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Introduction





The editors at Faber & Faber


talk to the author about the plays in this collection


How did you come to write Skylight?


Oh, the usual way – an image. A spluttering gas boiler on the wall, and a woman in a kind of voluntary exile, making life hard for herself. Very powerful, very evocative for me.


You’d spent your whole life as a writer avoiding plays set in rooms.


That’s right. Perhaps I finally opted for a play with walls because I was exhausted by writing three huge plays for the Olivier Theatre – Racing Demon, Murmuring Judges and The Absence of War – and I was alive to the feeling that it’s hard to characterise with density in an epic play. Yes, plainly, in The Life of Galileo or Mother Courage Brecht brings off great central characters – two of the greatest in literature – but he’s careless, to say the least, in the way he flings minor characters on and off the stage. I was aware that my plays had become restless, always subject to the pressure of time, to the demands of narrative. Sometimes I was finding it easier to move on than to move in. In an epic play the scene you are writing is always waiting to be replaced by another. This creates a wonderful energy when properly done – the slate is wiped clean many times in the evening – but it can also mean that the people you create are not able to put down roots on the stage.


Skylight is not quite a classic two-hander. 


I couldn’t resist a little embellishment. Maybe it was shame at succumbing to the notion of writing a play in real time, so that’s why I give the play a little kick of context at the beginning and at the end with the appearance of the son, Edward.


Do you think of it as a romantic play?


Most certainly.


A love story?


Not just a love story – I mean romantic in the proper sense, a play about people’s limitless potential.


Do you think that accounts for its popularity?


I have no idea. Back in the 1980s, the critic of the Daily Mail, Jack Tinker, claimed I was not a proper playwright because my plays had prospered only in the hothouse of subsidy. Put them in the harsher climate of the commercial theatre and they would die. To my surprise, as much as to his, he turned out to be wrong. Three of the plays in this collection were profitable hits on Broadway. However, they were written to exactly the same criteria as my previous work. There was no element of calculation. There never is. When you’re writing a play you have no sense of who it might appeal to. People certainly liked the spectacle of a big man flailing. And, again, three of these plays show big men flailing: Tom Sergeant, Oscar Wilde and Victor Quinn.


Let’s take Sergeant first.


Obviously, the play is driven by the opposition between an entrepreneurial approach to life and an ethic founded in public service. Fortunately, this turned out to be an opposition which audiences understood. In Pravda Howard Brenton and I came up with a phrase, ‘the melancholy of business’. Tom Sergeant embodies that melancholy. I al ways find that the more a businessman tells you everything’s wonderful, the sadder you feel. Another phrase we might have come up with is ‘the melancholy of maleness’ – because Tom is a hopeless male, a man condemned to maleness, and all the ridiculous feelings that go with it. Also, I knew a little bit about restaurants, enough to know they represent capitalist endeavour at its most fleeting and heroic: every night you set out to prove yourself all over.


And Kyra?


Interestingly, when we went to America with the play, we had imagined that audiences would identify with Tom’s get-up-and-go. To the contrary, we uncovered a massive well of anger to which the play spoke – the anger of those in public service who see themselves as overlooked and disregarded by all the callous priorities of the period. I had some modest feeling theatre was doing what it should.


Which is?


Giving heart to the broken-hearted.


Michael Gambon played Tom first, then Bill Nighy.


Yes. And there’s a reprehensible snobbery among those who claim to prefer one or the other in the role. I’m sometimes buttonholed by people who tell me they saw Bill, or they saw Michael, and how superior either one was. In fact, Bill has played so many times in my work that his version of ‘the big man’ couldn’t help but be fascinating. He was actually Gambon’s suggestion when we didn’t know how to replace him: ‘Get the handsome fellow to do it.’ But Gambon was also unforgettable. Lia Williams played Kyra, then Stella Gonet. Both superb.


And you wrote Amy’s View almost immediately after?


I was inspired by the collapse of Lloyd’s. It seemed so quintessentially English. Suddenly Squadron Leaders from Dorset, finding themselves swindled by the well-spoken crooks in the insurance business, were speaking the rhetoric of the most militant trade union leaders. Originally, people assumed the Thatcherite revolution was there to clear away the riff-raff, but now, like all revolutions, it was turning on its own supporters. A certain generation had believed itself entitled to money without having to work for it. There was an expectation that money was like yeast – it would just regenerate itself, and that the less you thought about it, the more morally worthy you were to receive it. And that particular sense of entitlement was deeply embedded in class – as was the kind of light comedy in which Esme Allen had made her name and prospered. I loved using the theatre as a metaphor for life.


But the play was sometimes misunderstood?


To a degree.


People thought it was an example of exactly the kind of old-fashioned theatre the play mocks.


I’d chosen a four-act structure, which is a demanding and interesting form, very rarely used nowadays, also devilishly difficult to bring off. What you don’t show has to be as convincing as what you do – because what has happened between the acts is what gives the action on stage its undertow and power. Unfortunately a few critics couldn’t see past Judi Dench’s performance as Esme. One idiot even managed to suggest that she was writing her own lines – in one sense, you could say, a tribute to Judi’s perfect mastery of the role, but in another, a rather revealing display of the critic’s ignorance of the working practices of the modern theatre.


When the play was revived in 2006 with Felicity Kendal playing Esme, many critics re-evaluated their first reactions to the play.


This happens a lot.


Why do you think that is?


It seems to take critics ten years before they trust me.


Again, why do you think that is?


It’s not for me to say. The weakest part of the play concerned the young man, Dominic. I often struggle with young men. I find them difficult, in life and on the stage. By the time we took the play from the West End to Broadway, then the Shavian ding-dong in the second act had been sharpened up and Dominic was better drawn. I hate all the clichés of theatre criticism: that a playwright has to love all his characters. Why? Does Shakespeare love Iago? Critics also like to claim that a good play is always evenhanded. Is that really true? I can think of a series of belting plays, incendiary plays which are completely one-sided. Would The Diary of Anne Frank be more powerful if it gave the Nazis better arguments? I don’t think so.


Amy’s View also defends the medium of theatre itself.


Yes, I wrote it at a moment when the theatre-is-dead movement was at its most smug. Clearly, it’s unfortunate that only a certain number of people can see and hear a single play at any one time. Does that make it elitist? Six billion are shut out and eight hundred admitted. What can you do?


Do you think the play itself suffered because of Judi Dench’s performance?


Absolutely not. It glowed, because of her. When Judi read the play, she had no idea why the director Richard Eyre so wanted her to play the part. But as she herself says, it’s in those very plays to which she doesn’t immediately respond that she eventually does her greatest work. For her kind of talent, if things come too easily, they’re not as good. Judi had a terrible struggle – often in tears, often in despair – but the mark of the struggle was in the stature of the performance.


Then a very odd change of direction: you wrote a play about Oscar Wilde.


Yes. Actually, Mike Nichols had asked me to write a film. He thought the modern cinema was ready for a more honest account of the trial than had been possible in the days of Peter Finch or Robert Morley. By chance, I’d studied Wilde at Cambridge because I believed him to be a far more original thinker than was then credited. My tutor responded by telling me that if I made Wilde the subject of my special paper, I would be a laughing stock. Wilde was not a serious writer. I went ahead in the face of his advice. When that tutor himself wrote a play about Wilde which was produced at Hampstead Theatre some years later, I did allow myself a quiet smile. Anyway, I wrote the screenplay, but Mike didn’t like it – not witty enough, he felt. Again, it was Nichols who said, ‘I think it’s a play. You should just do the bit where he’s in exile.’ I’m not a fan of the bio-pic generally, and the bio-play even less, so I chose to concentrate on two moments when Wilde does the inexplicable.


You love the mystery of Wilde.


Oh very much so. The self-knowledge. The agonising self-knowledge. And the dignity of his suffering. He protested, of course he did, and there were moments of terrible degradation and squalor. But there was also heroic resistance, stoicism at its finest. I regard the second act of The Judas Kiss as more or less the best thing I ever wrote.


Not the first?


The first’s a bloody mess, we all knew that – pedalling uphill, so you can sail down. It was hell for the actors. They had to lay out the workings of the relationship in the Cadogan Hotel, immediately before Wilde’s arrest, in order that the audience could comprehend the poetry of Wilde’s resignation at the moment in Naples when he is betrayed by the person for whom he has sacrificed everything. The actors had to work and work in that first act, pretty thanklessly – I was ashamed.


Did you have a sneaking sympathy for Bosie?


Oh yes, yes. Myself, I’ve spent my whole life floundering in situations I don’t understand and for which I’m not morally prepared. Bosie was a young man, many fathoms out of his depth, searching for feelings he couldn’t have been expected to have, and asked to make reciprocal sacrifices for which there was never any prospect of reward. Loved by Wilde, which of us could have done better? What is it Samuel Johnson says about Savage? ‘No one who has not suffered the same misfortunes and persecution as Savage has the right to judge him, nor will any wise man presume to say, “Had I been in Savage’s condition, I should have lived and written better than Savage.”’


Do you think you took on too much with The Judas Kiss?


The first production did. It cast one of Ireland’s most famous heterosexuals as Wilde, and then as Bosie it cast an actor who, however great his talent, did not embody the conventional gay dream of beauty. Both actors – Liam Neeson and Tom Hollander – were outstanding, but given that the author was meanwhile intent on entirely reinventing the myth of Wilde, then the boldness of the casting was bound to add a measure of resistance to what was already a venture against the grain. Merlin Holland, Wilde’s grandson, was kind enough to say this was one of the more convincing representations of his grandfather. In Neil Armfield’s production in Australia, with Bille Browne playing the part, it ran for eight months and became the play for which I’m best known.


Again, My Zinc Bed is a very unexpected play.


Yes. When I’m asked what my plays are about, it’s usually impossible to answer. But of My Zinc Bed, it’s easy – you can say, ‘It’s about alcoholism.’


But it isn’t really, is it?


It’s not a case study. I’m interested in the metaphor of addiction, not in portraying its daily rhythms. Days of Wine and Roses does that, unimprovably. You see, I knew so many people in AA who were telling me they could cure themselves by taking elements of danger and excitement out of their lives. If they weren’t at risk, then they wouldn’t fall. But if you remove those elements, are you really living? Some alcoholics end up living what Marion in The Secret Rapture calls ‘a perfect imitation of life’.


There’s an argument, isn’t there, between those who believe you can control addiction, and those who believe you can only fight it by admitting its control over you?


Yes. Crudely, AA says it’s a disease, a medical condition, and if you have the susceptible gene, you can never win. Will power alone is useless. But Rational Recovery argues that if you surrender will power as your primary instrument of control, then you surrender what makes you human. In the act of trying to save your life, you lose it.


Which side do you come down on?


Look, I went to a good many meetings to research the play and I had great respect for AA. I remember a meeting in a psychiatric ward, listening to people who had a forum to speak – and they were people at the very bottom of the pile, who would have been in trouble with alcohol or with out it. AA gave them a valued place to address their problems. I’m not going to speak against it. On the other hand, I don’t think you can deny that the nature of its cure raises fascinating questions. I understand that after its opening the play was much discussed at AA meetings, and typically the discussions were without rancour, more along the lines of ‘You really ought to see this.’


It’s also partly about new technology.


It was, in its original version. The play as it was presented at the Royal Court was two and a half hours long, with an interval. In 2007 I was asked to write a film adaptation for HBO, and I found a lot of the stuff about the internet and computers rather wearisome and dated. So after I had written the film, I then cut and slightly rewrote the play into a ninety-minute version – straight through – which is the one printed here. It’s not yet been performed. The director of the TV film, Anthony Page, said a few times that he wanted the suggestiveness of a Maupassant short story – that’s what the new version attempts. I don’t normally go in for Audenesque tampering with my own work, but in this case I believe I’ve improved the play.


And at its centre another of your fluent lost souls? In a line from Lambert le Roux in Pravda, through Tom in Skylight, to Oliver Lucas in The Vertical Hour. And a little like Saraffian, the rock manager in Teeth ’n’ Smiles.


I love Victor’s character. The man who’s lost his faith in communism and is now thrashing around.


Loss of faith is really the theme, isn’t it, more than alcoholism?


I think so.


Why did you direct the stage production yourself?


I’d given up directing, and was enjoying a series of relationships with directors who were bringing nothing but good things to my work – Howard Davies, Richard Eyre, Jonathan Kent, Sam Mendes and Stephen Daldry. But we had a couple of readings while I was writing it and the producer Robert Fox said to me, ‘You plainly care about this play so much you should do it yourself.’ So I did. I persuaded Tom Wilkinson to make one of his now rare appearances on the stage, with Stephen Macintosh as the young poet. Julia Ormond gave a dazzling performance as Elsa. I used to stand on the balcony above Sloane Square, watching hoards of young people arriving for the shows at the rebuilt Royal Court. It was the year 2000. A brand new audience in a great historic theatre. You can’t beat it.
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First Performance








Skylight was first performed in the Cottesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 4 May 1995. The cast was as follows:




Kyra Hollis Lia Williams


Edward Sergeant Daniel Betts


Tom Sergeant Michael Gambon





Director Richard Eyre


Designer John Gunter


Lighting Mark Jonathan





The play transferred to Wyndham’s Theatre, London, on 13 February 1996 with the same cast. It was then presented on Broadway on 10 September 1996 in the same production, with Christian Camargo playing Edward Sergeant and with lighting by Paul Gallo.





The play was subsequently revived at the Vaudeville Theatre, London, on 14 June 1997 in the original production, with the following cast:




Kyra Hollis Stella Gonet


Edward Sergeant Theo Fraser Steele


Tom Sergeant Bill Nighy





This is the definitive edition of Skylight, incorporating all the textual changes made during its West End and Broadway runs. 
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Epigraph










We had fed the heart on fantasies,


The heart’s grown brutal from the fare.





W. B. Yeats,      


‘The Stare’s Nest by My Window’,  


Meditations in Time of Civil War



























Act One









SCENE ONE



A first-floor flat in north-west London. There is a corniced plaster ceiling, and underneath the evidence of a room well lived in: patterned carpets which have worn to a thread and a long wall of books. The kitchen area at the back of the room looks cluttered and much used. There is a main entrance onto the landing outside. Off to the other side, a bedroom and bathroom.


At once through the main door comes Kyra Hollis. She is just past thirty. She is returning to her flat, blue with cold. She is quite small, with short hair and a practical manner. She has a heavy overcoat wrapped round her, and is wearing thick woollen gloves. She is carrying three large plastic bags. She puts two down at once on her work table and takes the third into the kitchen area. She takes out a packet of spaghetti and some tins of tomatoes. Then she turns, not taking her coat off, as she comes through the main room again. She goes on through into the bedroom. The sound offstage of the bath being turned on. In the kitchen, an Ascot flares.


At the main door, which is still open, a tall young man appears. He is eighteen. He has blue jeans, leather gloves and a denim jacket. He has turned the collar up against the cold. He has a Walkman round his neck. He is also carrying three plastic bags. His name is Edward Sergeant. He comes in a pace or two, then stands, uncertain, hearing the sound of the bath.


After a moment, Kyra reappears on her way back to her shopping bag. She looks across the room, taken aback.




Edward   The door was open … 


Kyra   My goodness.


They stand a moment, both lost for what to say next. Then she gestures back offstage.


Just hold on a minute, I’d started running a bath.


She goes out. He stands, still not coming further into the room. Then she reappears.


Edward   It’s my fault.


Kyra   No.


Edward   I shouldn’t have called in like this. I’ve grown. Yeah, I know. Everyone says that.


Kyra   How tall are you?


But as he blushes, before he can answer, she moves towards him.


Well, will you give me a kiss?


She kisses his cheek. Then he raises his plastic bags.


Edward   I brought these.


Kyra   What’s this?


Edward   Some beer. It’s a present.


Kyra   Thank you.


Edward   And some rap records. I don’t know how much you know about this stuff.


Kyra   Nothing.


Edward   I just spent £30 in that shop round the corner. That’s why I’m here. It’s next to the Nepalese restaurant. There’s this great specialist rap shop. All my friends go there. Then I realised you must live round here. 


Kyra   That’s right. I do.


Edward waits, not knowing what to say.


Edward   I had the spare time. I’m in my gap year. If you know what I mean.


Kyra   Yes, of course.


Edward   Out of school, not yet at university. I’m doing what everyone does.


Kyra   You have a job?


Edward   Yeah. I’m selling frankfurters outside football grounds. If you come close you can smell them.


Kyra   It’s all right, thanks, I’ll stay over here.


She smiles, but she still has not asked him to sit down.


Edward   It’s freezing.


Kyra   I know. Close the door. You gave me a shock standing there.


Edward   (as he closes the door) I’m feeling embarrassed.


Kyra   Why?


Edward   I’ve never done this.


Kyra   Hold on, I’ve got a small fire in here.


Edward looks round nervously, as she gets a small electric fire out and plugs it in.


Edward   It’s a very nice place.


Kyra   My God! You are growing up. When did you start saying dumb things like that? ‘It’s a very nice place’! When I knew you, Edward, you always spoke your mind. You came to the point.


Edward   Ah. OK. The point is my father. 


Kyra has a glimmer of humour, as if she is about to reply. But instead she stands up and looks at the miserable one-bar fire.


Kyra   I’ve plugged it in. I think you’ll find it makes very little difference. The last few weeks it’s been so damp I find you barely see it. Here, we even have indoor fog. You sit on that side of the room and peer, thinking, I’m sure it’s on, I’m sure the fire is on. But you can’t actually see. Do you want tea?


Edward   No, thank you.


Kyra   So why not tell me what you came here to say?


She rubs her mittens together, still on the opposite side of the room. It seems more like Russia than England.


Edward   I’m not sure what you know. Did you know my mother had died?


Kyra   I knew she had cancer. How long ago?


Edward   It’s about a year now.


Kyra   A year?


Edward   Dad hasn’t told you?


Kyra   I haven’t seen him.


Edward   That’s why I came here today. I wasn’t passing by …


Kyra   No.


Edward   I don’t suppose anyone does. Pass by this area, I mean. Unless, I suppose, they’re desperate to get from Willesden to South Finchley. Which I can’t imagine most people are.


Kyra sits, not reacting to this familiar satire about her address.


Did you … I mean, you lost your parents … 


Kyra   I did. My father recently. My mother died young. I barely knew her.


Edward   Once they’re dead, I find they keep changing. You think you’ve got hold of them. And it’s like you say, ‘Oh I see. So that’s what she was like.’ But then they change again in your memory. It drives you crazy. Now I’d like to find out just who she was.


Kyra   Alice?


Edward   Yes. It’s also … you see … I don’t know … it’s had an effect on my father.


Kyra   Why, surely.


Edward   I mean if you see him … I’d love it. I mean, if you did.


Kyra   Why?


Edward   Because he’s changed.


Kyra   And?


She is giving nothing away. He becomes more nervous again.


Edward   Now I’m really embarrassed. I’m guessing. I think you can help him.


Kyra   Help Tom? Tom needs help?


Edward   Well, at least that’s what I think.


Kyra is still so silent he is unnerved.


The tea actually … I would like the tea now. I’d like some tea to help get me through.


He laughs at this sudden admission of his own nervousness and Kyra too seems to relax as she gets up to put the kettle on.


How am I doing? Am I doing all right? 


Kyra   You’re doing fine.


Edward   You don’t think I’m being obnoxious? I mean, it’s none of my business. If you want you can send me away.


Kyra   You can say what you like. It’s not going to bother me.


Edward   I don’t really know the whole history. I mean, between Dad and you.


Kyra   Ah. So is that why you’re here?


Edward   No, I mean, yes, well, partly. But also Dad’s got very peculiar. I am here for his sake as well. (He has started to pace round the room.) It can get pretty strange, I promise you. Silence at dinner, that kind of thing. We moved to Wimbledon.


Kyra   My God!


Edward   I know. Well, that doesn’t help. The sense of all that sort of nature, trees and flowers, sort of flapping around. He did it for Mum, to give her some peace at the end. But now it just seems pointless and spooky. Me, I get on a bus and head for the street.


Kyra brings mugs and teabags.


I keep saying, Dad, you’re not dead, you’re fifty. It’s too early for lupins. Jesus! What I liked about Dad, he was sort of ageless. I think that’s why he was such a success. All ages, all types. He knew how to reach them. But now he’s in this kind of hideous green fortress.


Kyra   Does he talk to you? About what he feels?


Edward   You know Dad. He’s not what you might call ‘emotionally available’. But also … let’s face it … well, I can be quite a shit. 


He faces Kyra directly.


Have you read Freud?


Kyra   Some.


Edward   I read some recently. I told Dad everything had to come out. That you pay a price. Is that true?


Kyra   I don’t know.


Edward   For everything you repress there’s a price to be paid.


Kyra   You told him that?


Edward   Yes.


Kyra   And how did he take it?


But Edward is too preoccupied even to notice her question.


Edward   It was the night before last. It was Sunday. We had the mother of all arguments. We had the most terrible row. I suppose I left home.


Kyra   You did? Where did you go? Do you have a girlfriend?


Edward   Sort of. There’s a girl who’s willing to take me in. She does the frankfurters with me.


Suddenly he starts defending himself from some unspoken attack.


So. I don’t know. I’m only eighteen. I don’t like the word ‘girlfriend’. All that stuff’s finished. Relationships. Permanence. It’s out of date, I think. I stayed there last night. I’ll stay there tonight.


Kyra   Yes, but have you rung your father? 


Edward looks at her resentfully, turning the question aside with a joke.


Edward   She’s the only girl who’ll sleep with me. Because at least we both smell the same.


Kyra goes back to get the boiling kettle.


Dad is a fuckpig. I mean it. I don’t think you see it. I talked to some people at work. He commands respect, yes, of course. People who have all that confidence do. But you scratch the surface, you talk to his employees, you find respect can be much more like fear.


Kyra returns with the kettle and starts pouring for both of them.


There’s one woman, you know, I happened to talk to her, it was by chance, she’s pretty high up, she’s worked close to Dad for some time. She knows him well. And she said he is definitely sexist.


Kyra   No!


Edward   She said without question.


Kyra   Thank God she spotted it. Milk?


Edward   Oh, so, OK, what are you saying? You think it’s me, it’s just me being stupid …


Kyra   No …


Edward   Father–son. That sort of thing. There’s a whole list of things I could tell you. Dad can be a real bastard, you know. (He holds up a finger and thumb.) The charm’s that deep.


Kyra   Are you keeping an inventory?


Edward   All right, but you don’t have to live with it, you don’t have to deal with anyone at all … (He waves airily round the flat.) I do. There’s always this doom. This heaviness. He comes home every night. Wham! He lands on the sofa. You feel the springs go. One night he actually destroyed a whole sofa. He cracked a sofa he landed so hard! Then –


Kyra   Sugar?


Edward   Guess his response? Guess his response to it! Next day he just bought a new sofa! A new sofa!


Kyra   Well, that seems fair enough.


Edward   No, you’re wrong. It’s an attitude, Kyra. It’s all – Yellow Pages. Whatever. Leaves on the roof? Yellow Pages! The lavatory’s blocked? Yellow Pages! That’s how he lives. He even orders in meals. It’s absurd! He flicks through. Pizza! Chinese! It’s Citizen Kane! Only with Yellow Pages. I said to him, Dad, for God’s sake get real. Not everything in life is in Yellow Pages.


Kyra is just drinking her tea.


Kyra   Isn’t it grief?


Edward   Yes, of course.


Kyra   He’s grieving.


Edward   He’s sitting there alone in this bloody great house. Like some stupid animal. Licking his pain.


He turns towards her, more tentative as he talks of his mother.


Mum … of course, I mean, everyone said to me … Alice wasn’t as clever as him. People assumed she was some sort of dumb ex-model. But she kept Dad moving. Now he just sits there.


He is vehement, trying to drive his pain away. 


I say, for Christ’s sake, it’s been almost a year. We knew it was coming. It’s been a long time. Let it out, for fuck’s sake. Because, I tell you, otherwise … it’s driving us both bloody mad.


Kyra   Are you alone now?


Edward   Yes. We’re like a married couple. My sister’s gone. She’s at university. That’s what I’m saying. We’re both off. We’re finished. Almost. Next year, I mean. They make you draw up this list, you know this? This absurd piece of paper …


Kyra   Of course …


Edward   Every student goes round: ‘Look I’ve got my CV! …’


She grimaces at the mention of the word.


Edward   I think I’ll study CV when I get there. As my special subject. Why not? We never do anything because we might actually enjoy it. We do it so we can write it all down. You think, ‘This is stupid! Doing things just so they’ll look good on paper.’ But then, I don’t know, just tell me, what choice do I have?


Kyra   You? You have none.


Edward   What do your kids do?


Kyra   Mine? Oh well, they’re different.


Edward   You’re teaching in East Ham?


Kyra   Uh-huh.


Edward   How is that?


Kyra   East Ham? Well, it has its drawbacks. I wouldn’t say the kids are all great. But at least they’re not on the ladder. So perhaps that means … they do things for their own sake. 


Edward   Yeah.


Kyra   You don’t need a CV to get a UB40.


At once Edward leans forward, intrigued.


Edward   No, well, exactly, I mean exactly. As you say, it’s different.


Kyra   It is.


Edward   The fact is … when I think about that kind of life … just ordinary kids … I know it sounds stupid, but I feel sort of envious.


Kyra   Do you?


Edward   I suppose you think I’m just spoilt.


Kyra   No.


Edward   I’m not saying … God knows … that my life is too easy, nobody could live alone with my bastard of a father and say that my life is easy at all … But I do look at the street, and think, shit! Shit! And here I am heading in the opposite direction.


Kyra just watches as he gestures rather randomly round the flat.


I mean, I think in a way you’re so lucky, living like this …


Kyra   Well, thank you.


Edward   I’m not being rude. I mean it. In this kind of place. (He pauses a second.) Dad said …


Kyra   What? What did Dad say?


Edward   I suppose he hinted … he was implying … in a way he was saying that you made a choice.


Kyra looks at him a moment, then gets up to take the tea things out. 


Look, whenever I mention it, he always says it’s none of my business. He gets really angry. He says very little. I mean, I’ve been trying to get him to talk about you. Shit, that’s what I mean, for fuck’s sake. After all, it’s my life as well. We saw you for years. Well, didn’t we?


Kyra   Yes. Yes, you did.


Edward   Until just a few years ago. They were great times. Then you vanished. Why?


Kyra   Think. Just think. It’s probably the first thing you think of. And it’s the reason.


She goes back into the kitchen area. Now Edward explodes, angry.


Edward   And now are you saying I’ve no right to ask?


Kyra   No.


Edward   My mother died. She actually died. Not you. You did something else. You cut yourself off from us without saying anything. And in a way I’m coming to think that’s much worse. Because you just left and said nothing. Alice had no choice. It wasn’t her fault. But for you it’s different. Because it’s not necessary. Because yours is deliberate. And that makes it sort of more hurtful. I’m being hurt by someone for reasons they refuse to explain to me. And I’m left thinking … hang on, life is too short.


Kyra waits, still not answering, but he won’t give up.


You know what it is? The thing that puzzles me, the thing I can’t understand? It’s odd, but it’s true. Mum and Dad were much closer … they were always closer when you were there.


Kyra waits a moment, then answers quietly. 


Kyra   That’s often true. Of a couple. They need a catalyst. A third person there, it helps them to talk.


Edward   Is that all it was?


But this time it is Kyra who reacts as if it’s at last too much.


Kyra   Edward, come on, stop pushing me. This is a fight with your father. If you want to quarrel, then quarrel with him.


Edward is shocked by the reaction he has finally managed to provoke.


I’m glad you called round. I’m proud of you, Edward. You’re a good boy. But you do seem to want to be judge and jury in some family court of your own making. And that’s not the most attractive impulse to have.


Edward   I’m sorry.


Kyra   If you like judging, please: be a lawyer. Run a dog show. There’s a whole lot of jobs if judging is your passion in life. But take my advice: if you want to be happy, keep your judging professional. And don’t start putting in practice at home.


Both of them smile as she finishes her little speech. Now she goes to get one of her bags full of exercise books.


And now I’m afraid, I’ve a whole lot of homework …


Edward   No, no, you’re right. I’ve been really stupid.


Kyra   No. Not at all.


Edward   I was wondering …


Kyra   What? 


Edward   At least … I’ve been wondering: what do you miss?


Kyra   You mean, from your father’s world?


Edward   Yes.


Kyra stands in the middle of her shabby flat, mittens round her fingers, dreaming.


Kyra   I miss a good breakfast. Toast wrapped in napkins. Croissants. And really hot coffee from a silver pot. Scrambled eggs. I never have those. And I do miss them more than I’d have thought possible.


Edward   Nothing else?


Kyra   Oh, maybe one thing.


There is the shadow of a blush on her face.


Edward   You miss my father.


For a moment it looks as if she does not know how to respond. Now it is Edward’s turn to blush.


And so saying, I think I shall go.


Kyra has picked up his plastic bag and is holding it out to him.


Kyra   Edward, I enjoyed seeing you. Really. I mean it.


Edward   Right. Then I’m off.


Kyra   You’ve got all your stuff?


Edward   Yes. Yes, thank you.


He still seems rooted to the spot, even with his bag in his hand. She reaches forward and kisses him on the cheek.


I expect I’ll see you again. 


Kyra   Yes, well, I hope so.


Edward   You didn’t mind?


Kyra   Edward, I’ve said so.


He has run out of ways to prolong his departure. So impulsively he blurts out his last instruction.


Edward   Kyra, I wish you would bloody well help.


And he turns and leaves as fast as he can. Kyra is slightly shaken for a moment, then she goes to the open door and closes it. She thinks a moment, then she goes out to the bathroom. After a second, the Ascot flares again, and there is the sound of a running bath. The lights fade.






SCENE TWO



The lights come up again. In the kitchen the ingredients of the spaghetti sauce have been laid out – onions, garlic and chilli, none of them yet chopped. On the table the schoolbooks have been laid out for an evening’s reading. After a moment there is a ringing at the door. Then a second ringing and the sound of Kyra getting out of the bath.




Kyra   (off) Shit!


As she comes into the room, wrapped in a large towel and dripping wet, the ringing becomes more insistent.


Shit! Who is it?


She goes into the kitchen and looks down from the only window which gives on to the street. She responds instinctively, without thinking.


Jesus Christ! Shit! Go away. 


The bell rings again. At once she opens the window and calls down.


Hold on a minute and I’ll throw down a key.


She takes a key which hangs on a hook in the kitchen and throws it out of the window. She waits a moment to check it’s been caught, then closes the window. She is panicking slightly. She goes into her bedroom, having collected jeans and a couple of sweaters. She goes across to the main door and opens it, then runs quickly back into the bathroom and closes the door.


   After a moment, Tom Sergeant appears in the doorway. He is near fifty, a big man, still with a lot of grey hair. He wears beautiful casual clothes under a coat. He has an air of slightly tired distinction. He stands a moment, looking round the room, but very quickly Kyra reappears in her jeans and sweater, her hair wet and a towel still in her hand.


Kyra   I wanted to say I’m not guilty.


Toby   Not guilty? What do you mean?


Kyra   You arrived like a fucking stormtrooper.


Toby   Thank you.


Kyra   Have you parked your tanks in the street?


Toby   I was only ringing the bell.


She passes him to close the door, her tone dry.


Kyra   You always were excessively manly.


Toby   I brought you some whisky.


Kyra   Thanks. Put it down over there.


Toby   OK.


Kyra   Beside the beer. 


Tom frowns, seeing there is already a carrier bag full of beer on the table. Kyra passes back across the room, drying her hair.


Did somebody tell you? That if you called I’d be in?


Toby   No. I was just guessing.


Kyra   Oh really? Just passing?


Toby   I wouldn’t say that. I mean, does anyone …


Kyra   Pass through this area? No. You’ve got a good point there. You mean this visit’s deliberate?


Toby   Yes. Sort of.


There is a moment’s silence.


So.


Kyra   Will you take off your coat?


Toby   I won’t. Just at this moment. Perhaps it’s me. But it seems a bit parky.


Kyra   It is.


Toby   Well … I thought it was time. That’s what I’m doing here. Time you and I saw each other again.


Kyra heads towards the kitchen. Tom starts wandering round the little flat.


Oh, I see you’re making your supper. I’m sorry. Perhaps I should have phoned. I think I was scared you might hang up on me. I mean, I’ve had no idea. I mean, what you’ve been thinking. I suppose I thought perhaps you hated me.


Kyra   Yes. If you’d rung, then you’d have found out.


Tom nods slightly, recognising and loving the old acerbity in her. 


Toby   It’s not been easy. One way and another. It’s been a hard time for me.


Kyra   I heard about Alice.


Toby   Did you? How?


Kyra   I just heard.


Toby   Yes. She died a year ago. It seems much longer. I mean, in a way it was fine. I’d already ‘discounted’ it. It’s a term we use in business. Meaning …


Kyra   I know what it means. You’ve already prepared yourself. So when it happens it isn’t so awful.


Toby   That’s right. Yes. You’re shocked?


Kyra   Not at all. Should I be?


Toby   No. Well, that’s how it was.


He starts to move round the room correcting his apparent callousness.


And also Alice was so incredible. I can hardly tell you. I mean, she was so brave. Propped up in bed, wearing yellow. She spent the day watching birds, through this large square of light above her. The skylight over her bed. She was truly … truly fantastic.


Kyra   Whisky?


She is standing with the bottle poised over the glass. He catches her tone which seems unimpressed by his eulogy.


Toby   Yes.


Kyra pours in silence. He looks at the CDs on the table.


Kyra, I must say you always surprise me. I’d never have thought you’d have taken up rap. 


Kyra   Oh. No, well, I haven’t. In fact only recently.


Toby   You know that Edward’s into this stuff?


Kyra   Oh really?


Toby   Who are your favourites?


Kyra   Oh. You know. It varies.


Toby   I suppose you picked it up from your kids.


Kyra   Sure.


Toby   You’re still at that same place?


Kyra   Yeah.


Toby   How is it?


Kyra At the moment? It’s doing fine. I mean, we had a not-bad head teacher, truly she really wasn’t too bad, but then – it always happens – things started wearing her down.


She has got a bottle of red wine and has begun to open it.


People started stealing her car. It was sort of a challenge or something. We think it must have been some of the kids. Then they broke into her flat. She lost her stereo. Also they got hold of her cat. She came back one night. The cat had been baked in the oven. She began to feel it was time to move on. She got a better job, you know, down in Dulwich.


Toby   Dulwich is nicer.


Kyra   Yes, I think she probably felt that as well.


She looks at him witheringly, but he is imperturbable now. 


Toby   And what about you?


Kyra   Me?


Toby   Don’t you get tired of it?


Kyra   I talk to the police occasionally. They say it’s a problem. Assaults on the police are growing all the time. Then they say, on the other hand, there’s one thing they can’t help noticing. It’s the same coppers who get beaten up time and again.


Tom smiles, relaxed now with his whisky, as she goes to get herself a wine glass.


Toby   So what does that mean?


Kyra   Some people are victims. I walk in perfect peace to and from school. I’m not a mark, that’s the difference.


Toby   And what do you put that down to?


Instead of answering, Kyra suddenly looks him straight in the eye and raises her voice.


Kyra   I wish you’d take off your fucking coat.


Her directness suddenly speaks of a whole past between them. Tom replies quietly.


Toby   Well, I would. Of course. If you’d get central heating. Then of course I’d take off my coat. But since you’ve made a style choice to live in Outer Siberia, I think for the moment I’ll keep my coat on.


They are like old friends now as she pours herself a glass of wine.


If you want central heating, look, it’s no problem. I’ve got this really good bloke.


Kyra   From Yellow Pages? 


Toby   I’m sorry?


Kyra   No, nothing.


Toby   If you like, he’d come round. It wouldn’t take long. This bloke does all of my restaurants. I’m pretty sure I can spare him next week. Unless of course you say, no thank you. I mean, no doubt you’d prefer to be cold.


Kyra   No, I’d prefer to be warm.


Toby   Well then.


Kyra   Warm, but not indebted. If it’s all right, I’m going to cook.


Toby   Oh really? I was going to ask if you’d like proper dinner.


Kyra   Meaning mine isn’t proper? Spaghetti!


Toby   Oh Lord, so touchy! No, I meant, would you like to go out?


Kyra looks at him as if the question were absurd.


I’m just asking if you’d like to go out.


Kyra   What for?


Toby   An evening.


Kyra   Tom, don’t you think I’ve got enough memories? Why should I want any more?


She goes back to the cooking.


So tell me, how is the business?


Toby   (refusing to be downhearted) Business? Business has generally recovered. Yes, I’d even say it was thriving. Of course I’m not my own boss any more. In theory. Like everyone, I now have a chairman. The chairman of course has a bloody great board. That’s the price I paid for going public. I report to this sort of management guru.


Kyra   (grimacing as she comes out opening a tin of tomatoes) My God!


Toby   I know, but, like all really top-class management gurus, he only comes in for four hours a week. He wanders in. Makes a few gnomic statements. Mutters the words ‘core competence’. Or whatever trendy management mantra happens to be in fashion this week. Then he wanders out. For that the banks just love him. They adore him. Why? Because he once was a banker himself. So for this insider’s sinecure he is paid more or less twice what I am paid as full-time chief executive. The person who created the company. The person who knows the business of hotels and restaurants. But that is the way that things are now done … (He swirls the scotch in his glass.)


Kyra   What’s he like?


Toby   He’s one of those people who’s been told he’s good with people. That means he smiles all the time and is terribly interested. He keeps saying, ‘No, tell me, what do you think?’


Kyra   In other words …


Toby   Yes, he’s completely insufferable.


Kyra is beginning to enjoy him now.


It was how I was always told you could get women into bed. By doing something called ‘listening to their problems’. It’s a contemptible tactic.


Kyra   You wouldn’t do it?


Toby   No. Of course not. You know me, Kyra. I wouldn’t stoop to it. Either they want you or else they don’t. Listening’s halfway to begging. 


Kyra smiles as she goes to get a chopping board, with which she comes back.


But this bloke … he does it all the time in the business. ‘How interesting. Really? Is that what you think?’ Then he does what he’d planned in the first place. It’s called consultation. Buttering you up and then ignoring you.


Kyra   (setting down the board) I can imagine.


Toby   Oh yes, that’s how things go nowadays …


Kyra   Is there no way you can get rid of him?


Toby   No. It’s the price I paid for floating the company. It made me millions, I can hardly complain. I offered you shares, remember? I never knew why you refused.


Kyra flashes a look at him to suggest he knows perfectly well why she refused.


When we went public they jumped thirty-fold. You could have had the house in the West Indies. Like me.


Kyra   Oh, really?


Toby   Well, maybe not quite. But at least you could have moved up in the world.


Kyra ignores this, choosing to go on chopping the onions.


Banks and lawyers! That’s all I see. So perhaps you did well. Perhaps it wasn’t so stupid. Coming here.


Kyra   It wasn’t stupid.


Toby   No.


She has spoken with such quiet firmness that he looks up. Then he moves away, implicitly accepting what she’s just said, but happy to resume his stories. 


Me, I’m with shits and shafters all day. I went in to one guy, the other day, I said to this fellow – he’s lending me money at eleven per cent – I said: ‘You want it? Well you can have it. You want the shirt off my back? I will hand you my shirt. Here it is! And still, as God is my witness, you will not stop me, you will not stop me from trying to build a business out there.’


He stands now, re-creating the moment.


I said, ‘I’m an entrepreneur, I’m a doer. I actually go out, I make things happen. I give people jobs which did not previously exist. And you … you sit here with your little piles of money. Doing fuck all.’


Kyra   How did he take it?


Toby   Oh, no problem! The odd thing was, he agreed.


He is in his stride, the raconteur happy with his favourite audience.


He said, ‘Yes of course, you’re right, that’s right. It’s true. You take the risks and I never do. I hate risk!’ he said. ‘But also,’ he said, ‘has it occurred to you that this may be the reason finally why it’s you who always has to come grovelling to me?’


Kyra   He didn’t say ‘grovelling’?


Toby   (suddenly exasperated) Kyra, there’s nothing more irritating …


Kyra   All right, I’m sorry …


Toby   No, Alice … Alice would do this. I would say, I’m telling a story. For God’s sake I’m telling a story. If I say it, it’s true.


Kyra   I know.


Toby   ‘Oh, I don’t believe it,’ Alice would say … 


He is more emphatic than ever, as if mystified why anyone would doubt him.


I wouldn’t say it if it wasn’t what happened. I wouldn’t say it!


Kyra   I know.


Toby   That’s what he said to me!


Kyra   He used the word ‘grovelling’?


Toby   Those exact words! ‘And that is why you come grovelling to me …’


Kyra laughs again, now Tom is back on track, his humour restored.


Kyra   Well I must say … who was he?


Toby   Some fucking graduate in business studies. Twenty-five. Thirty. Knows nothing. The Rolex! The fucking lemon-yellow Gaultier tie!


Kyra   Goodness, the banks have got trendy.


Toby   They’re beyond trendy. The banks are running the world. You think – oh fuck! – you think, I’ll run a business, I’ll build a business. You remember, Kyra, we started out, my God it was great! Actually counting the money, you counted it with me …


Kyra   Of course.


Toby   Actually handling the money each morning, after you’d joined us, totting it up each Saturday night …


Kyra   I remember.


Toby   Then – oh Christ! – there’s this fatal moment. Expansion!


Kyra   Sure. 


Toby   And then you borrow. And then you’re no longer in business, you’re no longer in what I’d call business, because it’s nothing to do with the customer. It’s you and the bank. And it’s war! (He stops, incisive.) There was a moment, I tell you, in the middle eighties …


Kyra   Oh yeah …


Toby   Yeah, just for a moment, I tell you, there was a time. I think, through that little window – what was it? Four years? Five years? Just through that little opening in history you could feel the current. For once you could feel the current running your way. You walked into a bank, you went in there, you had an idea. In. Money. Thank you. Out. Bang! They gave you the money! It was like for a moment we all had a vision, it was a kind of a heavenly vision, the idea of how damn fast and fun it could be … (He turns, whisky in hand.) And then of course everything slipped back to normal. The old ‘Are you sure that’s what you really want to do?’ The ‘Wouldn’t it be easier if we all did nothing at all?’ They always have new ways of punishing initiative. Whatever you do, they think up new ways.


Kyra looks up a moment, but Tom is already going on to tell her more.


You know, you read all this stuff in the papers – this stuff about banks – you read it, you know what I mean …


Kyra   No. I’m afraid I’ve stopped reading the papers.


Toby   What are you saying? Not altogether?


Tom is taken aback, but Kyra is going on, amused at her own story.


Kyra   It’s funny, I remember my father. Dad used to say, ‘I don’t watch the news. I don’t approve of it.’ I used to say, ‘Dad, it’s the news. It’s the news, for God’s sake. How can you not approve of it?’ But I must say, now … perhaps I’m my father’s daughter … I tend to think that he had a point. I don’t have a television either.


Toby   But that is just crazy. You’re …


Kyra   What?


Toby   Well, you’re missing what’s happening. You’re missing reality.


Kyra   Oh, do you think?


Even Tom is only half serious, knowing his argument doesn’t sound too good. And Kyra is completely unfazed.


I just noticed the papers were full of … sort of unlikeable people. People I couldn’t relate to. People who weren’t like the decent people, the regular people I meet every day at the school. So I thought, I start reading this stuff and half an hour later, I wind up angry. So perhaps it’s better I give it up.


Toby   So what do you read?


Kyra   On the bus I read classic novels. Computer manuals. It’s like that game. Name a politician you actually admire. So what is the point of sitting there raging at all the insanity?


Toby   That’s not the point.


Kyra   It’s the same with new films. I just won’t go to them. Old films I like.


Toby   Ah. Those you like because they’re romantic.


Kyra   You can hardly deny it. They have something we don’t. 


Suddenly her words hang in the air between them. Almost to cover the embarrassment, she resumes.


And Edward?


Toby   What?


Kyra   How is Edward?


Tom looks at her blankly as if not knowing who she’s talking about.


Kyra   Edward. Edward, your son?


Toby   Oh, bloody Edward, that’s who you mean. He’s fine. I mean, he’s living. He’s alive. I mean, he gives the external signs. He eats. He tries to spend all my money. What can you say except he’s eighteen?


Before Kyra can react, Tom is off again, on a half-serious complaint.


I saw that old film. Invasion of the Body Snatchers. You know, where they look the same. They look like humans, but it turns out they’re creatures from Mars. They’re pods. Well, another way of putting it, they’re male adolescents. It’s like they get taken over. Someone comes and surgically removes all the good qualities they have, and turns them into selfish hoodlums …


Kyra   I don’t really think it’s that bad.


Kyra picks up the board and takes it out to the kitchen. Tom has already moved away to pour himself a second scotch.


Toby   I mean, you spend all this money on education. A generation builds something up. And the children learn nothing but how to stand back from it …


Kyra   Tom, that is nonsense. 


Toby   And all they want is to knock everything down.


Kyra reaches now for a frying pan, not thinking he’s serious. But he shakes his head, bitter, his indignation now real.


He called me a brainless animal.


Kyra   No? Really? That’s unspeakable.


Toby   That’s what he called me. Buying and selling. That’s what he said. Without ever questioning. He called me a zombie …


Kyra   No!


Toby   Just doing business without asking why …


He doesn’t see her quiet amusement at this story as he reaches past her to pour water into his scotch from the tap.


I said, perhaps it’s true, perhaps I’m not brilliantly contemplative, perhaps I do not stop like some Oxford smartarse philosopher to ask myself the purpose of it all. But the rough effect of all my endeavour – my putting my house, my mortgage, my car, the whole of my bloody life on the line – as I reminded him I have done in my time – has been to embody this unspeakably crude assumption that it’s still worth human beings trying to get something done …


He has landed on this last phrase, getting pleasure now from his own rhetoric.


Kyra   And what did he say?


Toby   Say? Say? You mean, like ‘say’ as in the concept of actually replying? Kyra, you don’t understand. This is the modern game. This is men’s tennis. People don’t bother with rallies. You put in your big serve and you hope to hell it never comes back. (He turns, expansive, bitter.) He’s not like what you’d call rational-articulate. He doesn’t want argument. For Christ’s sake, Kyra, you teach. Language belongs to the past. This is the world of Super Mario. Bang! Splat! Spit out your venom and go. (He looks at her, his tone softening now.) It’s not like, you know … when we were together. You and me talking. Talking down the stars from the sky. This is … oh, you know … it’s instinct. This is a young man wanting to hurt.


Kyra   And does he hurt?


Toby   No, of course not. For God’s sake, look, I’ve fought bigger than him. He can’t get a glove on me. That’s why he’s angry.


He is aware that Kyra thinks his bravado sounds a little unconvincing. So he moves away a few paces.


There’s no problem. It’s all in hand.


Kyra nods. It has gone quiet. Both of them know he is not telling the truth. He has gone to the kitchen door and now watches as she pours the olive oil into the frying pan. She looks at him as she works because he is standing so close.


Kyra   What? No, really. What are you thinking?


Toby   Are you putting the chilli in first?


Kyra looks at him uncharitably. He is at his most boyish, hesitant.


No, it’s just I usually … I fry the chilli, so it infuses the oil.


Kyra   Uh-huh. I see. I don’t do that. I’m doing it the way I prefer. 


Toby   Yeah. (He shifts a moment, uneasy.) I haven’t quite asked you. I mean, if I’m going to stay. I mean … I just mean for supper. I’m actually asking. I mean, are you laying two plates?


In reply she takes plates from the rack and goes to the table at which she has been meaning to work. She clears the books to one side. Then she puts two plates down at opposite ends of the table. Then she goes back to the kitchen and resumes. All in silence. He makes a little bow.


Thank you. Believe me, I’m really grateful.


Kyra   Think nothing of it.


Toby   Oh, and put the chilli in first.


Kyra gives him a filthy look, but he is already out of range, relaxing again.


You never cooked.


Kyra   No, I didn’t.


Toby   I remember in those early days once you asking if you could try it some time …


Kyra   I never did. I was a happy waitress.


Toby   You weren’t a waitress for long.


Kyra   I was a waitress for forty-five minutes. Alice made me the boss on the spot.


Tom is happily shaking his head at the memory, as Kyra now cooks.


Toby   That was a night.


Kyra   It was.


Toby   Hilary’s accident! 


Kyra   It was my first trip to London, I just walked in off the street.


Toby   You were eighteen.


Kyra   Incredible!


Toby   You were the same age Edward is now.


Kyra   I was so thrilled, I remember. At last I’d escaped. I was walking down London’s famous King’s Road. I saw the sign ‘Waitress Wanted’. I walked in. Alice told me I could start right away. Then after an hour of it, she came running over. She said her daughter was in hospital, she’d fallen off her bike. She said she’d looked round and she’d decided. Could I run the place for the night?


Tom laughs at the ridiculousness of it. Kyra has stopped at the frying pan.


I said, ‘I’ve only just started, I only started an hour ago.’ She said, ‘I know. I’ve watched you. I trust you. Now you must trust me, you’re going to be fine …’


Toby   What time was that? Do you remember?


Kyra   Oh, it can’t have been later than eight o’clock.


Toby   Before the rush?


Kyra   I mean, oh yes. I handled it. I know I did the whole thing. Then I closed up. All the waiters were great, they were great, considering I’d only just arrived yet I was in charge. They all said, ‘Look, we promise, there’s really no need for you to hang on here. Just lock up the door and we’re all going home …’


She has left the cooking, and is now standing at the kitchen door.


But I don’t know … I just had this instinct. Somehow I didn’t think it was right. I can’t quite explain it. I wanted to be there when Alice got back. It’s funny. Of course, I would have met you anyway. Surely I would have met you next day. Who knows? But there was something about that evening. Something to do with the evening itself …


She looks away absently. Tom has sat down and is rapt.


I sat alone. Drank espresso. Smoked cigarettes. I’m not sure I’d ever sat through a night. This deserted restaurant all to myself. But filled with inexpressible happiness. This crazy feeling. ‘I don’t know why but this is where I belong.’


Toby   And then?


Kyra   And then … Need I continue? Then towards morning she came back with you.


Kyra turns and goes back to work. For the first time Tom is at peace.


Toby   Earlier she’d rung. I’d driven like a madman from some meeting. In those days I had the Jag. Praying. Weeping. You know, feeling not like myself, because I thought … I was thinking, I’m not a person who cries. Crying with relief, too, at the sight of Hilary. Fast asleep in the little bed. Her leg in plaster. Some fucking nurse. What terrible parents! How could you let your daughter play in the road?


Kyra has stirred her pan and now is listening to him at the kitchen door.


Then, when we came back, you brought us brandy and coffee. In our own restaurant. At four o’clock. It was completely natural. I thought, this is the strangest night of my life. This girl I’d never met before, bringing brandy and coffee. It’s as if she’s been with us the whole of our lives. 


Kyra looks down, moved by this.


Yeah, that was something.


Kyra   It was.


Toby   Didn’t you stay with us?


Kyra   I did. I stayed at your place. On the floor. Well, I have to say that was my moment. From that moment on … I’d have done anything, just to stay with you, just to stay in that house.


She goes back to the cooking.


Toby   I remember I got really angry soon after, after a few weeks or so, you saying you weren’t going to give up a place at university. You weren’t going to make your life in the catering trade.


Kyra   I didn’t say ‘catering’! I never used the words ‘catering trade’! Honestly, you make me sound like a prig.


Toby   No? A prig? Impossible! You’re a seaside solicitor’s daughter! Are you saying that some of that hadn’t rubbed off?


Kyra has picked up her glass of red wine, laughing at his account. At last, she is unguarded.


Kyra   It’s just … for goodness’ sake … I loved mathematics. I did. I loved it. I wasn’t going to give up halfway. And what’s more, it meant finally escaping my father. I was hardly going to pass up that chance.


Tom shrugs, unimpressed.


It wasn’t easy. You started to lecture me. I was quite shocked. ‘Don’t waste your time on higher education, it’s only a way of postponing real life …’


Toby   So it is. 


Kyra   I was so worried, I went to Alice. I said, ‘Does he mean it?’ She said, ‘Never take any notice of Tom …’


Toby   Thank you, Alice …


Kyra   ‘And even if you go, he knows you’ll always want to come back …’


She looks at him, serious now, the words etched out, sincere.


You gave me a place. It was there. I could count on your welcome.


There is a slight pause, Tom moved by Kyra’s acknowledgement of how much their home had meant to her.


And I never doubted, not for a moment, that when I came back to London, there’d be a job waiting.


She stops a second. Then a real mischievousness comes into her manner.


In spite of – my God! – whatever else I was doing. Far more, let me tell you, far more than you ever knew …


Toby   Yes, well, I have to say I assumed, I hardly thought – you were young enough, for God’s sake – I hardly thought you lived the life of a nun.


Kyra   You wish!


Toby   You thought I was jealous?


Kyra   You did tear that painting from the wall.


Toby   I did not tear it. As God is my witness, I did not remove it. It fell.


Kyra   Oh yes, I see, pure coincidence, this picture painted by a man of whom you happened not to approve …


Toby   Colin! The original art-school wanker … the greasy beard and the clogs. 


Kyra   Who had painted me at college, as I felt rather beautifully.


Toby   Rather beautifully, but wearing no clothes.


Kyra   That was the point. You could not stand it. You saw me there on the wall.


Toby   It’s true. I looked at it. I just looked at it. I sent beams of hatred from across the room. And without my touching it, I admit it fell down.


Kyra   Oh, sure.


She turns and goes back into the kitchen to put the spaghetti into boiling water.


Toby   (defending himself, half serious, half not) It wasn’t – be fair! – it wasn’t the sight of you, it wasn’t just the image of you, it was my disbelief … my horror that this young woman who seemed so capable … so smart –


Kyra   Thank you …


Toby   – should have had the clothes ripped off her as if they were tissue as soon as some phoney used the word ‘art’.


He sums up his charges as she cooks on.


I thought you were gullible!


Kyra   No, I was open-minded. And what’s more, twenty years younger than you. And living a life. You actually tried to give me a lecture …


Tom is about to deny it.


You did! You said, ‘In a way you’re part of the family, in a way, Kyra, you’re like a daughter of mine …’


Toby   I didn’t say ‘daughter’!


Kyra   Oh, but you did. 


Toby   Where was this?


Kyra   That ghastly hamburger restaurant you had. You were in your chargrilled hamburger phase.


Toby   Oh God, I’m ashamed! I mean, I’m ashamed of the lecture, I’m ashamed of those burgers as well.


Kyra   (suddenly shouting as if there is no end to the awfulness of it all) The burgers! The lecture!


Toby   I must say, it begins to come back …


Kyra   And I thought, yes, oh I see. I realised then: here we go.


Toby   What?


Kyra   I thought, hold on. This is it. This is only going to be a matter of time.


She has come back into the room and finds herself standing right by his chair, close enough to touch. The contact is now so intimate between them that it suddenly feels as if either of them might say anything. Then Tom speaks as if the next thought were completely logical.


Toby   Pressing on. You know, that’s the thing in business. My chairman keeps telling me: never look back. In business, he says, the world was created this morning. No such thing as the past …


Kyra turns to go and look after her pasta.


He says that modern management asks you to look at your assets, really look at them – this is a fierce, competitive world, all that crap! – how you got here’s not part of the story, the only story is what you do now …


Kyra   And what do you do?


Toby   Oh, expand, inevitably. I mean, expand, I hardly need say that. Defend market share. Build another stainless steel restaurant, this one larger, more fashionable than ever, turning over hundreds of covers in a day. It need never end.


Kyra   Nor will it. You love it.


Toby   Oh yes. I must admit that I do.


He looks at her, on safe ground, the feeling once more easy and warm.


All that time, I must say, I can’t deny it, while Alice was … you know … while she was lying in that bloody room … well, it was true for me, I saw no alternative but to redouble my efforts. It was like some lunatic board game. Not helped of course by your having quit.


He looks at her a little sheepishly.


It’s true, though, I must say I missed you professionally.


Kyra   Thank you.


They both know this thought is incomplete and how it will be, in a moment, completed.


Toby   I kind of missed you in person as well.


Kyra looks at him a moment, just non-committal, as she works. Tom is serious.


I really did, Kyra. I never … I’ve never got used to it. Ever.


Kyra   What, missed me so badly it’s taken you three years to get back in touch?


It is said lightly, Kyra not wanting the atmosphere to darken, but he at once starts to protest strongly.


Toby   Now look …


Kyra   I mean, come on, let’s be serious. 


Toby   You think I haven’t wanted to? My God, you think I haven’t wanted to call? To pick up the telephone? You think I haven’t wanted to jump in the car and bust my way through that bloody door?


Kyra   But then why didn’t you?


Toby   Kyra, why do you think?


They both know a bridge is about to be crossed even before it happens.


Because I knew once I saw you, then I’d be finished. I knew I’d never be able to leave.


He is so clearly speaking from the heart that Kyra cannot say anything. So instead she turns and goes back to her pasta.


Kyra   OK, well, I must say, that’s an answer …


Toby   You see.


Kyra   What?


Toby   I’m getting better. Well, aren’t I?


Kyra   Getting better at what?


Toby   Talking about my feelings. You always told me I had no gift for that stuff.


She frowns, puzzled at this.


Kyra   As far as I remember we had no need for it. We had no need to discuss our feelings at all. Or rather, I didn’t. I could always tell what you were feeling. It never had to be said. You’d wander about the office in Chelsea. Later we’d go home to work. We’d sit in the kitchen with Alice. I’d spend the evening reading to your kids.


There is a moment’s silence. Tom is serious, low, when he speaks. 


Toby   I could never understand it. I still don’t. You never felt the slightest sense of betrayal.


Kyra   There we are. I always felt profoundly at peace. (She waits a moment, wanting to be precise.) I don’t know why, it still seems true to me: if you have a love, which for any reason you can’t talk about, your heart is with someone you can’t admit – not to a single soul except for the person involved – then for me, well, I have to say, that’s love at its purest. For as long as it lasts, it’s this astonishing achievement. Because it’s always a relationship founded in trust.


Toby   It seems mad to me.


Kyra   I know. You didn’t feel that. I knew you never understood it. Why I was able to go on seeing Alice. Why we were always at ease. Why I loved her so much. But I did. It’s a fact. There it is. The three of us. It gave me a feeling of calm.


She has got a small lump of cheese in greaseproof paper out of the fridge, and a cheese grater, and is coming back into the room.


You were the person I fell in love with. And as it happened you arrived with a wife.


Tom stands unimpressed by her argument, and rather hurt by her cheerfulness about it all. Kyra holds the cheese out to him.


Do you mind?


Toby   Do I mind what?


Kyra   No, I’m just asking …


Toby   What?


Kyra   I’m asking. Will you grate the cheese? 


Tom takes the sweaty piece of greaseproof paper from her and holds it in his hand.


Toby   Do you mean this?


Kyra   I do.


Toby   Are you serious? Is this what you’re calling the cheese?


Nonchalant, she smiles and goes back to the kitchen as he moves, genuinely affronted by the cheese in his hand.


Kyra   Yeah, I haven’t had time to go shopping.


Toby   I wouldn’t give this greasy lump of crud to my cat.


Tom is holding out this piece of cheese somehow to represent the final insanity of her way of life. He raises his voice as if everything has become too much for him.


I do not believe it. Kyra, what’s happening? Are you really living like this? Why didn’t you say? For God’s sake, I have this supplier …


Kyra   I’m sure!


Toby   For cheese – all types of cheese – I have this really great bloke.


Kyra   Of course! Your whole life is great blokes!


Toby   I mean, I can get you a weekly delivery – no problem – he’ll send you fresh parmesan whenever you need.


Kyra   Nevertheless.


She nods at the cheese in his hand to say he has no choice. But Tom already has another plan.


Toby   I’m going to get Frank. 


Kyra   I’m sorry?


Toby   I’m going to call down to Frank, this is ridiculous, to send out, just to go to a deli and get us something for now …


Kyra   Hold on a moment, what are you saying? Are you saying that Frank is sitting out there?


Toby   Sure.


Kyra   Waiting out in the car all the time we’ve been talking?


Toby   Yes. I mean, yes! For Christ’s sake, what’s wrong with that?


He is bemused but she has her hands on her hips, as if Tom will never learn.


Kyra   You leave him down there? You really are quite extraordinary.


Toby   Why?


Kyra   You used to tell me you had this great gift! I remember, you prided yourself on what you called your man-management skills. And yet you still treat people as if they were no better than objects …


But Tom is already moving in to her, refusing to accept any of this.


Toby   For God’s sake, Kyra, the man is a driver. That’s what he does. You know full well that drivers don’t drive. The greater part of their lives they spend waiting …


Kyra   Tom, there is some sort of limit!


Toby   And furthermore, that is what they expect. Frank, I may tell you … Frank, as it happens, is perfectly happy. Frank for a start is bloody well paid. He is sitting in a spacious limousine listening to Kiss 100 and reading what is politely called a ‘men’s interest’ magazine …


But Kyra is already pointing to the window in the kitchen area.


Kyra   Have you looked out the window? Have you seen the weather? Have you seen there’s snow about to come down?


Toby   Don’t give me that tosh! Frank is a bloody sight better off sitting in a warm Mercedes than he would be in this fucking fur-store which you call your home.


Kyra   Well …


Toby   (suddenly exploding with rage) I mean, here we are! This is the problem! That’s what it was. That was the problem. This ridiculous self-righteousness! I mean, to be fair, you always had it. But also, I knew, I knew it wasn’t going to get better. And, let’s face it, it was only going to get worse once you decided you wanted to teach.


Kyra   It’s nothing to do with my teaching, it isn’t to do with the work that I do, it’s just a way of respecting people.


Toby   Frank isn’t people! Frank is a man who is doing a job!


He moves away, all his worst suspicions confirmed.


You were always salving your own bloody conscience … these stupid gestures, nothing to do with what people might want. They want to be treated … respected like adults for the job they are paid for, and not looked down on as if they were chronically disabled, as if they somehow need help all the time. I mean, yes, this was the craziness! This was the whole trouble with business and you! You looked down – always! – on the way we did things. The way things are done. You could never accept the nature of business. I mean, finally that’s why you had to leave.


He has no sooner said this than he realises how absurd it is, and at once tries to retract.


Kyra   Well, I must say …


Toby   I mean …


Kyra   I never knew that was the reason!


Toby   All right, I’m sorry …


Kyra   I never knew that was why I had to leave.


Tom is desperately trying to backtrack but Kyra won’t let him off the hook.


Toby   I put it badly.


Kyra   Badly? You did. I thought I left because your wife discovered I’d been sleeping with you for over six years!


Unable to resist it, she has said this so forcefully that he can only look at her, admitting his own absurdity.


Toby   I mean, well, yes. That as well, that played a part in it.


Kyra   I should say it fucking well did.


Toby   That was part of the problem.


Kyra   Part of? Part of?


Toby   But you did have a problem of attitude. Your attitude to business you never got straight!


Kyra   Well …


She gestures as if this was hardly the worst of her problems and goes back into the kitchen to carry on laying the table. 


Toby   (trying to retrieve what ground he can) What I’m saying is, you’d have left anyway. I could sense it. You were feeling it was time for a change.


Kyra   Tom, I left because I’d always warned you: ‘If Alice finds out, then I shall go.’


She has said this quite simply as if re-creating the moment. Tom shifts, uncomfortable, more like a little boy than ever.


Toby   All right …


Kyra   I told you, I told you a thousand times …


Toby   Yes. I know you did.


Kyra   I can only do this for as long as she doesn’t find out. When she found out, then it changed things. Instantly.


Toby   ‘Instantly’ says it. You were gone in an hour. Wham! Out the door! With me left explaining to all the other employees …


Kyra   Oh, really?


Toby   I don’t think anyone was very convinced.


Kyra   I had no choice. I know it sounds stupid. You have something worked out in your own mind. Then something changes. The balance is gone. You no longer believe your own story. And that, I’m afraid, is the moment to leave.


She turns and goes out into the kitchen. Tom moves away, thinking, by himself. He picks up the cheese and the grater and, as if conceding defeat, starts to grate it into a little bowl. Kyra speaks quietly from the kitchen.


Kyra   I heard you moved.


Toby   Yes. We did that quite quickly. We moved when Alice was starting to get ill. 


Kyra   How long was her illness?


Toby   She was … well, let’s see … She was in the bed, in the bad bit, I suppose, it was getting on for a year. I mean we’d known, I mean soon after you left us … then she began to experience dizziness. She’d taken no notice at first.


Kyra has stopped cooking, and is just watching him now.


We were in such total confusion, at that time things were already so tough, so that news of the illness … to be honest, at first, when it was first diagnosed, it seemed like kind of a joke. How much misfortune? and so on. Where are the gods?


Kyra just watches, not reacting. The cheese and grater are idle in his hands.


She needed a place where she could be peaceful. I built this extraordinary bedroom – this builder, the one I mentioned, you know – with this wonderful sloping glass roof. The Common outside. Fantastic! We gave her the picture she wanted, exactly what she wanted to see.


Then he frowns, knowing what he will say next is difficult.


She became quite … well, she became quite mystic. I don’t mean to sound cruel, but it was kind of difficult for me.


Kyra   In what way?


Toby   You know Alice. She got hold of this bloody word ‘spiritual’. It’s one of those words I’ve never quite understood. I mean, I’ve always hated the way people use it. They use it to try and bump themselves up. ‘Oh I’ve had a spiritual experience,’ they say …


Kyra   Yes. 


Toby   As if that’s the end of the argument. ‘Spiritual’, meaning: ‘It’s mine and shove off.’ People use it to prove they’re sensitive. They want it to dignify quite ordinary things.


Tom has started by half sending himself up but now he gets firmer as he goes.


Religion. Now, that is something different. I like religion. Because religion has rules. It’s based on something which actually occurred. There are things to believe in. And what’s more, what makes it worth following – not that I do, mind you – there’s some expectation of how you’re meant to behave. But ‘spiritual’ … well, it’s all wishy-washy. It means, ‘Well, for me, for me this is terribly important, but I’m fucked if I can really say why …’


Kyra is smiling at this characteristic talk, but Tom is genuinely aggravated.


Kyra   Is that how Alice was?


Toby   Oh look, I don’t mean to downgrade it. Alice was dying. Let’s face it, in my view she grabbed at whatever she could. She was always faddish. But that’s what it was. Grabbing. It wasn’t solid. It wasn’t like she really believed. If you’d said, ‘Oh look, what do you believe in? What is there? What’s happening? What’s real?’, she couldn’t say. It was all sensation.


Kyra is looking askance now, a little shocked by Tom’s dismissiveness.


Kyra   Yes, but Tom, surely, that’s not so unusual …


Toby   I know!


Kyra   That’s how most people die. They die in that state. Not knowing. Half knowing. Surely that’s what you’d expect? 


Toby   (turning round, determined again to confront his own unease) I don’t know. I could see the room was beautiful. I mean, it was a beautiful room. And so it should be. I’m not being wholly facetious, but the fact is I had spent a great deal. I mean, I’m not kidding. I spent a great deal of money. All that glass, the sandalwood floor. The sky! The greenery! The light! I gave her everything.


Kyra   So what are you saying?


Toby   I don’t know. I just felt frustrated. I felt out of contact.


Kyra   What you’re saying is the two of you never got straight.


Toby   No.


It is suddenly quiet. Kyra is standing with the cooking spoon still in her hand. Tom is just staring out. There is a feeling of shame and complicity. Briefly, they’re like two criminals.


Kyra   What you mean is, you never got over your guilt.


She goes back towards the kitchen.


Toby   (quietly, a little hoarsely) Guilt. I don’t know. I mean, guilt’s another word. It’s one of those words people use. I mean, sure. In a way. I mean, yes, I can hardly deny it. Both of us knew. Both Alice and me. We knew our time together was wrecked. But Alice was far too proud to reproach me. And then of course, being Alice, she began to withdraw. Gardening! Sewing! Reading! All those feminine things! The effect? To make me feel much worse than if she’d stood up and fought.


Kyra is standing listening again now, recognising his description of Alice. 


She kept saying, ‘No, you go on with your life, Tom. We’re such different people,’ that’s what she said. ‘Don’t mind me. Forget me. I’m happy reading and gardening.’ Christ! Fucking gardening! If I could make it illegal I would!


Kyra smiles.


She’d say quietly, ‘Well, you know, Tom, I think we were always mismatched. For a man like you, Kyra is much more intelligent.’ She’d praise you. Always. ‘Kyra’s attractive. She’s clever. She’s smart.’ I mean, she’d actually say that. ‘I’m much too docile, I know.’ Jesus! I look back on that time in our lives, my own wife telling me in tones of absolute sweetness how right I was to love someone else. And what’s more, what a good choice! (He turns back, despairing.) Then when she got ill … you think, ‘I see, is this some sort of punishment? Do You always punish the meek?’ Alice’s peace of mind taken from her. Her friendship with you. She’s just beginning to absorb this. And then she’s told that she’s going to die.


He starts to cry.


Kyra   And now?


Toby   Now?


Kyra   What are you feeling?


Tom looks at her blankly for a moment, then characteristically covers up again, at once trying to hide his distress.


Toby   Oh, not too bad. I think I’m all right. No, really. I’ve found ways of coping. In the way that you do. I mean, I’ve got the business. No problem. I’ve got the house.


Then he grins, relieved to be able to get back to an anecdote. 


A woman came – I didn’t tell you this – a woman came to the door. She said she was from a local support group. I couldn’t believe it. She told me she’d come to help me to grieve. I said, ‘I beg your pardon?’ She said, don’t worry, it’s not going to cost you. It’s on the rates.’ Or the Poll Tax, whatever it’s called. I said, ‘I’m meant to feel better? You mean that’s meant to make it all right? That’s meant to make all the difference?’ Oh good, this is great, I think I’ll do this, I’ll mourn my wife in the company of this total stranger, after all it’s going to be free …


Now he is becoming disproportionately angry, his scorn for his visitor complete.


I said, ‘Look, lady, I’ll tell you one thing. When I choose to grieve for this woman … this woman with whom I spent such a … large part of my life, it will not be in the presence of a representative of Wimbledon Council.’ She said, ‘Oh, we’re in Merton now.’


He stands, genuinely furious, lost, all his anger displaced on to this story.


I mean, please tell me, what is it? Don’t they know anything? You suffer. That’s what you do. There are no short cuts. There are no easy ways. And I have been doing my share of suffering.


Kyra   Yes. I know that. That’s what I’ve heard.


Tom frowns, brought up short, suddenly hearing her say this.


Toby   What do you mean? What do you mean by that?


Kyra   I talked to Edward.


Toby   Edward?


Kyra   That’s right. 


Toby   When? You’ve talked to Edward?


Kyra   Oh shit, the pasta is going to be done …


She moves quickly to reach into the oven for the plates.


Toby   (infuriated) For Christ’s sake, forget the pasta.


Kyra   Oh God, I think it’s going to be spoilt.


Toby   What are you saying? Have you kept on seeing Edward?


Kyra   No. He’s only been over here once.


Toby   When?


Kyra   As it happened, this evening. He came, he told me that you’d been impossible. He says you still can’t live with yourself. He said you spend the whole day in a fury.


Toby   Fury? What fury?


Kyra   He says you’re totally lost.


Toby   How dare he? How dare he come here and talk about me?


But Kyra, pouring the water off the pasta, is catching some of Tom’s anger.


Kyra   He came out of kindness. He came because he’s concerned for his father.


Toby   Concerned? Concerned for his father? Like fuck! He came because he’s a little shit-stirrer. Because he likes making other people’s business his own.


Suddenly Kyra’s patience goes. She picks up a tray of cutlery and throws it violently across the room. The crash is spectacular. Tom stands dazed.


Kyra   This is it. I mean, shit! I’ve heard you, Tom … I mean, you’ve done this, you’ve done this your whole bloody life …


Toby   Done what?


Kyra   Pretended not to understand anything. Pretended, when you understand perfectly well.


Toby   Understand what?


Kyra   You’ve taken this boy …


Toby   I’ve taken him?


Kyra   You’ve taken this son of yours. Edward. You’ve made his life miserable. He told me. You had a row. For God’s sake, earlier this week, he left home.


Toby   So?


Kyra   You’re making his life unendurable. And only because you happen to be so bloody guilty …


Toby   Me?


Kyra   And so you take your guilt out on him.


Toby   Is that what I do?


Kyra   It is.


Toby   Oh, really?


Kyra   Yes.


Toby   I see. Is that his opinion?


Kyra   I think so.


Toby   Is that his version? Is that what he says?


Kyra   He didn’t need to say it. I lived with your family, remember? Do you think I don’t know what the hell’s going on?


Tom moves away again, happier now, hoping he’s off the hook. 


Toby   Ah, now I see, Kyra, you’re actually inventing. I see. This is guesswork. The truth is, you’re making this up. From your knowledge of the family you once walked out on …


Kyra   All right.


Toby   Edward didn’t actually say any of this …


But she won’t give way. She is still standing resolute, determined to take him on.


Kyra   I think he saw your behaviour.


Toby   My behaviour?


Kyra   The way you behaved at the end.


She stops, knowing she has hit home.


He was there. He knew your real feelings. And I think that’s why you’re punishing him now.


Tom just looks at her. Knowing it’s true, she goes further on to the attack.


Do you think, please, Tom, do you think I’ve believed this stuff you’ve been telling me?


Toby   Stuff?


Kyra   ‘I’m enjoying the business, it’s wonderful. I get on great with my son. Alice dying was hard, but of course I survived it. No problem. I just dropped round to see you … Oh, no reason, I just thought it was time …’ (She is bitter at the absurdity of it.) And me, I’m standing here, nodding, smiling, agreeing like some ape … and thinking, is this man lying to me deliberately? Or does he not even notice? Or is he so used to lying to himself? It’s all right for me. I’m fine. You can tell me anything. Any old story. I’m lucky because I’ve moved on. But Edward is young. He needs his father. He deserves honesty. He deserves not to be treated like dirt. 


Tom looks guiltily at her a moment, not wanting to give way completely.


Toby   That isn’t fair.


Kyra   Oh, isn’t it?


Toby   It isn’t one-sided. Sometimes, I know, I can be hard on the boy.


Kyra   And why?


Toby   He’s such a jerk. That’s the reason.


Kyra   Oh come on, Tom.


He looks at her reproachfully a moment, then suddenly admits the truth.


Toby   All right, it’s true. I couldn’t face Alice. I couldn’t. Not at the end. Any excuse. I went travelling. I opened hotels abroad. New York. Los Angeles. The further the better. I couldn’t – I know it was wrong of me – do you really think I don’t know it? – but, Jesus … I could not stay in that room. All right, I’m not proud. We both knew what was happening. I kept thinking, ‘It’s not like a test. What’s happening is chance. It’s pure chance. It’s simply bad luck.’ But I couldn’t fight it. I felt … oh, everyone’s watching. Her friends. I know what they think. This is some sort of trial of my character. And no doubt the bastards are saying I fail. (He is suddenly vehement.) But Edward was as bad. Don’t ever think otherwise. He failed just as badly. In a different way. I came home, six friends of his lying on the floor, drinking Heineken. Drugs. Shit, I don’t know … I remember screaming, ‘What the hell are you doing? Don’t you know your mother is lying up there?’ I was so angry. I felt this anger, I never got over it. Every day this fury that you had walked out. Walked out and left me to handle this thing. I did try to use it. I used your memory. I kept saying, ‘Look, I must behave well. I must try. Because who knows? If I behave well, I still have a chance here.’


Kyra   A chance?


Toby   Yes.


Kyra   What sort of chance?


Toby   I think you know what I mean. I kept on saying, ‘If I behave well, if I get through this, then maybe Kyra is going to come back.’


Kyra stands stunned, understanding how deep his feeling is. He goes on haltingly.


Sitting by the bed. Just awful. Looking at Alice, propped up on the pillows, her eyes liquid, cut off … I’d think, ‘Oh shit, if Kyra were with us, if Kyra were here …’


He stops a moment and shakes his head.


Jesus, why weren’t you? ‘If Kyra were here, she’d know what to do.’


Kyra stands absolutely taken aback, as if not knowing what to think about his shocking devotion to her. He knows how much this has affected her.


But you ran and left us.


Kyra   Yes. I had to.


Toby   You did what you said people never should do.


Kyra   I had no alternative. I had to get out of Alice’s way. I had to make a new life of my own.


Toby   And this is it, Kyra? This is the life that you made? Will you tell me, will you tell me, please, Kyra, what exactly are you doing here?


Suddenly there are two shocked people in the room. She is holding the edge of the table. When she speaks she is very quiet. 


Kyra   Are you going to go down? Will you speak to Frank then?


Toby   What shall I say to him?


Kyra   Send him away.


Without looking at her Tom walks across the room and opens the door and goes out. Kyra is alone, dazed now, white, like a shadow. She goes into the kitchen and pours the sauce into a bowl. She puts the bowl on the table, mechanically, not really thinking. She puts a second wine glass on the table. Then she gets a loaf of bread, takes a knife and cuts slices. The room seems dark, like a painting, the little red fire burning and the shadows falling across her face. Then Tom appears at the door. He closes it but does not yet move towards her.


Toby   He’s gone.


He moves across the room. They take each other in their arms and she holds him tightly, hugging him desperately, and beginning to cry, shaking with grief in his arms. He puts his hand through her hair.


Kyra, Kyra I’m back.


He runs his hand over and over through her hair. The lights fade to darkness.
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