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Characters


in order of appearance


ELLA, a woman of around forty


BETH, a woman of around forty


LIZ, a woman of around forty


HAROLD, a young man of around twenty




ACT ONE


A piano is being tuned.


The lights fade up on a studio/kitchen. The walls and floors are covered with books, paintings, CDs, records, papers and manuscript books.


The sound of the piano being tuned comes from a room next door.


ELLA comes in, followed by BETH. Both are wrapped up in winter coats.


ELLA switches on a light. BETH stays hovering in the doorway. ELLA looks at BETH standing there for a while. BETH looks at her.


ELLA


It will take a while to warm up so keep your coat on.


BETH


Yes.


ELLA switches on an electric heater.


ELLA


Sit down.


BETH sits down at the kitchen table.


BETH


Thank you.


ELLA looks at BETH sitting at the table for a while. BETH looks at her.


ELLA walks to a cupboard and takes four glasses out and brings them to the table.


BETH


(looking around her)


It’s nice.


ELLA


Thank you, you’re generous.


BETH


No, I’m not. It’s nice.


ELLA


Thank you. Red?


BETH


I’d better stick to white.


ELLA


Red is better for you . . . full of iron –


ELLA gets the wine and comes back to the table with a bottle of white wine, which has already been opened and half-drunk. She takes the cork out and pours two glasses.


ELLA


Liz shouldn’t be long now.


BETH


Good.


ELLA joins BETH at the kitchen table, choosing the chair that is furthest away from BETH. There is a tension between them. ELLA looks at BETH.


ELLA


To you.


BETH


To you.


They sip their drinks. Pause.


ELLA


I’m sorry, the food . . . Those beans . . .


BETH looks at ELLA.


ELLA


Tinned . . .


BETH


I suppose they were.


ELLA


And the fish was still frozen in the centre . . .


BETH


I wasn’t hungry anyway.


ELLA


We shouldn’t have paid.


BETH


You shouldn’t have paid.


ELLA


I wanted to treat you.


BETH


Thank you, that was nice.


ELLA looks at her watch.


ELLA


The wine was good though.


BETH


It was.


ELLA


And beans don’t lose their goodness after having been tinned.


BETH


Don’t they?


ELLA


No, they don’t. Nor does fish lose its goodness after having been frozen.


BETH


I didn’t know that.


ELLA


They continue to nourish.


BETH


I never really thought about it.


ELLA


It’s good to know though, don’t you think?


BETH


Yes.


ELLA


I like fish. Fish and chips and ketchup.


ELLA looks at BETH and studies her reaction. There is little.


The piano tuning continues. They both listen to it.


ELLA


(referring to the piano tuner)


He’s not blind.


BETH


No? That’s unusual.


ELLA


It is, isn’t it? No, he can see very well.


BETH


Good.


ELLA


And he’s young.


BETH


(surprised)


Ah . . .


ELLA


He is. Very.


ELLA smiles at BETH, who smiles back. ELLA studies BETH’s reaction.


ELLA


It’s funny what you were saying about you forgetting . . .


BETH gets a packet of cigarettes out of her bag.


BETH


Do you mind?


ELLA


No, go ahead. I don’t mind.


BETH lights a cigarette.


ELLA


. . . because I was thinking . . . I remember just before my father died, he suddenly clutched my head with both his hands and pulled my head towards his and I laughed and bowed my head and wrenched it free from him.


Pause.


ELLA


It just took a fraction of a second, but it was a moment I remembered again and again and again. First, frantically, every moment of the day, then only at night time before falling asleep, then once a week maybe, then twice a year until it lost its power to intoxicate and it had no use to be remembered – and that’s when I forgot it.


BETH


Just before he died?


ELLA


Yes.


BETH thinks about this.


BETH


Intoxicate?


ELLA


Yes.


BETH


I’m sorry, have you got an ashtray?


ELLA


Yes, of course.


ELLA gets up to get an ashtray and brings it back to the table.


BETH


But you do remember it.


ELLA


Only now, to illustrate the process of forgetting.


BETH


I see. So you haven’t forgotten it.


ELLA


Because you reminded me of it.


BETH


So it hasn’t gone.


ELLA


Gone where?


BETH thinks about it but has no answer. She shrugs her shoulders.


ELLA


Exactly. Where is there for it to go?


BETH


(not seeing)


I see.


Pause.


BETH


William always says: ‘The past is not dead, it isn’t even past.’


ELLA


(surprised)


Does he?


Pause. BETH stubs out her cigarette, which she has hardly smoked.


BETH


I shouldn’t really. I’m trying to give up.


ELLA raises her glass.


ELLA


To you! Thank you for coming.


BETH


No. Thank you for asking me.


They sip their wine.


BETH


(about the wine)


This is nice.


ELLA


Thank you. You’re generous.


They sip.


ELLA


Liz was sure you wouldn’t come tonight.


BETH


Why?


ELLA


I think she felt you had moved on.


BETH


Me? If anyone has, it’s Liz who has moved on. It’s much more likely she won’t come tonight.


ELLA


No, Liz is committed to this project. She’ll be here.


BETH


Good.


BETH opens her packet of cigarettes then closes it again.


BETH


She’s looking very well still, isn’t she?


ELLA


Who?


BETH


Liz.


ELLA


Have you seen her? I thought you hadn’t seen each other for all these years. When did you see her? She said she hadn’t seen you for all these years. She said that she was looking forward to seeing you again after all these years. When did you see her?


BETH


. . . No, I haven’t seen her. Only in magazines and newspapers.


ELLA


Oh . . . I see . . . Yes . . . Of course.


Liz is good at blowing her own shiny trumpet.


They sip their wine.


ELLA


And I?


BETH


Sorry?


ELLA


Do I look well?


BETH


Ah . . . yes.


ELLA looks at BETH. She obviously wants more.


BETH


Yes, you do look well. Very well.


ELLA


As well as Liz?


BETH


I don’t know. I haven’t seen Liz. Only in the magazines and newspapers. Yes, you do look well.


ELLA rearranges her own hair.


ELLA


So do you.


BETH


No, I don’t. You don’t need to say I do because I know I don’t.
Don’t worry. I don’t mind.


ELLA


You do look well. Your skin is soft. Your hair is shiny. Your nails and teeth are strong. Your cashmere coat, your Prada shoes . . .


BETH strokes her cashmere coat with slight embarrassment.


ELLA
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