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Characters


JULIA TESMAN


GEORGE TESMAN


HEDDA GABLER


THEA ELDRIDGE


TOBY BRACK


ELI LONGFORD


A CLEANING LADY (to be doubled with Julie if required)


A forward slash (/) indicates the point at which the next speaker interrupts.


A dash (–) indicates an interruption or unfinished speech.




ACT ONE


The present day. A three-bedroom flat in Notting Hill, London. A fixer-upper, it has enormous potential to be beautiful if the owners have the time and money to spend on stripping away the bad wallpaper and ancient plumbing. It also has enormous potential not to be. There are empty suitcases spread about the floor.


JULIA enters. Late thirties. She would have been a very good mother. She buys her clothes on the basis of how well they will wash as opposed to how good they look, and is wearing a pashmina scarf that sits badly with the rest of her outfit. She carries a bunch of flowers and a plastic bag. She’s nervous of the space, and of the sense of another woman in this space.


JULIA. Hello? George?


Beat.


Georgy?


Beat.


Anyone up?


She puts down the flowers and the plastic bag and looks around the room, pretending to herself that she’s not being nosy. She opens a door, leading to a bedroom, off. As the door opens, a dress is revealed hanging on the back of it, partially covering a full-length mirror. JULIA feels the dress between her fingers. It’s a beautiful, slippery thing. She stops herself.


She catches sight of herself in the mirror. She takes the scarf off and plays with it, trying to make it work. She can’t. She throws the scarf over the back of the sofa. She closes the door, then crosses the room and throws open the window. She takes in the view.


GEORGE enters, and is surprised by JULIA.


GEORGE. Jesus!


JULIA. George –


GEORGE. Julia. Sorry. Bloody hell. Sorry. You just –


JULIA. Did I scare you? I / should have –


GEORGE. It’s okay. Sorry –


JULIA. Only I did ring but the door downstairs / was open, and I still had a key so I thought –


GEORGE. That door onto the street, the lock’s busted – there was this tramp asleep in the stairwell last night so Hedda started worrying about break-ins and so then she got me worried so when I saw you I just –


JULIA. Thought I was a burglar!


GEORGE. No! No. Well, yes. Yes, I thought you might be a burglar. But you’re not! Hoorah. Shall we start again?


Hello, sis. Come here!


He embraces her warmly. She reciprocates.


JULIA. Hello, Georgy.


GEORGE. Konnichiwa!


JULIA. What?


GEORGE. Konnichiwa. It means ‘hello’.


JULIA. Oh. Does it?


GEORGE. Yes.


Beat. Then GEORGE grabs her back in for another hug.


So good to see you! You’re up and about early.


JULIA. I wanted to welcome the happy couple home, didn’t I? I was going to offer to meet you at the airport last night, / but –


GEORGE. It’s okay. Toby picked us up. Should have seen what we had to fit in the car. Got a load of furniture being shipped over too. I’m petrified, can’t remember what half of it looks like. Hedda’s done nothing but shop for the past six months. We had to buy extra suitcases, she stayed up all night unpacking.


JULIA. Poor girl, she still not sleeping?


GEORGE. She didn’t drop off ’til about five, I don’t think. But she was dead to the world when I got up.


GEORGE flings a suitcase open. It is filled with papers. He takes out a laptop and puts it on the desk. JULIA eyes the suitcase.


JULIA. Goodness.


GEORGE. I know. It’s all material. Research.


JULIA. Haven’t been wasting time on your honeymoon, have you?


GEORGE flops on the sofa and spots JULIA’s scarf.


GEORGE. This is nice.


JULIA. Do you like it? Not very me, is it, but I just thought…


GEORGE. What?


JULIA. No, it’s silly really, but just, after what Hedda said. At the wedding.


GEORGE. Hedda? What did she –


JULIA. Oh, you know. About. About how I was a bit… dowdy –


GEORGE. She didn’t say dowdy.


JULIA. She said ‘dated’ –


GEORGE. She didn’t say –


JULIA. It doesn’t matter, George. She’s probably right. I don’t want the beautiful Hedda Gabler to be ashamed to be seen out with her dowdy old sister-in-law, do I?


GEORGE. She didn’t say dowdy.


JULIA makes a face at GEORGE. He waves the scarf at her.


Well? Show me then.


JULIA puts the scarf on and poses for him awkwardly.


Oh, gorgeous! Now come on. Park yourself. I want to have a good catch-up before Hedda emerges.


JULIA. So good to have you back.


GEORGE. Good to be back. I missed you.


Beat.


No improvement with Auntie Rita, I suppose?


JULIA. Oh no. No.


You shouldn’t expect it, George. I brought her home from the hospital. They’ve taken her off the dialysis. And it’s nicer for her at home. In her own bed. With all her things there. I don’t think she knows where she is half the time but it makes a difference, doesn’t it?


Having your things.


I know it sounds selfish, she’s in such a lot of pain but I just


I hope she doesn’t go yet. I don’t know what I’m going to do when she does, / I’m not complaining but


GEORGE. Come on, Ju. I’m still –


JULIA. No, but you’re a married man! My little brother’s a married man. And to Hedda Gabler. You must’ve had a lot of competition.


GEORGE. I did. Half the wedding party baying for my blood!


JULIA. And then you were off. Just like that. Six months. Never been away from you for six months before.


GEORGE. I was up at Oxford for eight years.


JULIA. That doesn’t count. You were only a car ride away. And I was still washing your pants every weekend, wasn’t I? Anyway, come on, tell me about the grand honeymoon!


GEORGE. Well, it was a research trip for me as well. The stuff I saw out there, you wouldn’t believe. I mean, the thinking.


The technology. They’re leaps ahead. I went to this one conference, Kyoto, and –


JULIA. But isn’t there any other news? Nothing to tell me?


GEORGE. About the trip?


JULIA. I thought maybe you might be expecting… something?


GEORGE. Expecting what?


JULIA. Don’t be coy, Georgy.


GEORGE. ‘Coy’, Julia?


JULIA. I mean, do you


and Hedda


have any special news?


GEORGE. Oh! Special news. Actually, now you mention it, Hedda and I are pretty certain –


JULIA. Yes?


GEORGE. That your brother is going to be a senior lecturer at UCL very soon. But you knew that already, Ju! What can you be talking about?


He’s teasing her. JULIA laughs.


JULIA. I get it. ‘Keep your nose out, Julia!’


GEORGE laughs.


‘None of your bloody business!’


GEORGE laughs again.


GEORGE. That’s not what I / meant –


JULIA. ‘Stop being an interfering old spinster!’


GEORGE. You’re only thirty-three.


JULIA. Thirty-four!


GEORGE. All right, thirty-four –


JULIA. Thirty-five soon!


GEORGE. In six months, you’re hardly Miss Havisham –


JULIA. Not yet anyway! Tick-tock-tick-tock!


JULIA laughs. GEORGE doesn’t. Beat.


Anyway. You’ll have to save up a bit, maybe. Before.


GEORGE. Before what, sticky beak?


JULIA. Sorry. Sorry, I just meant. Must have been quite expensive. Six months. And Japan’s not a cheap country, is it?


GEORGE. Well, yes. Yes, but I had the research grant. That covered a bit of it.


JULIA. And paying the mortgage on this place the whole time too –


GEORGE. It’s dented our finances a little more than I planned, yes. But Hedda had to have the trip. She needed it. You saw her before we left –


JULIA. Oh, I know –


GEORGE. All the stress of the funeral –


JULIA. Poor girl.


GEORGE. Stuck in that house alone for those weeks after –


JULIA. I said to her, Doctor Gabler should have left arrangements.


GEORGE. I couldn’t get her to leave it, solicitors and removal men and the college board breathing down her neck, bloody vultures –


JULIA. Difficult to have to deal with death like that when / you’re that young –


GEORGE. After the service she just laid in my lap and cried –


JULIA. She needed you, George.


GEORGE. Needed a change.


JULIA. You did right to get her away from Oxford. I always thought it must be a funny place to live. If you don’t have any interest in books or learning. Watching it all from the sidelines.


GEORGE. Oh, but Hedda’s a very intelligent girl, you know.


JULIA. Oh, I know! Brains and beauty, makes me sick! Oh, I know she’s clever. But not… academic, though. Is she?


GEORGE. It’s not about bits of paper.


JULIA. Listen to Mister PhD talk!


GEORGE. I mean, Doctor Gabler relied on her. Especially towards the end, I don’t think he could have carried on his work without her. It was a full-time job.


JULIA. I know. I know.


Beat.


Anyway. You’re liking it, are you? The flat?


GEORGE. It’s beautiful, isn’t it? I mean, it needs some work –


JULIA. Well, yes, I was going to –


GEORGE. Obviously it needs work –


JULIA. And money –


GEORGE. But architecturally, it’s outstanding.


JULIA. Oh, outstanding. Underneath.


GEORGE. Original features.


JULIA. Although that bathroom –


GEORGE. I know, avocado nightmare.


JULIA. And it’s quite draughty in here, isn’t it?


GEORGE. The heating’s a bit… antiquated, yes, but –


JULIA. It’s definitely draughty. And it’s only October.


GEORGE. Come on, Ju. It’s beautiful! Look at the light in this place!


JULIA. Well, yes. The light. And it’s nice and big, I suppose.


GEORGE. Well, there you go. Hedda needs space. It affects you so much. Where you live. Only a bike ride from you, too. And you know Toby’s finally defected to the other end of the Central Line? You can see his flat from the window, see? Hello, Tobes!


GEORGE waves to an imaginary Toby through the window.


JULIA. And it’s a, a nice area, isn’t it? Characterful.


GEORGE. Oh yes. Portobello Road at the weekends, carnival in the summer, rice and peas whenever you want it!


JULIA. Yes. Very urban.


GEORGE. I just can’t believe we’re actually here. We actually own it. Love at first sight, you know. Stumbled on it one night, ended up sitting on that bench over the road for hours, just wishing it was ours. Hedda and I, we thought it was just beautiful. The ivy on the brick, wisteria climbing up. She said, I remember it so clearly, she said she felt she could never live anywhere except this house.


JULIA. And then it just happens to come up for sale!


GEORGE. No, well, turns out it’d been on the market for ages actually.


JULIA. I can’t think why.


GEORGE. Well, the market’s dropped off, hasn’t it?


JULIA. Still, wasn’t cheap though, was it? And the mortgage must be –


GEORGE. It’s fine. Really. The money will be there. And it’s an investment, isn’t it? / In our future. In Hedda. I want her to feel –


JULIA. I know –


GEORGE. – happy. You know. I love her so much. Really. Sometimes


Sometimes I just


Beat.


sort of


ache


with


it.


Sorry.


GEORGE smiles, bashful. JULIA puts an English hand on him.


JULIA (quiet). I’m so happy for you. It’s going to be beautiful.


Beat.


GEORGE. How much, do you think?


JULIA. George?


GEORGE. To do it up. Properly.


Pause. JULIA doesn’t want to lie. GEORGE whistles.


That much?


JULIA. George. Listen. Mum and Dad’s house.


GEORGE. No. No. No, we’ve already talked / about this –


JULIA. Well, I want to talk about it again, it’s far too big for just me. I only need a bit of extra space, to run the business from. I’ve talked to a few estate agents, you wouldn’t believe how it’s appreciated over the –


GEORGE. I don’t want you to sell it. It’s your home. Our home.


JULIA. No but this is your home now. And I want you to be able to enjoy it. Do it up properly. Come on, it’s only money, isn’t it? I mean, if money’s the only thing we have to worry about, then –


GEORGE. I’ll think about it.


JULIA. I mean, look at you. Your own flat. Married. And about to become a senior lecturer!


GEORGE. I just feel so (it sounds silly), but I feel so blessed.


JULIA. Don’t be silly. You deserve it. After all you’ve had to worry about. I wish Mum and Dad could have known. What you’ve achieved. They’d be so proud. Working so hard – and then all that with Eli Langford –


GEORGE. Longford –


JULIA. It still makes me angry. The trouble he caused you. No, it does. Acting like your best friend and then accusing you like that. I have to say, I wasn’t surprised when I heard all that talk about him, interfering with that poor girl, not surprised at all, / one of his own students!


GEORGE. It was a little more complicated than that, she retracted / her –


JULIA. No smoke without fire. And I know you shouldn’t say it but I’m glad. I am.


GEORGE. Have you heard anything about how he’s doing? Since I left?


JULIA. Nothing at all. Except he’s published a new book.


GEORGE. What?


JULIA. I saw them talking about it on the TV. The affable chappy with the glasses and the well-preserved Australian woman. Didn’t sound like much to me. You wait and see what they make of your new book. I’m dying to know what it’s going to be about.


GEORGE. Robotic ants.


JULIA. Oh my. Well, isn’t that just –


GEORGE. Wait: Robotic Ants and the Mapping of Consciousness.
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