    and bluebells touching on the graves such a lot of thought    i’m very impressed by the upkeep    and it’s only borough cemetery    this morning pale blue    creamy pale blue    bride’s mother blue    powder    no paler blue    and    paler sky shining through    with one mass of dark cloud sheered up like an awning    i went to look at the big magnolia and the forsythia    where there is a soldier’s grave under it in the shade    there are soldiers’ graves scattered throughout    mostly from the great war some few from the second war more organised    in a little graveyard of their own    they seem to let the grass do what it likes in some places    so in the summer it’s left high    i don’t look when i walk on the path near the children’s graves    i can’t look for more than a glance at the little dolls and toys and windmills among the artificial flowers    there would be no meaning would there    how would you survive it    makes me think it was bad enough for me with Jeremy    and i think thank God it was only that with J    it doesn’t seem so bad and i’m so proud of him    and i touch wood    touch anything    Philippa rang me again last night    to talk about John Ashton    and i really i didn’t want to there were more obits in the papers yesterday    and a picture    so that was a shock    and started all kinds of thinking    and Pippa wanting to talk about it    the Polish woman must be a catholic too    there was picture of the virgin stuck on the wall


Lily


i was waiting dressed and waiting for ages    until i thought they weren’t coming    do you think i’d forget you he said    and it’s a lovely morning in spite of how i felt    for i didn’t feel up to it    and i’ve always been fine first thing    but you know i felt sick and fed up again    and what’s the use of it    but it’s been lovely morning    lovely spring morning lovely i must say but got the proper blues    feeling so weak    and not up to it    even to go into the garden    and it’s not like me    dear dear    and then when they came    because i’d been waiting like a lemon    i was a bit short with him    and it wasn’t his fault    and he’s not the least bit familiar    but he’s nice    and just as we was leaving the young woman come to do my shopping    i’d prefer to go myself    but i can’t on days like this    but you feel you can’t be picky    and tell them    and yet they never get it    what i want    exactly    and i’m too particular    and i couldn’t place my spare key to give to her    i must find it    she’ll leave the shopping in the porch    it’ll be safe    time was could have left it with Mrs Hancock    when she was here    and while i was waiting i saw her son going to the woman housebound on the corner    every day he comes    sometimes twice a day    can’t have much of a life    and does her garden and never smiles    a big car there too sometimes that’s not him i think    another son    i wish i could do more in my garden    but i haven’t got the energy yesterday i tried    and i couldn’t manage    but at least it’s brighter this last week    and that cheers you    i don’t mind the cold so much    if it’s bright    but all the dark days went on and on    but different when it’s a bright spring day    like today the sky blue when i went out    blue as blue    and my tulips will be out    i put some in the same time as the daffs    all the crocuses are out    the snowdrops long gone    everything seems gone before they’ve even bloomed    such is the time slipping    and the wallflowers are in    i don’t know that bluebells suit a garden    where did they come from i never put them there did i at home there was a wood beyond the village    and we fancied if you lay among them you would fall asleep    how did they get there bluebells they don’t seem natural to me in a garden her garden needs looking at    i cut back her hydrangea just before she went    i miss our coffee in the morning i thought I’d have heard from her by now    she said she’d keep in touch    but false as fire    he said    the young man    you seemed surprised that i come for you you thought i’d forget you    he’s such a nice boy    and i was grateful    thought of him of course    of them first thing    and thinking of both of them    when i was sat there waiting


Shirley


up early as if that would ameliorate the waiting    dread of course first thing and lie under it with your chest tightening    when at night let it float up    and all parked there safe    and feel the blessedness of there being nothing more    knowing that sleeping in will make it worse    all the anxieties reassembled    when at night you are free    except for the dreams    if they come    but all the fears reassembling themselves    as you lie there waiting    i bathed last night like a child so as to be ready    and washed my hair    and ironed this    so as to be the more ready    i was up as soon as it was light    and into the bathroom and dressed    and lay on the sofa at first    listening for the birds in the dark under the quilt    and waiting for the light    and drifting into a doze    and the birds singing while it was still dark    and waiting for a blackbird that is so sweet amongst all the tweeting is it    and listen to the radio then up when it was bright into the kitchen    and did some washing-up that was left    as if doing things will be the end of it somehow    not relief for a time    not the comfort in the doing    but feel that if i do this    as i am doing it    will be the end this time    and i had time to do some work    but too unsettled    why do i feel that i have gone back    that this has taken me back that i am feeling as i used to    but Graham is there and Dad    it’s Dad’s birthday this month    and thought of him    is that it    and i was out of the front door feeling like Jane Grey stumbling towards the block


Lily


and i am not usually one for worry    and i knew they would come for me    but couldn’t be certain what the arrangement was    and so was all of a fidget and uncertainty    and the little one came to mind    as i was waiting of course    not a day goes by but he comes to mind    my dear little one    sometimes i have to be strong    and put them out of my mind    both of them for you have to be strong and get on with things    and not live thinking all the time of the past    but how i like to think of them    and it’s worth the sadness    for it is a comfort as well to think of them    how i wished he was here this morning    to see his lovely face    oh i did wish it    but the young man was so kind    so that cheered me up    he cheered me up    but increasingly i wonder I am still here


Bridget


i had to walk past again this morning    it’s the only way    unless i want to go round the houses    but i didn’t have the time    i can usually avoid it    but even when i’m going to Mary’s    i still go the long way round i wish I could get more sense    there were men as usual outside waiting for their sandwiches    only three of them today    two of them you’d expect    an old fellow i’ve seen in the mall    and a big young fellow    leaning against the wall so as not to be remarked on    and a middle-aged man you wouldn’t have expected to see there i couldn’t see clearly who it was opened the door to hand the packages out    i think it was the one i see going into Marks and Spencer shopping    not anyone from my time    how would there be    but they gave me a job    when i was in strange country    with just a letter in my hand    and fair do’s in their way good to me    and what else would i have done i was so young and Bernie who i came over with had gone back home and it was a godsend really    and when i fell pregnant they were good to me they tried to persuade me to give her up    for her sake they said    as much as for my sake    but now thanks be to God I had the strength and they meant well    but i don’t want to think of those times    childish    but they come to mind    the two of them do at any rate    the superior and the one who had the management of it    she had a streak of disappointments    and a temper on her    ooh yes and the sulks on her    the superior was sunny    was more untroubled    sunny and plump    but not so savvy    she was so innocent    oh so not of the world the other you felt belonged in the world if she was being true    and the disappointment was there    i thank God it’s in the past    and they found me a position looking after the old skinflint who was thick with the priest there    and i went and worked for him    and the old skinflint left all the cash to the church and his old cousin he saw once in a blue moon when she was visiting    and nothing between them    after the years i spent cleaning up after him    but it gave me time with the baby    and i had a flat of my own before long through the council by then    but he was an old villain from the dark ages bitter old twister he was    and why am i saying that now    and i don’t like to think of all that even for all they did    for i haven’t kept up my faith    and glad to be out of it all


Marion


i told her to tell her father I saw Danny Pursey on Friday when he was going in to put a bet on    when i was up the market    he’ve come back to live over here again he was looking very poorly    very thin    only his eyes had anything of the Danny i knew    looking done in none of his gypsy look    with a younger woman rough as you can get    and shuffling in to the betting shop like an old man    oh Danny dear    broke my heart broke many a heart Danny    then he’s been married twice    if he was married the second time    i don’t know how many kids    he looked so ill    i said you looking after yourself    you’re not looking after yourself and he was pleased to see me    hello Marion    but then he was always a lovely boy    so soft    and his lovely face    and he was pleased to see me    i think he was looking worse than if he was on the booze and the drugs    anyway he looked terrible    and that put the kybosh on it then    and i cried bitter when i got home i was feeling sorry for myself anyway    but seeing him oh dear


Amy


he didn’t come back on Tuesday night either so    i went round his friend’s yesterday    to see if he was there but he’d gone to his mother’s    and i don’t want to go up there    i’ve rung him on his mobile and texted him but he never replies to messages    he don’t want to know he says    he’s not up to it he says    and she said good riddance when i called in there on the way this morning    she’s always up early now    says she don’t sleep    i was up early with the baby    don’t accept crumbs    you’ve been accepting crumbs    he’s not worth it she said    but that’s easy for her to say    oh i wish he’d come back    he’s not up to it he says    but i wish he’d come back    this is a pain in my heart    she said she’d have the baby for the morning    but i said i don’t know how long i’ll be    i’ll go in on my way home    and i’ll take something for tea    and then perhaps    i’ll go round Donna’s    but that won’t do that’s not fair    no no    i always think it’s me    all of it    i always think it’s my fault    it’s not your fault you was doing well    you want to forget him    and don’t have him back    you was like this before    don’t have him back    you got to think about yourself and baby you got a lot on your plate now as well    but i love him    i do    she asked me if i wanted to stop round hers for a couple of nights    but i must stick it out    she’s on her own now    the old man been dead eighteen months now    she said you’re the only one i see now    i said you see Paul    who she had for a while before me    and Linda    but she lives miles away now she said    and she’s not seen her for ages she said i haven’t seen Paul for months either    he’s been working hard she said    so he’s alright    he’s caught up with this girl she said    anyway I’ll go round there for tea later    i’ll have to see to the baby in minute    see he needs a drink







OEBPS/9780571326433_cover_epub.jpg
fi

PLAYS

Peter Gill
As Good a Time As Any






OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/logo_1_online.png
i

FABER & FABRBER





