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LIVING MEMORY
By Genni Trickett

gennitrickett@gmail.com

A story of timeless friendship

It is 2018, and Jo has just moved into her dream cottage with her loving husband. But
what is she running from? Back in 1945, Ruby battles to save her marriage to Frank,
after a family tragedy threatens to tear them apart. Will the two women find in each

other the strength they need to survive?

CAST:

Jo (mid-late thirties)

Jerry (mid-late thirties)

Ruby (mid-forties – early-fifties)

Frank (mid-forties – early-fifties)

Russel (early forties)

Rachel (Early forties)

Gracie (early-mid-thirties)

PROPS

(These are the props that we used during the Q2 Players performance at The National Archives.
Please feel free to adjust as you wish!)

Double bed (half modern, half 1940s, must have space underneath)

Two identical teddy bears - one aged

Two identical trunks - one aged

Two chests of drawers

2 sets of identical documents, newspapers, medals, cricket balls, dictionaries and locks of hair etc.
One set aged.

1940s radio

Two pictures of Sam in frames - one aged.
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Vanity Set

Fireplace

New Home cards

Holdall containing clothes, headphones, books, hairdryer, hairbrush, makeup, creams, toothbrush etc
on with Jo. P5 – Clean 1940s washing on with Ruby Harriet

Bottle of wine and glass

Toothbrush

Mobile phone

1940s suitcase

Duster & Beeswax

Broom

Christmas tree

SPECIAL REQUIREMENTS

Country accents for Frank, Ruby and Gracie would be nice, but not essential.

ACT 1

SCENE 1

(Dream a Little Dream, Michael Bublé)

Jerry and Jo enter, slightly breathless. Jo is carrying a holdall.

JERRY: And finally, la pièce de résistance - the bedroom.

JO: Really? I would never have guessed.

JERRY: So? What do you think?

JO: Hang on, the tour’s not finished!

JERRY: Yes, it is. Sitting room, kitchen, spare bedroom, bathroom and master bedroom.
You’ve seen it all. It’s not a mansion, you know, it’s a cottage. That’s it, that’s your lot.

JO: No it isn’t. You said there was an attic. I want to see it.
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JERRY: I haven’t done anything with the attic yet. I haven’t had time.

JO: So? Let’s take a look.

JERRY: There’s nothing to see, honestly. And the ladder’s really rickety and dangerous – I
need to see if I can fix it.

JO: There must be something up there. This place is really old. I bet there are ghosts, or
maybe even treasure. Hidden away by smugglers in bygone days.

JERRY: This is not Famous Five. And we are nowhere near the sea. But I had a peek and
yes, there is definitely stuff up there - it’s packed to the rafters with dusty old junk. It’ll take
months to sort through. I thought that might be a project for you.

JO: Thanks. So you get to do all the fun stuff, and I get to battle with spiders, and moths, and
rats…

JERRY: Fun stuff? What, like working my fingers to the bone ripping out antique plumbing,
knocking down walls, installing electricity and insulation, fighting with contractors, that sort
of fun stuff? Anyway, there aren’t any rats.

JO: Of course there are rats. This is an old country house. All old country houses have rats.

JERRY: Since when are you an expert on old country houses?

JO: Everybody knows that there are rats in the countryside. It’s lousy with them. Ask
anyone.

JERRY: Not in houses. Not rats. Mice, maybe. I’ve been here for weeks and I haven’t seen
one rat.

JO: Well –

JERRY: Anyway! Hypothetical rodents aside, what do you think?

JO: Honestly?

JERRY: Honestly.

JO: I love it.

JERRY: Really?

JO: Of course I do. How could I not love it? It’s beautiful. I barely recognise the place. How
on earth did you get it done in time?

JERRY: Hard, backbreaking work. And I gave lots of people lots and lots of money to do
most of that hard, backbreaking work for me.

JO: How much money?

JERRY: It doesn’t matter. If you love it, it doesn’t matter.

JO: I do. I should never have doubted you.
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JERRY: (teasingly) No, you shouldn’t. Don’t do it again.

JO: You have to admit, six months ago it was a total hovel.

JERRY: It was never a hovel. It was an extremely desirable property, in need of a little care
and attention.

JO: Or a dirty, ramshackle, collapsing old house in need of complete, very expensive
renovation.

JERRY: Or that. But you have to admit, it was worth it.

JO: It was. It’s funny, but despite the new paint smell – which is lovely, by the way - it
already feels like home. It’s probably because we’ve got all the furniture from the flat in here.
It looks ok, doesn’t it? I wasn’t sure it would work, but it does.

JERRY: Even if it didn’t, we didn’t have any choice. The stuff that was in here was
completely unusable, all riddled with moths and woodworm. I took it all to the tip. All apart
from the bed – I checked it over, and it doesn’t look too wormy.  And I think it looks good in
here. Besides which, I’m not sure how we’d get it out.

JO: No, it is a bit of a beast, isn’t it? I wonder how they got it in.

JERRY: Probably built it in here. They used to do things like that, country people.

JO: Now who’s the countryside expert?

JERRY: The mattress is new though.

JO: I should bloody well hope so! Where’s our old bed?

JERRY: In the spare room. You saw it just now.

JO: I didn’t notice. I think I like this one better. It looks as though it has stories to tell. (picks
up pillow and sniffs it) Clean sheets, too.

JERRY: Of course. I wanted everything to be perfect for when you got here.

JO: And it is. Thank you, darling. You’ve worked so hard.

JERRY: Anything for you, my princess. (pause)

JO: That’s it!

JERRY: What’s what?

JO: I’ve been trying to figure out what feels weird about this place, and I’ve just got it. It’s
the silence. There’s no cars, no shouting, no sirens…nothing. Complete quiet. Eerie quiet.

JERRY: Compared to London, yeah. But you’ve been at Rachel’s for the last three weeks
and it must have been quiet there too. You should be used to it by now.

JO: Rachel lives in a small town. I know you insist on believing she lives in the sticks, but
she really doesn’t – there’s quite a lot going on in Carford. Supermarkets, pubs, even a
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theatre. It’s practically civilized. We’re the ones who live in the sticks now. We’re the
bumpkins.

JERRY: Hardly.

JO: Oh yes we are. We’re rustics. Clodhoppers. We’ll be chewing straw before you know it.

JERRY: We’re only 80 miles from London, we’re not exactly stuck in the middle of
nowhere. And there’s a bit of life in the village. The neighbours seem nice.

JO: Don’t tell me; before I got here you were besieged by an endless stream of middle aged
ladies in their best slacks, beating a path to the door with home-made pies and stews to
welcome you to the village?

JERRY (shuddering) No, thank god.

JO: Oh, come on! I can see them now. Hair freshly permed, best earrings on, reeking of
Chanel No 5, saying how lonely you must be without me and offering to keep you company.

JERRY: Not a one. The clouds of plaster dust billowing from the door and windows must
have kept them away.

JO: “Accidentally” brushing their crepey breasts against your arm as they hand you the
Tupperware. “Oooh, you’ve been working so hard on the house, you must be exhausted! I’d
luuuurve to see what you’ve done with the bedroom…” “

JERRY: Jo! Stop it! You’re making me feel ill.

JO: Really? None at all? Not one, solitary spinster postmistress?

JERRY: No!

JO: Dear me. What’s wrong with all the women round here?

JERRY: I’ve met quite a few people in the shop, and while none of them seemed overcome
with lust for me they’re fairly friendly and chatty.

JO: Ah yes, the shop. Rachel and I drove past it. Several letters missing from the sign, and
dusty bottles of Lambrini in the window.

JERRY: Well we don’t have to rely on them for our booze. There’s a pub at the top of the
hill. Apparently it does really good food, too.

JO: What’s it called - The Slaughtered Lamb?

JERRY: The Swan.

JO: How disappointing.

JERRY: Look - I’m confused - I thought this was what you wanted? Peace and quiet? Green
fields? Space to breathe? To get away from it all?

JO: It was. It is. I’m sorry darling, I’m being a cow. I’m only joking. It’s perfect. It’s a
perfect little village, and this is a perfect little cottage, and we’re going to be very happy here.
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JERRY: You’ll get used to the quiet. I have, already. It’s a shame about the view from this
window. God knows how the people opposite got planning permission for that ghastly attic
extension, it’s a bloody eyesore. Before it was built you could probably see across the street,
all the way over into the fields.

JO: Never mind. We have the view from the sitting room, looking over the garden, where it
really matters. After all, it’s not like we’ll be spending our time in here staring out of the
window.

JERRY: Good point. We’ll have better things to be doing. Speaking of which, (takes her in
his arms) how do you fancy christening our lovely new bed?

JO: Jerry…I’d love to, I really would, but I’m knackered.

JERRY: No, of course. Of course you are.

JO: It was a long drive here, and you know what Rachel’s like, she talks your ear off…

JERRY: Oh I know she does…

JO: And I’ve had three weeks of that, you can’t imagine…

JERRY: And you probably had the brats waking you up at dawn each day, kids will really
wipe you out…

JO: (Pause) Yes.

JERRY: (Pause) Anyway. Plenty of time for all that later on. So. Why don’t you relax, get
settled in up here, and I’ll go downstairs and sort out lunch for us?

JO: Don’t tell me you’ve learned to cook while I’ve been away?

JERRY: Indeed I have.

JO: Cooking, cleaning, making beds… who are you, and what have you done with my
husband?

JERRY: I don’t know what you mean. I’ve always been a domestic god.

JO: We’re having beans on toast, aren’t we?

JERRY: Yes, we are.

JO: (teasingly) I knew it was too good to be true!

JERRY: With Worcestershire sauce!

JO: Cordon bluurrrgh.

JERRY: Very funny. I thought maybe after lunch we could go for a walk? Explore the place
a bit?

JO: Why not? It’s a lovely day, it would be a shame to waste it unpacking.

JERRY: Great. Right, I shall go and don my frilly apron. You’ll be ok up here?
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JO: I’ll be fine. I’ll make friends with the rats.

JERRY: I love you, Jo.

JO: I love you too. (kisses him) Go on then, Jamie Oliver. Do your stuff.

(Jerry exits. Jo unzips her holdall and starts arranging items on the bedside table and putting
things away in drawers.)

(Ruby enters, holding clean washing, which she starts putting away in drawers on her side.
She straightens the pillow, then makes to leave but stops at the window and stares out.)

FRANK: (off) Ruby! Are you up there? Ruby! (Ruby continues staring out of the window.
Frank enters) There you are. Didn’t you hear me shouting for you?

RUBY: No. No I didn’t.

FRANK: Making me come all the way up here, and me with my knees…

RUBY: Funny how your knees never give you any bother when you’re climbing the hill to
the Swan.

FRANK: That’s not a hill. That’s a slope. Slopes are good exercise. Stairs, now, stairs are
another matter. I can feel it, right here, it’s like a knife…

RUBY: I’m only having fun with you, love. What were you wanting?

FRANK: What were you looking at?

RUBY: Nothing. I was just looking.

FRANK: You’ve always had a thing about that view. I remember when we first got here, I
could hardly tear you away from the window.

RUBY: There’s just…so much of it. It goes on and on forever, right to the end of the world.
And when the sun’s in the right place, when it shines just so, the end of the world looks
golden, and warm, and safe. It looks like a good place to be.

FRANK: You don’t half talk daft sometimes, you know that?

RUBY: Anyway. You didn’t come all the way up here, with your knees, to ask me what I was
looking at.

FRANK: I was just wondering about lunch. My stomach thinks my throat’s cut, and I’ve got
to get back to the farm.

RUBY: Oh my, is it that time already? Sorry love. Bread and cheese do you?

FRANK: So long as it’s quick.

RUBY: I’ll wrap it up and you can take it with you.

(Frank exits. Ruby lingers at the window)

FRANK: (off) Ruby! This sandwich won’t make itself!
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(Ruby exits)

(FADE)

SCENE 2

(Let There Be You)

(Jo is in bed. Jerry enters, fully dressed)

JERRY: Come on lazy-bones, up you get!

JO: What? What’s happening? Is there a fire?

JERRY: No! Of course there’s not a fire.

JO: Thank God. I thought you’d been trying to cook again.

JERRY: That was one time! And it’s not my fault the oven’s faulty. Come on, get up – I have
exciting news. Up up up!

JO: Is there a cow in the garden?

JERRY: No! Why would there be a cow in the garden?

JO: That’s the kind of exciting thing that happens in the country.

JERRY: When did you last – no, never mind. I just thought you’d like to know that I’ve
…drumroll please…fixed the ladder to the attic.

JO: Have you? That’s brilliant! Are you sure it’s safe?

JERRY: Yes, I’m sure. I mended it with my amazing handyman skills. AAAND I have been
up to have a look and there is loads of musty, old stuff for you to have a poke around in.
Including a mysterious trunk.

JO: Are you joking?

JERRY: I’m deadly serious.

JO: (jumping out of bed) That’s brilliant! Let me at it.

JERRY: It looks really old. Maybe it’s even full of treasure!

JO: You’re laughing at me.

JERRY: A little bit. Do you want to come up and see? Get your investigative journalist nose
into it?

JO: Try and stop me!
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(Jo and Jerry exit. Ruby enters with a large pile of documents and medals. She starts to put
them on the bed.  Frank follows her, lingering awkwardly in the doorway)

RUBY: Will you fetch it, then?

FRANK: I will, yes. (long pause) You’re sure about this, are you?

RUBY: Yes. I’m sure.

FRANK: It’s the right thing to do.

RUBY: Yes.

FRANK: It’ll be good for you.

RUBY: I know.

FRANK: He’s been a long time gone.

RUBY: He has.

FRANK: The world goes on.

RUBY: Yes.

FRANK: We can’t –

RUBY: Frank! Will you please just –

FRANK: Sorry, sorry. Right. Will I fetch it, then?

RUBY: Yes. Please.

FRANK: Right. I won’t be long.

RUBY: Thank you.

(Frank exits. Ruby starts to sort through the documents, studying them carefully, sometimes
smiling, sometimes looking sad.)

(Jo and Jerry enter, Jerry staggering under the weight of a trunk)

JERRY: I’m dropping it! I’m dropping it! It’s going! Help me!

JO: Hang on, put it down here…slowly, slowly… (he manages to deposit the trunk gently on
the floor) … there. Well done! Thank you, darling. It does look old, doesn’t it?

JERRY: It does. It smells old, too.

JO: It smells lovely. It smells like history. Now, the next question is, how do we get into it?

JERRY: Oh, no. Don’t look at me. I’ve given myself a hernia just getting it down here - I’m
not going back up there and crawling around in the dust looking for a key. You’ll just have to
pick the lock or something.
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JO: Just pick the lock, he says. Oh yeah, sure, no sweat. Totally in my skillset. I have an
A-level in safe-cracking, you know.

JERRY: Listen, you’re the one who’s desperate to have a nose inside, it’s your problem. I did
my bit lugging it down from the attic.

JO: You did. My big, strong man. Sssh!

JERRY: What?

JO: No, it’s stopped now, but I heard it.

JERRY: What?

JO: A cuckoo. In the garden.

JERRY: There are lots of birds around here. I saw a goldfinch yesterday.

JO: God. Don’t tell me you’re going to become a ... what do they call them? A twitcher?

JERRY: I may. (singing) Let there be birds…

JO: Oh no. Don’t start.

JERRY: (singing) to sing in the trees…

JO: What have I done?

JERRY: (singing) Someone to bless me, whenever I sneeze. (pulling her to him) Dance with
me, wife! Come on! (singing) Let there be cuckoos, a lark and a dove, but most of all
pleeeease All together now!

JO/JERRY: Let there be love!

JERRY: (kissing Jo) Do you know what? I love you.

JO: I love you too, you soppy weirdo. But you know that Nat King Cole’s version of that
song was much, much better than Michael Bublé’s, don’t you?

JERRY: I’m going to forget you said that.

JO: Superior in every way.

JERRY: Philistine. Anyway, I’m not going to take musical advice from the wild woman of
Borneo. I think you have a spider in your hair.

JO: (brushing cobwebs and dust out of her hair) And you look like Worzel Gummidge.

JERRY: Oh god, really? (rushes to mirror and starts frantically tidying himself up) Shit.

JO: Don’t worry about it, nobody’s going to see you. That’s one advantage to being hidden
away in the country – you can wander around with messy hair and egg on your shirt all day if
you like, and the only person you’re likely to scare is the postman.

JERRY: Well, actually, that’s the thing. They are. Going to see me, I mean.



11

JO: What? Who’s coming?

JERRY: Nobody. I was going to tell you – I have to go into the office today.

JO: To London? Today? But…you weren’t supposed to be going back until next Monday.
You said it was all agreed.

JERRY. I know. That was the plan. But Ash called earlier – he needs my help with the
Carlisle figures. I said I’d go in and help. Just for a few hours, then I’m all yours until
Monday.

JO: Surely Ash can manage without you? He’s not completely incompetent, is he? Mind you,
I shouldn’t be surprised that a man who wears novelty ties can’t add up.

JERRY: That’s not fair. Ash is a good bloke. But I’ve worked on this from the beginning,
and even I find it a struggle. It’s bloody complicated. He’s just getting a bit snarled up
without me.

JO: So explain it all to him on the phone. Email him. Skype him. The broadband’s all set up.
I don’t understand why you have to go up there in person. That’s what technology’s for, so
that everybody can work from home in their pants.

JERRY: You’re being silly.

JO: Am I? Why’s that, then? Because I want you with me? Because I need…

JERRY: You’ll be fine. Like I said, I’ll be back this evening. And once you’ve managed to
open this, you’ll be engrossed – you know what you’re like. You won’t even notice I’m gone.

JO: I will not be fine.

JERRY: Jo…

JO: I don’t believe this. I’ve only been here four days. They work you like a dog all year
round, and then they won’t even give you one week, one week in peace in your new house
with your wife?

JERRY: To be fair, I took a lot of time off to sort this place out. And I had ten days off
before, when…

JO: Oh yes, that’s right. You had ten whole days. Forgive me, I was being selfish. Of course,
your job has to come first. Before me, before our…before everything.

JERRY: Jo, please…

JO: Why don’t you tell them to go… oh, hang on.

JERRY: What?

JO: I see.

JERRY: What do you see?

JO: It’s not them, is it? It’s you.
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JERRY: What are you talking about?

JO: They don’t really need you to go in at all, do they? It’s you. You want to go.

JERRY: For God’s sake…

JO: You’ve had enough of being here with me. You want to go to London and have some
fun. You want to go and hang out with the boys, have a laugh, have a drink, enjoy a bit of
freedom.

JERRY: You know that’s not true.

JO: Do I? Actually I don’t blame you – it can’t be much fun being stuck here with such a
misery. Boring, miserable Jo - I should be over it by now, shouldn’t I? We’ve had enough
sadness, enough crying, we’ve done all that. Over. Finito. Let’s move on. Why is she still
being such a drag? That’s what you think.

JERRY: Jo…

JO: I should be laughing by now, shouldn’t I? Singing, dancing, making happy plans for the
future. I should be skipping for joy. But you know what? I can’t. Somehow, I just can’t. And
if that makes me a drag, or a bore, then I’m sorry, Jerry. I’m sorry if I’m bringing you down. I
can’t help it. You go, go to London, enjoy yourself, have a break from me. You deserve it.

JERRY: Don’t be like this.

JO: Like what?

JERRY: Like…this. All bitter and angry. I don’t expect you to be happy, I don’t expect you
to be over it, I don’t expect you to be anything. But please don’t hate me.

JO: I don’t hate you, Jerry. I don’t. I’m jealous of you, that’s all.

JERRY: Jealous of me?

JO: Yes. I’m jealous of the way that you’re dealing with things. You’re calm, and you’re
sensible, and you don’t scream, or shout, or throw things. I want to know how you do it. I
want to be in that place too. Tell me how you do it.

JERRY: Listen to me. We’re both managing the best we can.

JO: Tell me! I want to know!

JERRY: I’m no better than you, I don’t know what I’m doing. I’m taking it day by day, just
like you are. And I’m so proud of you, how strong you’re being. And of course I don’t want a
break from you. I love you. I don’t want to be away from you for a minute.

JO: So don’t go to London. Stay here with me. I’m not strong, Jerry, I need you. Stay with
me. Please?

JERRY: I can’t.

JO: It’s all just words with you, isn’t it? It doesn’t mean anything, not really. Say the right
words and she’ll calm down. It’s like a magic formula – Open Sesame, Abracadabra, Hocus
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Pocus! I’m proud of you – Shazam! I love you – Pouf! And she’s a quiet, good little wife
again.

JERRY: Please try to understand. I’m not going to the office because I want to – let’s face it,
I never go to work because I want to. But they’re in trouble, and they need me.

JO: I’m in trouble. I need you.

JERRY: And you’ll have me. Tonight, and for the rest of the week. But right now, I have to
go and help Ash. The Carlisle account is my baby, and I need to be there to see it through.

JO: What did you just say? The Carlisle account is your what?

JERRY: Jo…

JO: No, don’t. Just shut up. Shut the fuck up. Get out, go to London, go on. Run away to
Ash, he can have you. I don’t want you here.

JERRY: But…

JO: JUST GO!

(Jerry exits. Jo bursts into tears)

(Frank enters, carrying the trunk)

FRANK: Where do you want it, then?

RUBY: Ssshhh. (listens) Did you hear that?

FRANK: Hear what?

RUBY: I don’t know…it sounded like someone crying. Like a woman crying.

FRANK: It’s probably a wood pigeon on the chimney. They sound like that, sometimes.

RUBY: Yes…

FRANK: Come on then, where do you want this? I’m not going to stand here holding it
forever.

RUBY: Oh. Just on the floor there, thanks love.

FRANK: (puts trunk down) Why not do it in the attic? That’s where it’s going to end up.

RUBY: Not enough light.

FRANK. Well. Just let me know when you’re done, and I’ll take it up for you.

RUBY: You don’t want to stay and do it with me?

FRANK: No. No, this is your do. I’ll leave you to it.

RUBY: All right.

FRANK: Well. I’ll go and… I’ll just be…
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RUBY: Yes, Frank. (Frank exits)

RUBY: He’s right, Sam. It’s time at last. Time to put you to bed, my darling. So. Let’s get on
with it, shall we?

(Ruby opens the trunk, sits on the bed and starts to put the things in the trunk. She comes to a
photo of a young man in military uniform, which she looks at for a long time before putting it
in the trunk. She picks up another document, then discards it before taking out the
photograph again, holding it to her heart and bursting into tears.)

(Jo sits up, as though she has heard something. She stands and walks around the room, trying
to locate the source of the sound. Frank enters)

FRANK: Ruby. Ruby, I…

RUBY: Don’t Frank. Just … don’t even try. Please.

(Frank goes to speak, then changes his mind. He bows his head and leaves. Ruby continues
sobbing.)

As she walks around, listening, Jo stubs her toe on the trunk which she gives a vicious kick to.
Realising that the catch is almost broken through, she sits down and opens the trunk. She lifts
out a few documents. Reaching Sam’s photo, she lifts it out and looks at it for a long while.

(FADE)

SCENE 3

(I’ll Be Seeing You, Michael Bublé)

(Ruby and Jo are sitting on the bed. Ruby has tidied everything away into the trunk. Jo has
taken everything out and scattered it around. Jerry walks in)

JERRY: Hello you.

JO: Hello you.

JERRY: Listen, I…

JO: No, darling, I’m the one who should be sorry.

JERRY: I hadn’t even said anything yet! Maybe I wasn’t going to apologise.

JO: Yes, you were. I know you. But you mustn’t. It was my fault, earlier. All of it.

JERRY: No, it…

JO: I was being selfish, and demanding, and emotionally manipulative. All the things I
absolutely promised myself I would not be. Why shouldn’t you go to London, for God’s
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sake? It’s not like you were going on a jolly – you went to work! Which is a good thing,
actually, since you’re the only one bringing any money in right now. Not that it would matter
if you were going on a jolly – you should go out! You should have fun! And so should I! It’s
not like I want us both to sit in and cry forever, it’s just…I don’t know what I want! And I’m
scared. And I am so, so very sorry for taking it out on you. Forgive me?

JERRY: (taking her in his arms) Hey, hey, hey. Come here.

RUBY: Frank!

JERRY: It’s all right. It’s going to be all right.

JO: Do you promise?

JERRY: I do.

(Frank enters)

FRANK: That you done?

RUBY: Yes.

FRANK: Shall I take it up, then? (Ruby nods. He picks up the trunk and turns to go)

RUBY: Frank!

FRANK: What?

RUBY: Stop.

FRANK: What do you mean, stop?

RUBY: I don’t think I’m ready. I’m sorry, I know I said I was, I thought I was, but I’m not.
I’m not ready, Frank.

FRANK: We’ve talked about this.

RUBY: I know

FRANK: We’ve gone over and over it.

RUBY: I know.

FRANK: And we agreed that it was time to put his stuff away. So that you can move on.

RUBY: So that we can move on.

FRANK: That’s right. So.

RUBY: But I don’t think I can. I’m sorry.

FRANK: Oh, Ruby. You’ve been getting on so much better lately. Come on, chin up girl.
Don’t let it beat you now.
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RUBY: You’re right. No, you’re right. I was feeling better. But something’s happened - I
don’t know what, but these last few days it’s been…as though I’m going backwards. Getting
worse.

FRANK: Now then…

RUBY: I know how it sounds. It’s very hard to explain.

JO: It’s so difficult to explain, but it’s like, since we came here, it’s been getting harder, not
easier.

RUBY: It hurt so much, but I knew that every day I was getting a little bit better. Every week,
every month that went by, I said to myself “you’re doing well, Ruby”, and I believed it.

JO: I was making progress, before. I could feel it. It was like I was coming back to life after
being … being in a coma, or something. I was only thinking about him twenty times a day,
instead of every single minute. I was smiling, laughing sometimes…

RUBY: Every day hurt that little bit less. I felt guilty sometimes, when I realised that I hadn’t
thought about him for a whole morning, or when Charlie came round with that mad puppy,
and we were all laughing so much, do you remember?

JO: But for some reason, since the day we moved in, I’ve taken about a hundred steps back.

RUBY: I really thought I could do it. That I could carry on. But now – I don’t know why, but
it feels all new again. All sort of raw, like I grew this big scab and now somebody’s come and
ripped it off.

JO: And it’s different, somehow. Before, I was mourning for my baby, my unborn baby, but
now it feels…like I’m grieving for a person. A real person. The boy, the man he might have
been. Would have been.

RUBY: And I’m in pain, so much pain. Because I’ve lost him all over again.

JERRY: Tell me about it. Come on, let it all out.

JO: No, never mind. Forget it. I’m going to have a drink, do you want one?

JERRY: No thanks. Jo…

JO: I’ll just be a minute. (she walks out)

RUBY: Frank?

FRANK: I don’t know what to say. All this… it sounds mad.

RUBY: Mad?

FRANK: You know I love you, Ruby, and I want to help you. But I don’t think me spoiling
you is going to help.

RUBY: Spoiling me?
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FRANK: If I don’t put my foot down, and make you put that trunk in the attic and get on
with your life, then you never will. It’s been two years now. More than two years.

RUBY: Two years and eight months.

FRANK: Well then.

RUBY: You didn’t know, did you? You don’t even remember the date he died.

FRANK: Of course I do.

RUBY: Your own son, and you don’t even…

FRANK: Of course I do! You said it yourself, he was my son too! You’re not the only one
grieving! But we can’t just stay like this, stuck for ever! We didn’t die with him…

RUBY: With who, Frank?

FRANK: What?

RUBY: Who didn’t you die with?

FRANK: What are you talking about? You know who.

RUBY: You can’t say it, can you? You can’t even say his name. You always say “him” or
“my son” or “the boy”. Why can’t you say it?

FRANK: Come on now…

RUBY: Say it. Say his name.

FRANK: Let it alone, Ruby.

RUBY: Say it! Say it!

FRANK: Will you just -

RUBY! Say it! Say it! Say it! His name was Sam! SAM! He was our son! His name was
Sam! And he’s dead!

FRANK: I know he is! Don’t you think I know that? Every day when I wake up, I know it!
And every night, when I go to bed.  But I’m not going to… I can’t… not like you… (pause)
You’re a cruel woman sometimes, Ruby Oakley. A cruel woman. (puts down trunk and exits)

RUBY: Am I, Sam? Am I cruel?

(Jo enters with a glass of wine)

JERRY: Talk to me, Jo. Tell me what you’re feeling.

JO: No, it doesn’t matter. Really. I’m sorry, darling.

JERRY: What for?

JO: For bringing all this up again. It’s just as painful for you.
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JERRY: No, it –

JO: I think I … forget sometimes, that you lost him too. That you must be hurting too.

JERRY: Well of course, but…

JO: Banging on like this – it’s unfair of me. Cruel.

JERRY: Don’t worry about any of that. I want you to talk to me.

JO: I know you’ve been carrying us for the past few months, and I am grateful.

JERRY: I haven’t.

JO: Oh yes, you have. And it’s time it stopped. I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that
actually - I have good news. Well, I hope you’ll think it’s good news.

JERRY: Really? What?

JO: Russell called yesterday, when you were in the garden.

JERRY: Russell!

JO: Yes. I was going to tell you, but then you showed me the fox hole and I completely
forgot.

JERRY: What did he want?

JO: He wants me to start writing for him again.

JERRY: How would that work?

JO: Not sure yet. There are a lot of details to hammer out – I told him there’s no way I’m
going to commute to London, obviously, but he thinks maybe he could get me a regular
column, writing about life in the countryside or something.

JERRY: A column!

JO: I know. It would make a nice change from chasing D-Listers in and out of nightclubs,
wouldn’t it? And people like that sort of thing. Comic encounters with local rustics,
gardening, farmer’s wives’ scone recipes, you know the sort of stuff. All those people who’ve
never been outside the M25, they’d lap it up

JERRY: I suppose. But are you really ready to go back to work? I mean, you were just
saying…

JO: I know. I know. But maybe this is just what I need? Something to focus on. Something to
get passionate about.

JERRY: You could always try getting passionate about me.

JO: Jerry, I’m being serious.

JERRY: Oh, so am I, believe me. Are you sure you want to do this?
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JO: I honestly don’t know. I don’t think Russell’s thought through all the details yet, he was
just talking off the top of his head. He’s going put an offer together over the next couple of
weeks, then we’ll talk it through properly, see if we can make it work for both of us.

JERRY: Both of us, as in you and me?

JO: Well, yes, of course, that too. But I actually meant me and Russell. He’s going to come to
the house, so we can discuss it in person.

JERRY: He’s coming here?

JO: Yep. I thought he’d make me slog up to London, but he seemed quite keen to come
down. Maybe he’s secretly a country boy, desperate to escape the mean streets of Mayfair.

JERRY: Russel? I hardly think so. Proper city slicker, that one.

JO: City slicker?? Who even says that?

JERRY: Me. Laugh if you like -

JO: Oh, I will.

JERRY: But that’s exactly what he is. He’s sharp. Sneaky. Untrustworthy. Like an urban fox.

JO: How very poetic of you! And I thought you liked him.

JERRY: No you didn’t.

JO: All right, I didn’t. But I honestly don’t understand why you dislike him so much, he’s
never done anything to you.

JERRY: He’s just…it’s the way he… I just don’t like him being around you.

JO: Around me? It’s not like I have a lot of choice. He’s my boss.

JERRY: He doesn’t have to be.

JO: What do you mean?

JERRY: You could get another job. Around here.

JO: Like what? Ask the farmer if he’s got any milking he needs doing?

JERRY: No…

JO: Or maybe we could get some chickens, and I could sell the eggs? Or I could learn to spin
wool?

JERRY: There’s a local paper. Why don’t you ask them?

JO: Why would I want to work for the local rag, when Russell is prepared to let me keep my
job on a national? A well-paid job, working from home? And let’s face it – we need the
money after everything we spent on this house.

JERRY: We can manage…
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JO: No, Jerry. I’ve worked hard to get where I am and I plan to stay there. And you know
what the doctor said about routine and stability. Are you really going to screw this up for me,
just because of your completely irrational vendetta against Russel?

JERRY: No. No, of course I’m not. Just…be careful, won’t you? When he comes down.
Don’t let him talk you into doing anything you don’t want to do.

JO: No, of course not.

JERRY: (Sharply) Do you promise?

JO: (Surprised) Okay, I promise. Happy?

RUBY: He worries about me, Sam. That’s all it is. He’d never admit it, but he’s worried
about me.

JERRY: Sorry. I just - I worry about you. I just think…I feel…

JO: What?

JERRY: It’s just that you…I mean recently…we never…

JO: Oh God, Jerry, is that what this is about? All of this?

JERRY: Well no, not all of it. But you must admit –

JO: We talked about this. Dr King said it was perfectly normal, remember?

JERRY: Of course I remember.

JO: And you said you’d be patient.

JERRY: I know I did.

JO: Well then.

JERRY: But it’s not just about that. You’re shutting me out in other ways too. I don’t know
what you’re thinking half the time, it’s like you’re wearing a mask. The only time you really
say how you feel is when you’re shouting at me.

JO: That’s not fair, Jerry. I’ve said I’m sorry.

JERRY: No, you’re not listening. I don’t want you to apologise, I want you to be honest with
me, to share with me. I want you to let me back in.

JO: I have absolutely no idea what you’re talking about.

JERRY: Just now, you started to open up, but then it was like you caught yourself and
slammed down the shutter. That happens over and over again, and it really hurts. You’re my
best friend. I want to help you, and I don’t know how because you won’t tell me.

JO: Listen, darling, I know you’re worried about me. And it’s lovely of you. But you don’t
need to be, honestly.

RUBY: He shouldn’t worry about me, you know.
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JO/RUBY: I’m just fine. I’m just fine.

(FADE)

SCENE 4

(Have I told you lately that I love you? Michael Bublé)

(Jo is in pyjamas, toothbrush in mouth, phone under her ear. She is talking to her sister,
Rachel. The trunk is still there, and papers and documents litter the bed and the bedside

table)

JO (garbled around the toothbrush): It’s just fascinating, it really is. FASCINATING.
FAS…CI… Oh, hang on… (she disappears off stage to spit). (offstage) I was saying, it’s
fascinating. It’s like a little window to the past. Or a shrine, actually. (back on, sans
toothbrush) More like a shrine to the past, to this boy, Sam Oakley. It’s got everything in
here; his birth certificate, his teddy bear, his bible, what looks like pretty much all of his
clothes, his shoes, a ton of letters, his army medals, and the telegram, of course. (pause) Yes,
he died. In Tunisia, in February 1943. He was only 22. Isn’t that horrible? I bet his parents
did this, put all of his stuff in the trunk after he died. Well, his mum anyway. So she could
open it whenever she wanted, and just…remember him. So sad. (Pause) Yeah, no, I’m fine.
It’s just really touching. To know that they lived here, his mother must have grieved for him,
here in this room. It’s a little bit eerie, actually. (pause) No, I know, but it’s completely
different. I – (pause) it’s not morbid! I’m just interested. Hang on, I’m putting you on
speakerphone, OK? (puts phone down, goes to get hairbrush, starts brushing her hair) I’ve
been thinking about doing some research into the family, to find out who they were. Maybe
there’s somebody out there, a grandchild or something, who would love to have this trunk
back.

RACHEL: Are there any details about the family in there?

JO: No, I just have his name - Sam Oakley. I don’t know the mother’s first name, or the
father’s, but I’m sure it wouldn’t be that difficult to track them down.

RACHEL: Who owned the house before you?

JO: I think his name was Alfred something.

RACHEL: Could he help?

JO: Well, he’s in a home, pretty much gaga apparently, so the purchase was done through the
solicitors. Jerry never even met him. Oh, what was his name? Alfred…Alfred… Begins with
a B. B b b b b b. Bennet! That was it. Alfred Bennet. Not an Oakley at all.  And he obviously
didn’t care about the house, because it was in a hell of a state – well, you saw it.
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RACHEL: It was a dump. Jerry has worked wonders.

JO: I know! He proved us both wrong, didn’t he? Anyway, I don’t think Alfred Bennet will
be much help. But I’m sure I can find stuff online, archives and so forth.

RACHEL: Are you sure you can’t think of better things to do with your time?

JO: But it just seems so wrong. He lived here, and he died for his country, and somebody
obviously loved him very much, and now he’s just been forgotten and left to moulder away in
the attic.

RACHEL: How gruesome.

JO: Obviously not him personally, he’s not up there dangling from the rafters, grinning away
– but all his things…

RACHEL: Listen, Jo, do you think this is the right thing for you to be focussing on right
now? I’m just thinking about your state of mind –

JO: Rachel, if you go all pop psych on me I’m going to hang up on you. I’m warning you.
I’ve been through all this with the counsellor. Been there, done that, bought the T-Shirt with
the arms that tie at the back. Sam has nothing to do with it, and you’re jumping to facile and
insulting conclusions.

RACHEL: Sam is it, now? You’re on first name terms then?

JO: Oh just shut up.

RACHEL: Calm down.

JO: I’m perfectly calm. It’s just that yet again you are treating me like a child, and I get
enough of that from mum.

RACHEL: I’m not treating you like a child, I’m looking out for you, there’s a difference.
I’m not going to nag at you like mum does, but I’m not going to apologise for being
concerned.

JO: You are nagging at me.

RACHEL: I am not. But you get these mad enthusiasms, Jo, you rush into things headlong
without thinking why you’re really doing it, or what the consequences will be. Please, for
once in your life, will you just stop and examine your motives?

JO: There you go again, nagging. Naggy, naggy, nag…

RACHEL: Stop behaving like a child.

JO: Stop treating me like one.

RACHEL: Fine! Fine. Go your own sweet bloody way, as always.

JO: Thank you. I will.

RACHEL: You’re being infuriating, you know that?
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JO: And you’re being paranoid. I have simply found a project that interests me, which will
give me a focus and a purpose. OK? (pause) OK?

RACHEL: OK.

JO: Good.

RACHEL: Just promise me one thing; if you start to find that you’re getting depressed again,
you chuck it all in.

JO: I won’t.

RACHEL: You might. There are parallels here, and I think it might get to you after a while.
I’m not sure it’s a healthy obsession, this one.

JO: It’s not an obsession. It is a purely academic interest.

RACHEL: No, it isn’t. Be honest.

JO: Ok, I admit that the interest may be a little bit personal. But not in the way you’re
thinking. It’s just that I can’t stop thinking about this boy’s mother, whoever she was. I keep
trying to imagine how she must have felt. She raised that boy, she fed him, and cuddled him,
and cleaned up his knees when he fell over, and sang to him, and sat by his bed when he was
ill. She did all that and then he went away to war, to countries she couldn’t even picture in her
head, and she was so sad and so scared, and then one day there was a knock at the door, and a
piece of paper saying he’s dead. And that was it. She had to deal with the fact that that her
son was never going to come home to her. I can’t even begin to imagine how awful it must
have been. How she must have felt.

RACHEL: Can’t you? It sounds as though you can.

JO: Maybe a little bit. But it was completely different for me. I never knew my son. You
can’t compare the two things, really.

RACHEL: I think you can. That’s why I think this is dangerous. You’re a writer, Jo, you’re
imaginative and sensitive. I just don’t want you to take on a grief that’s not yours, on top of
everything you’ve already been through.

JO: It’s funny you say that, because that’s exactly how it feels, sometimes. Like I’m feeling
more pain than I should be. It hits me, like a wave. And when it happens, it’s always in this
room, in the bedroom.

RACHEL: Oh God. Do you think you’ve got a ghost? A sad, bereaved ghost?

JO: Don’t be ridiculous. It’s more like an atmosphere. Like the room has just soaked it in, or
something, and I’m picking up on it… oh, I have no idea what I’m saying, really. It sounds
stupid.

RACHEL: No. It sounds like a classic case of transference.

JO: I warned you, Rachel.
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RACHEL: No, don’t you dare hang up on me. This is exactly what I was worried about.
Look, I’m not asking you to give up on this project of yours, because I know you won’t
listen, but please, try to keep a safe emotional distance.

JO: I know what I’m doing. I’m not a loony, you know.

RACHEL: I know that. Promise me?

JO: Yeah, yeah, yeah, whatever.

RACHEL: Thank you. Now, let’s change the subject. How are you enjoying country life?

JO: Loving it.

RACHEL: Really? You’re not feeling too isolated? You’re not missing London, or missing
us? You’re a bit buried down there.

JO: Buried? God, what a way to put it. I’m living in the country, I’m not dead.

RACHEL: Ok, not buried. You know what I mean.

JO: (putting cream on her face) I feel really claustrophobic, now you’ve said that.

RACHEL: Sorry.

JO: Anyway, I don’t miss London at all. I was already over it, really, even
before…everything. All the noise, the smell, the constant running, always feeling tired.
Everything here just feels so…clean. It’s not, the house is already covered in dust and
cobwebs and I simply can’t be arsed to do anything about it, but it just feels clean and fresh.
Like a new start.

RACHEL: You don’t think you’ll get bored?

JO: No, I don’t think so. I’ve been doing a lot of reading, and I walk for hours every day -

RACHEL: You? Walking???

JO: Yes, well they don’t have cabs here. And there’s a really nice spot down by the river,
about half a mile away - I go there just to sit and think, and look at the water.

RACHEL: You’ve changed.

JO: Maybe I’ve grown up.

RACHEL: It took you long enough.

JO: That is extremely rude. Anyway, the big news is I may not have time for all that much
longer – I’m thinking of going back to work.

RACHEL: You’ve found something?

JO: Russell has. Well, he may have. A regular column. He’s coming down here to talk it over
next week.

RACHEL: He’s coming to see you?
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JO: Yeah.

RACHEL: (pause) Be careful, won’t you?

JO: What is this? What has everyone got against Russell all of a sudden?

RACHEL: Don’t play the innocent, Jo. You know how Russell feels about you.

JO: Oh come on, Russel and I happened a long time ago. And he knows I’m married, he’s
met Jerry lots of times.

RACHEL: I’m not sure Russell cares about that sort of thing.

JO: The day after my first ever date with Jerry, I told him we were over. I was very clear on
that point. And nothing has happened between us since, nothing at all.

RACHEL: Hasn’t stopped him flirting with you though, has it? It’s outrageous, the way he
carries on. Quite disgusting.

JO: It’s not disgusting! He’s a good-looking bloke, and it’s just a bit of fun.

RACHEL: For you, maybe. How does Jerry feel about Russell coming to visit?

(Ruby walks in, in her nightie, carrying an oil lamp, starts getting ready for bed. Jo stops and
listens.)

RACHEL: Jo? Are you still there?

JO: Sorry! Yes, yes I’m here.

RACHEL: I asked you how Jerry feels about Russell coming to visit?

JO: I don’t know. I wouldn’t say he was happy, exactly -

RACHEL: I bet he’s not.

JO: But he knows I need to work. Not just because of the money, but for me.

RACHEL: Where is Jerry, anyway? Not still at work?

JO: No. He’s at the Swan.

RACHEL: What?

JO: The pub.

RACHEL: Oh. Why aren’t you there with him?

JO: I went with him last Friday, but it’s not really my sort of place. Sticky floors and a fruit
machine, and a lot of silent, hatchet-faced men watching the football.

RACHEL: I know the type of thing. Grim. So why is Jerry there?

JO: I don’t know. He says he likes it. He’s been there every night this week.

RACHEL: Does he know people there?
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JO: I’m not sure. I don’t think so. I think he just sits and drinks.

RACHEL: Oh God. Every night, really?

JO: Yes.

(Ruby is now pacing up and down, looking at the clock and looking out of the window)

RACHEL: That doesn’t sound good.

JO: (looking at her watch) No.

RACHEL: You don’t sound that bothered.

JO: Of course I’m bothered, Rachel. He’s my husband. Of course the fact that he would
rather sit in a mouldy old pub and get plastered on his own than be here with me bothers me.
But he’s a grown man and I don’t see what I can do about it.

RACHEL: Have you talked to him?

JO: No.

RACHEL: Jo –

JO: I can’t. I’ve tried, but I can’t. I get it all straight in my head, what I’m going to say, but
then I look at him and…nothing comes out. I can’t explain how I feel, and I can’t think of
anything to say that wouldn’t sound whiny, or needy, or patronising, or critical.

RACHEL: It’s not all about you, you know. He must be hurting too.

JO: Yes, I know that.

RACHEL: Well, have you thought of asking him how he feels?

JO: Yes. But I’m scared of what he might say. I’m worried that if I open that box all sort of
horrible things will come out, and we might not be able to put them back in again.

RACHEL: So, what are you going to do?

JO: I’m sort of hoping that if I shut my eyes and pretend everything is ok it will all…go
away.

RACHEL: How adult of you.

JO: Well, it might.

RACHEL: It might. But it probably won’t.

JO: God, the prophet of doom. Thanks for the pep talk, sis.

RACHEL: Any time. God, it’s late, I should go, it’s my turn to do the school run in the
morning.

JO: Good luck with that.

RACHEL: Thanks. Stay in touch, won’t you?
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JO: Sure. And you’ll have to come and stay soon.

RACHEL: I will. I don’t know when, but I will, I promise. Talk to your husband, ok?

JO: I’ll try. Say hi to yours for me. Love you.

RACHEL: Love you too. Bye.

JO: Bye.

(Jo hangs up the phone and starts going through the documents again.)

RUBY: He’s gone to the pub again, Sam. Just the one, he said. He’s been there for three
hours. That’s a long time to take over one drink, isn’t it? And God knows how, but that one
drink will make him completely pie-eyed. It’s like magic, really. The miracle pint. And he’ll
stagger back here and fall into bed with his boots on. Again. And I’ll be up all night, listening
to him snoring. Again. (she sits on the bed, holding Sam’s photo). Is it my fault, Sam? Is it
me? Am I such a bad wife that he needs to sit in a mouldy pub and drink until he forgets that
he married me? He wasn’t like this before you left us. But then, neither was I, I suppose.
Does he do it because you’re not here, or is it because I’m sad because you’re not here?
Either way, I don’t see what I can do about it. I can’t talk to him, Sam. I’ve tried, but I can’t. I
get it all straight in my head, what I’m going to say, but then I look at him and…nothing
comes out. I can’t explain how I feel, and anyway, I’m scared of what he might say. I’m
worried that if I open that box all sort of horrible things will come out, and we might not be
able to put them back in again. I suppose I’m sort of hoping that if I shut my eyes and pretend
everything is fine it will all just go away. Just like you did, Sam, when you were a baby and
you thought there were monsters under the bed. Do you remember? (She gets up and goes to
the window again) I don’t know why I keep looking for him. You and I both know he won’t
leave ‘til they kick him out and roll him down the hill. And that being the case, there’s no use
in worrying, is there? (She switches the radio on. Jo turns the CD Player on. Michael Bublé’s
‘Stardust’)

(FADE)

SCENE 5

(Stardust, Michael Bublé)

(Frank enters, very drunk, propelled by Ruby)

RUBY: For God’s sake, Frank. I can’t carry you, you have to walk.

FRANK: Can’t walk.
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RUBY: Yes, you can. You made it up the stairs, you can damn well make it to the bed.

FRANK: Sleep.

RUBY: Yes, you can sleep when you get to the bed. Look, it’s just there. I am not leaving you
to sleep on the floor.

FRANK: Get off me. You’re hurting me. You’re mad.

RUBY: You’re hurting me too. And I’m not mad, don’t say that.

FRANK: You are. You’re a mad woman. Leave me alone.

RUBY: I may just do that, Frank. I may just do that.

(She continues to struggle to get him into bed, then to get his boots off. When that’s done, she
sits in the chair.)

(Jerry enters, also very drunk, trying to waltz with Jo)

JERRY: Dum di di dum di di…Come on, dance with me!

JO: Let me go, Jerry.

JERRY: Dance with me, wife! Come on! Let’s polka!

JO: Firstly, I don’t know how to polka –

JERRY: Nor do I! Who cares!

JO: And secondly, you’re blind drunk and acting like a tit.

JERRY: I am drunk. And I am, very possibly, a tit. But I want to dance with you, Jo.

JO: No.

JERRY: (adopting a terrible pseudo Russian accent) Then you dance for me? Dance for me!
I make it worth your while, sexy lady.

JO: For God’s sake.

JERRY: Or I dance for you! I have many, many hot moves. I show you?

JO: Just shut up and sit down.

JERRY: No dance?

JO: What are you playing at, Jerry?

JERRY: I just want to dance with you. I want to dance with my beautiful wife.

JO: Because you’re drunk.

JERRY: No! Because I love you, and because you’re beautiful.

JO: You’re completely hammered, and you stink of whisky, and I have to say, it’s not very
attractive.
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JERRY: Oh, lighten up!

JO: Why are you doing this? Why do you go to that awful pub, night after night and drink
yourself into slobbering idiocy?

JERRY: I’m just having fun! Remember fun?

JO: What do you mean?

JERRY: Fun! We used to have it together, a long time ago.

JO: Jerry, please –

JERRY: A long, long, long time ago…

JO: You’re being rude now.

JERRY: Before you turned into a sour faced old lemon.

JO: I –

JERRY: A boring, moaning, stroppy, sexless killjoy.

(pause)

JO: Wow.

JERRY: Oh, look, love, please, I didn’t mean it.

JO: Oh, you meant it.

JERRY: I didn’t! I didn’t! I meant to say something else, something nicer, but the drink
made it come out wrong.

JO: Now I know what you really think of me.

JERRY: No, I don’t! I don’t think! I think…what I meant to say was you’re wonderful, and
sensible, and… and grown-up…

JO: Oh, just give it up, Jerry.

JERRY: My lovely, clever little grown-up love kitten. Love cat.

JO: Stop it now. Just…stop talking.

JERRY: But I need to talk. I need to talk to you. I need to make this better.

JO: Nothing you can say will make this better.

JERRY: It will! It will! I just… I just need to think, get my words straight. Can I have some
water?

JO: Water won’t help. Words won’t help. Nothing is going to help.

JERRY: But –

JO: I think we’re broken, Jerry.
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JERRY: No. No, don’t say that. You’re not saying that, no –

JO: We’ve been broken for a long time. We don’t fit together any more, on any level. We’ve
just been going through the motions, pretending everything’s still working.

JERRY: I haven’t been pretending!

JO: Oh yes you have. Be honest. Tell me that, when you finish work, you don’t feel sick at
the idea of coming home to me. Tell me that you don’t look at the pretty girls in the office
and wish that you were free to take one of them for a drink.

JERRY: No, I -

JO: They don’t whinge, do they? They don’t complain. They’re not boring, or stroppy, or…

JERRY: I didn’t mean that, I -

JO: Look me in the eye, and tell me that you’ve never, not once, regretted that you ever
married me.

JERRY: Never.

JO: Oh, come on –

JERRY: Never. I have never, ever wished that I wasn’t married to you.

JO: Then why are you drinking so much? Tell me that.

JERRY: To relax! I work hard, I need to relax. Is that ok with you, your Majesty?

JO: You’ve always worked hard, but you never felt the need to get like this before. I’ll tell
you why you drink, Jerry – it’s to blot out the reality of your miserable life. It’s to reconcile
you to the fact that you are married to me.

JERRY: Well you’re a fine one to talk. May I remind you that you have a very friendly
relationship with the Merlot yourself.

JO: You’re right. I do. And it’s not healthy, Jerry. It’s just another symptom that things are
not right, that we’re not happy.

JERRY: You’re not happy.

JO: Nor are you.

JERRY: Well – of course we’re not happy! You lost a baby! A little, tiny baby!

JO: I lost a baby?

JERRY: We! We lost it. So of course we’re sad, these things take time –

JO: But we’re not getting better. We’re making each other worse.

JERRY: No. No no no no. No we’re not. We’re good. We’re better than good. We’re perfect.
We’re not broken.
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JO: Yes. We are. Look at yourself, Jerry. Look at us.

JERRY: No, we’re not broken. You are.

JO: I’m sorry, what?

JERRY: You’re broken. This whole thing has smashed you into little bits. Little, tiny pieces.
But I can fix you, Jo. I’ve not been dealing with things very well, and I’m sorry, ok? I’m
sorry. But I will do better. I’ll help you, and…and we’ll get you back into therapy, and
everything will be all better again.

JO: You’re going to fix me?

JERRY: I am. You’re not well, and I should have seen that, I should have spotted that earlier,
but now we know we can work on it together, ok?

JO: I’m not well? Are you talking mentally, Jerry? Are you saying I’m mad?

JERRY: Not mad, no no no. Not mad. Not crazy, bonkers, wearing the special helmet mad.
Just…unwell. I mean, you’re just really, really sad. And all this stuff you’re been going on
about, about the trunk, and the photo, and that boy – it’s a symptom, isn’t it? And also, if you
think for one moment, one teensy tiny moment that we shouldn’t be together, it just proves
you’re not right in the head, doesn’t it?

JO: So, if I think I might want to leave you, I must be crazy, is that it?

JERRY: Well…yeah.

JO: I don’t believe I’m hearing this.

JERRY: Jo. Jo, Jo, Jo, Jo, Jo. Listen to me. It’s all going to be ok. You are my love. The light
of my life. You are my reason for being. And I am going to help you. (lies on the bed and
opens his arms) Come to me.

JO: For God’s sake Jerry!

JERRY: Please. Let’s be together. I’ll show you how much I love you. I’ll prove to you that
we’re meant to be together.

JO: You are disgusting. You are a disgusting, offensive pig. How dare you turn this on me?
How dare you call me crazy, and put everything on me, and magnanimously offer to fix me?
You smug, hypocritical bastard. I’m not going to listen to this drunken crap a minute longer.
But don’t think this is the end of it – we’ll discuss this, Jerry, we will discuss this at length
when you are sober. Right now I just want you to get out, and you can bloody well sleep in
the spare room. Or on the kitchen floor, or in the garden, or on the ROOF for all I care. Get
the fuck out now! (pause) Now, Jerry! (pause. A gentle snore wafts across the room.) Oh,
for… (she tries pulling at his leg, but barely manages to shift him an inch. She tries rolling
him – ditto. Eventually she slumps, frustrated into the bedroom chair and glares at the lump
on the bed).

JO: I’m not mad.
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RUBY: I don’t think I can do this anymore, Sam. I don’t think I can take any more of this –
any more of him. I mean, just look at him! Lying there, maggoty drunk and stinking like a
pig. What have I done to deserve this? No woman would want that for a husband. (Pause) He
wasn’t like this before, was he? I mean, he liked a jar, but… not like this. It hit him hard
when you left us, Sam. Oh, I’m not blaming you, love, but it did. He sort of…withdrew. Went
inside himself. And I suppose I did too, a bit. But married people are supposed to help each
other, aren’t they? They’re supposed to support each other, and give each other strength. But
we don’t, me and Frank. We make each other worse. And it’s not fair on me, and it’s not fair
on him. He’d be happier without me, I know he would. He just wants to move on, to forget
you, and I won’t let him. And because I won’t let him, because I won’t forget you, he says
I’m mad.

JO: I’m not mad. Do you hear me, Jerry?

RUBY: I’m not mad.

JO/RUBY: I’M NOT MAD.

BLACKOUT

INTERVAL - (Try A Little Tenderness, Michael Bublé)

ACT 2

SCENE 1

(Try A Little Tenderness, Michael Bublé)

(Ruby has a suitcase on the bed, and is packing her things into it. Frank enters.)

FRANK: What’s all this, then?

RUBY: What do you think?

FRANK: Are you going somewhere?

RUBY: I am, Frank. That’s exactly what I’m doing.

FRANK: Where?
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RUBY: I am leaving you, Frank. I am leaving this house, and I am leaving you.

FRANK: I see. Where are you going to go?

RUBY: I don’t know.

FRANK: You don’t know?

RUBY: I might go to London. I might go to Scotland. France. Tibet. Maybe I’ll even go to
Norfolk!

FRANK: Right. And what’ll you do there, then?

RUBY: I tell you what I won’t be doing, Frank. I won’t be making anyone’s tea. I won’t be
doing anyone’s washing. I won’t be sitting alone, waiting for anyone to come home drunk
from the pub.

FRANK: That sounds smashing.

RUBY: Yes. Yes, it does, doesn’t it?

FRANK: So, what is it you will be doing, if you’re not doing all that?

RUBY: Anything! I will be doing anything but this!

FRANK: Sounds like you’ve thought it all through.

RUBY: Don’t you laugh at me, Frank! Don’t you dare laugh at me!

FRANK: Who’s laughing? Not me. It’s no laughing matter, having a wife that’s gone off her
head.

RUBY: Will you stop saying that? Stop saying I’m mad!

FRANK: Well, look at you, Ruby. You’re acting mad, and you know it.

RUBY: I do not know it.

FRANK: You tell me you’re leaving me, but you’ve got nowhere to go, no way of keeping
yourself. What will you eat? Where will you sleep? How will you live, if you’ve not got me
to provide for you?

RUBY: Oh yes, here we go again. Because I should be so grateful that you feed me and put a
roof over my head.

FRANK: Well, you should. I work hard to –

RUBY: I know that. I know how hard you work. You get up early, day after day in all
weathers and work like a dog to put food on the table. Don’t think I don’t appreciate it,
because I do.

FRANK: Well then.

RUBY: But it’s not enough. It’s not enough to be dry and warm and have enough to eat.
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FRANK: Why? Why isn’t it enough for you? It’s a damn sight more than some people have.

RUBY: I know. But I want more. I want companionship, and sharing, and fun.

FRANK: Fun!

RUBY: Yes, fun! Remember fun? You probably don’t – it’s been so long since we had any.
We barely even talk to each other anymore.

FRANK: Of course we talk to each other. We talk all the time.

RUBY: Oh yes – Pass the salt, and Close the door and Where are my shoes? That’s not
talking, not really. We never talk about us.

FRANK: Well, what would we talk about us for?

RUBY: It’s what married people do. And it would help me. But you never want to. You’ll
never talk about Sam, about how you feel. And you never ask me how I feel either.

FRANK: What good would talking do? Tell me that? He’s dead. He died in the mud, a long
way from home, and no amount of talking is going to change that. Will talking bring him
back? Will talking make him any less dead? No. No, it won’t. We just have to make the best
of it, to carry on, like lots of others are -

RUBY: But I don’t think I can. That’s what I’m trying to tell you, Frank. When Sam walked
out that door, he took everything with him. He took all the light, and the warmth, and the
love. And now – now he’ll never be able to bring it back. It’s gone for ever.

FRANK: Don’t you love me, Ruby?

RUBY: I don’t know. I don’t feel it inside me anymore. I try to, but I don’t.

FRANK: Look, love, you’re ill and it’s making you talk daft. It’s not your fault. I’ll call in on
Dr Matthews tomorrow -

RUBY: I’m not ill. Dr Matthews can’t give me a powder and make all this go away.

FRANK: Then what? What can I do? What is it you want me to do, Ruby?

RUBY: Nothing. There’s nothing either of us can do. That’s why I’m going away.

FRANK: No, you’re not.

RUBY: What?

FRANK: You’re not going.

RUBY: Just you watch me.

FRANK: I will not watch you. I will not see my wife walk out of this house, with no idea
where she is going or how she is going to live.

RUBY: You can’t stop me, Frank. (lifts her suitcase off the bed, walks to the door. Frank
stands in her way.) Get out of my way.
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FRANK: No.

RUBY: Frank, I am warning you –

FRANK: No. I’ve listened to you, Ruby, now it’s your turn to shut up and listen to me. If you
really can’t stand the sight of me, if you’d rather do mad, dangerous things rather than be in
this house with me one more day, then I’ll go, and you can stay here.

RUBY: You’ll go? Where?

FRANK: I’ll see if Gracie and John can have me.

RUBY: Oh God, you can’t stay there. They’ve barely got enough room for themselves what
with the twins and Alfie, they won’t be able to squeeze you in too.

FRANK: They’re family. Gracie will work something out, she always does. It’ll only be for a
few days.

RUBY: And after that?

FRANK: After that, we’ll see.

RUBY: I won’t change my mind, you know.

FRANK: I know.

RUBY: When will you go?

FRANK: Now, if you like.

RUBY: All right.

FRANK: Right then. I’ll go and pack my things.

(He walks out. Ruby goes and stares out of the window)

(Jo staggers into the bedroom backwards, entwined with Russel. He is carrying a half full
bottle of wine, from which they swig intermittently. They crash onto the bed.)

JO: Hang on, hang on, hang on!

RUSSEL: What?

JO: Nothing. For a second I thought there was someone in here.

RUSSEL: Where?

JO: Over by the window.

RUSSEL: (squinting) Nope. Nobody there. Nobody watching. So, shall we continue? (goes
to kiss her again)

JO: No, wait, just wait a second. What are we doing?

RUSSEL: We’re having a lovely snog.
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JO: No, we were having a lovely snog, downstairs on the sofa, and, somehow, we’ve ended
up here on the bed. How did that even happen?

RUSSEL: Magic.

JO: Are you magic?

RUSSEL: You know I am. (dives in again).

JO: No, stop. Stop. Russel, stop.

RUSSEL: What’s the matter?

JO: What do you think? This is my bed. Mine and Jerry’s. I shouldn’t have even been
snogging you, but I most definitely shouldn’t be on this bed with you.

RUSSEL: What is this about should and shouldn’t? It’s what you want that matters. What do
you want?

JO: I –

RUSSEL: Because I think you want me, Jo. And I want you. What’s wrong with that?

JO: Everything’s wrong with that. I’m married, I can’t go around wanting people and just
having them, willy-nilly.

RUSSEL: (giggling) My willy’s not nilly, Jo. You of all people should know that.

JO: No, shut up, I’m serious. This is not how a sensible, responsible woman in her thirties is
supposed to behave.

RUSSEL: Since when have you cared about that?

JO: Since…always.

RUSSEL: Bollocks. This isn’t you. You don’t worry about consequences and boring things
like that. Come on! Where’s the wild, adventurous Jo I used to know and love?

JO: You never loved me.

RUSSEL: (pause) I did, as it happens.

JO: What? No, you didn’t.

RUSSEL: Every time I saw you, my mouth went dry and my knees started to knock. The
world span round. The smell of your perfume made my heart pound. The sound of your voice
was like angels singing.

JO: You do talk bullshit.

RUSSEL: And nothing has changed. I still love you.

JO: You are the mayor of bullshit-ville.

RUSSEL: I’m not –
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JO: The king of bullshit-land.

RUSSEL: Jo, will you just listen? I am attempting to bare my soul, and you are ruining it. I
am telling you, I have been madly, deeply in love with you for years.

JO: Shut up. No, you haven’t.

RUSSEL: How do you know?

JO: Well – you never said.

RUSSEL: No. I never did. But I’m saying it now. I love you. I always have.

JO: But – I don’t understand. Why didn’t you say anything before?

RUSSEL: I just… I couldn’t.

JO: We were sleeping together for 8 months, Russel. Surely you could have found time to
drop that little nugget into the conversation. In bed, over breakfast, in the car, at a party – the
options were pretty much endless.

RUSSEL: I wanted to. But at first I was worried about seeming too keen. You were so cool, I
thought I might scare you off. And later -

JO: And later?

RUSSEL: Later, I was waiting for the right moment. Always waiting for the right moment.

JO: And it never came?

RUSSEL: No. It didn’t. Or, if it did, I missed it.

JO: Oh. Oh dear.

RUSSEL: Quite. Oh dear.

JO: And then I met Jerry.

RUSSEL: And then you met Jerry. And it was too late. Too late for me. Too late for stupid
Russel.

JO: Oh God. And I never knew. I always thought –

RUSSEL: That it was just a bit of fun?

JO: Well, yes. You always acted like that was all it was.

RUSSEL: I know. I was trying to play it cool. I was an idiot.

JO: But, when I walked into your office that day and told you it was over, you said “Fair
dinks”!

RUSSEL: Ouch! No, I didn’t. I would never say that.

JO: Yes you did! “Fair dinks”. That’s exactly what you said.



38

RUSSEL: I was under extreme emotional pressure. That’s the only possible explanation.

JO: Then you took Gina from accounts for a drink.

RUSSEL: Ah, yes. That I do remember. (shudders)

JO: And so I thought, gosh, isn’t he taking it well. I was actually a little bit miffed, to be
honest. I mean, relieved, obviously, but my pride was definitely a bit dented.

RUSSEL: I have clearly missed my calling. I should have been an actor. Would it have made
any difference?

JO: What do you mean?

RUSSEL: That’s the question I’ve been asking myself all these years, over and over again.
Would it have made any difference, if I’d spoken up earlier? If I’d just been a bit braver? If
I’d told you how I felt about you, would I have you in my house now, in my bed? Or would it
all have happened exactly the same – bloody Jerry rides up on his white horse, with his shiny
hair and his shiny teeth and his shiny…shoes, and sweeps you off your feet? Takes you away
from me?

JO: Oh, Russel.

RUSSEL: I guess, what I’m asking is, if you’d known I loved you, would you have chosen
me?

JO: What’s the point of asking that?

RUSSEL: Because I want to know. I need to know. Please.

JO: No.

RUSSEL: No what? No you won’t tell me, or no it wouldn’t have made any difference?

JO: No, it wouldn’t have made any difference.

RUSSEL: Right.

JO: I’m sorry.

RUSSEL: No, don’t apologise. I asked. And…now I know.

JO: I love Jerry. I’ve loved him since the minute I saw him.

RUSSEL: Ok.

JO: Nothing would have changed that. Nothing would have stopped me from marrying him.

RUSSEL: No, quite. I understand. Thank you for being honest. (pause) I do have one
teeny-tiny question, though.

JO: What’s that?

RUSSEL: If you love your husband so much, why are you in bed with me?
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JO: I’m not in bed with you!

RUSSEL: Well, as near as damnit.

JO: It was just a snog! A stupid snog!

RUSSEL: Come off it, Jo. We’d have been going at it like rabbits if I hadn’t sabotaged
myself by getting all soppy. God, I’m an idiot.

JO: Oh my god. What am I doing? What the hell am I doing?

RUSSEL: That’s what I’d like to know.

JO: I love Jerry.

RUSSEL: So you said. But?

JO: There is no but! I love him, and he loves me. It’s just…we don’t seem to like each other
very much, at the moment.

RUSSEL: Ah. Tell me more.

JO: Since…the baby, we don’t really talk. Well, I don’t talk. I can’t. Not yet. And we don’t
… spend time together. You know. And Jerry – he’s emotional, he doesn’t deal with that kind
of rejection very well. So he works late, and when he does come home he goes straight to the
pub, and just drinks and drinks. So then I get angry and I shout at him, and he gets angry too,
and it’s just happening all the time, and I don’t know what to do about it. I don’t know how to
make it stop.

RUSSEL: So – you haven’t talked to him at all? About what happened?

JO: Not really.

RUSSEL: But Jerry would like to talk about it.

JO: Yes. But I can’t, Russel, you don’t understand –

RUSSEL: Ok, ok. And how do I fit in? Are you trying to make him jealous?

JO: No! God, no! I’m not that immature. Am I? No, I’m not. I think I’m trying…I want to
get back to another time. A time before all of this happened. A time before the baby, and the
crying, and the fighting. And of course, you were part of that time. I just wanted to be happy
again.

RUSSEL: So in fact, what you’re doing is using me as a plaster.

JO: Yes, I suppose I am.

RUSSEL: A little plaster, to cover your gaping, bloody, existential wound.

JO: Oh, yuck!

RUSSEL: Exactly, yuck. Imagine how I feel. Like a scummy, used plaster.

JO: Oh Russel, I’m so sorry.
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RUSSEL: It won’t work, you know. This. Me. It was never going to work.

JO: No. I know.

RUSSEL: Oh we’d have had a good time – a bloody good time – for a few hours –

JO: A few hours?

RUSSEL: Oi. Cheek. Anyway, as I was saying, you would have felt better for hours and
hours and hours and hours –

JO: Ok, stud, I get it!

RUSSEL: But tomorrow you would have felt worse. A whole lot worse.

JO: You’re right. I would.

RUSSEL: So.

JO: So.

RUSSEL: Look, I’m probably going to hate myself for saying this, but … you need to talk to
Jerry. If you love him, like you say, you need to talk to him. Properly. You can’t keep shutting
him out. If you do, you’re going to lose him.

JO: Do you really think I’ll lose him?

RUSSEL: Well, I’m trying to put myself in his position here. And I’m imagining that I’m
married to the most beautiful, intelligent, sexy woman in the world –

JO: Russel –

RUSSEL: No, no, hear me out. So, I’m happy, right? So happy I could burst. Then, one day,
a bad thing happens. A really, really bad thing. And I’m in bits, but what’s almost more
painful is seeing my wife hurting. So I want to help her, I want to make it all better for her,
but I can’t, because I don’t know how and she won’t tell me. And, even worse, she shuts me
out. And part of me, the small, weak part is saying – Well, this was always going to happen,
wasn’t it? It was always too good to be true, you were never good enough for her, and now
she’s finally woken up and realised that, and she doesn’t want you anymore. Just give it up,
mate. Cut your losses and go. And that little voice will just get louder, and louder, until
finally I give in to it and walk away.

JO: Oh.

RUSSEL: Exactly. Oh.

JO: Is that really what you’d do? You’d walk away?

RUSSEL: I would walk away.

JO: And you think Jerry would, too?
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RUSSEL: I can’t say what Jerry would do. It is impossible to predict the actions of a man
who listens to Michael Bublé out of choice. However, I don’t think you want to take the risk,
do you?

JO: No. No, I don’t.

RUSSEL: If you want to hang on to him – and I don’t advise it, I really don’t, you had much
better run away with me - but if he’s really what you want, then you need to talk to him. You
need to let him back in and pronto, my friend.

JO: You’re right.

RUSSEL: Of course I am.

JO: When did you get so wise?

RUSSEL: Probably during all those nights I spent sitting at home, all alone, eating Pot
Noodle, listening to Adele and dreaming of you.

JO: Adele?

RUSSEL: What? She’s a damn sight better than Michael bloody Bublé.

JO: You’re right. She is. Oh God, Russel. It’s just hit me. I am in love with a man who listens
to Michael Bublé.

RUSSEL: I know. Clearly, you have shocking taste in men. Which is why you are incapable
of appreciating my many outstanding qualities.

JO: I appreciate your qualities, Russel.

RUSSEL: But not my outstanding one.

JO: No. You can keep your outstanding quality to yourself.

RUSSEL: Shame. I’d say you don’t know what you’re missing, but unfortunately you do.

JO: You’re a good friend.

RUSSEL: Well. That’s better than nothing, I suppose. Give us a hug.

(Frank enters, with a small case. Ruby leaps up)

FRANK: Well, that’s me done.

RUBY: Right.

FRANK: I’ll be off, then.

RUBY: So, you’re going? Just like that?

FRANK: I thought that’s what you wanted.

RUBY: Yes, but … I mean, are you just going to land on Gracie and John out of the blue like
that, no word of notice?
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FRANK: I told you, they’ll manage.

RUBY: How will you get there?

FRANK: Shanks’ pony.

RUBY: You can’t walk all the way there

FRANK: It’s only a couple of miles, if you cut along the dyke.

RUBY: But – it’s getting dark. You’ll fall. You’ll end up in the dyke.

FRANK: I’ll not. I know the way like the back of my hand.

RUBY: Well – have you got your lantern, at least?

FRANK: I have.

RUBY: What about food? Shall I make you something to take with you?

FRANK: Look, Ruby, we’ve said all we have to say, I think. I have anyway. It’s time for me
to go.

RUBY: All right.

FRANK: Bye, then.

RUBY: Bye.

(Frank goes to the door, then stops)

FRANK: Look after yourself, Ruby. (exits)

RUBY: (whispering) You too, Frank. (collapses into the chair and cries)

(Jo and Russel are asleep on the bed, in each other’s arms. Inevitably, Jerry walks in.)

JERRY: What the hell is going on?

JO: Jerry!

RUSSEL: Oh. Hi Jerry. You’re looking well. At least, I think you are. Everything’s a bit
fuzzy at the moment.

JO: Shut up, Russel. Jerry, let me explain…

JERRY: Explain? Explain what? You’re in our bed with your boss. It all seems quite clear
cut to me.

RUSSEL: Then why did you just ask what was going on?

JO: I’m not in bed with him! Well I am, obviously, but not in that way.  We were just –

JERRY: I don’t want to know what you were just.

RUSSEL: Have you done something with your hair?
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JERRY: How could you, Jo? How could you? With this… with this revolting, greasy…with
HIM?

RUSSEL: Steady on. I am here, you know.

JERRY: Yes, I can see that. Oh God. I feel sick.

RUSSEL: So do I, actually.

JERRY: Shut up, Russel!

JO: We weren’t doing anything, I promise!

RUSSEL: Since we seem to be wheeling out the clichés, I think the usual convention now is
to say “It’s not what you think”.

JO/JERRY: Shut up, Russel!

JERRY: Actually, Russel, just get out. Get dressed, and get the hell out of my bedroom and
my house.

RUSSEL: I am dressed.

JO: He is dressed, Jerry! And so am I, look! Nothing happened!

RUSSEL: (standing) She’s right, you know. See? Very properly dressed, and in a rather
smart Gieves and Hawkes suit too, I might add.

JERRY: I don’t care if you’re wearing a bloody tutu! Out! Now!

RUSSEL: I think I had a tie, though. Yes, I’m sure I did. A pink one. Now, where can it have
gone?

JO: Russel, please…

RUSSEL: Not under there. Or in here. No, it must be downstairs. I think I’ll just go and have
a little look for it, if that’s all right with you.

JERRY: No, that’s not all right! I want you off my property RIGHT NOW.

RUSSEL: Off your property? Are you going to set the hounds on me?

JERRY: I’m going to count to three.

RUSSEL: You’re going to count to three? Well, that’s very scary I must say.

JERRY: One…

RUSSEL: It’s a bloody expensive tie, you know. I don’t expect someone like you to
appreciate it, but…

JERRY: Two…
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RUSSEL: Fine! Fine. I’m going. Jo, it has been a pleasure as always. Your husband is very
rude, but that’s not your fault. Stay in touch, and best of luck with…well. You know.
Everything. Ok, Ok, I’m going! (exits) (Ruby goes and lies on the bed)

JO: Jerry, you can’t just chuck him out. He’s in no fit state to drive.

JERRY: I don’t care.

JO: You don’t care if he crashes and dies?

JERRY: No.

JO: Well, I care.

JERRY: Yes, that much is obvious.

JO: For God’s sake, Jerry! He’s my boss, and my friend!

JERRY: And a hell of a lot more than that, it seems!

JO: Will you just get it into your head that nothing happened!

JERRY: How can you expect me to believe that? You were in bed with him, and he’s a randy
pig.

JO: Are you seriously going to endanger his life, just because you’re jealous?

JERRY: Oh don’t be so melodramatic. He’s a grown man, he knows what he’s doing.

JO: He’s had nearly two bottles of wine, he hasn’t a clue what he’s doing!

JERRY: Listen to me, I will not have that bastard in my house! Not now, not ever again! Do
you understand me?

JO: Your house, is it now? Don’t you dare –

JERRY: Listen! (sound of a car pulling away) Well, there you go. It’s too late now anyway.
He’s gone.

JO: On your head be it, Jerry. If he gets hurt, it’s on you.

JERRY: I think I can just about live with that.

JO: You are being such an arsehole.

JERRY: I’m being an arsehole? I come home, after a long day at work, looking forward to
spending some time with my wife, and I find her in bed with a drunken slimeball, and
somehow this is my fault?

JO: We were on the bed, not in the bed! And nothing happened!

JERRY: I would have done though, wouldn’t it? If I hadn’t come home when I did.

JO: No!
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JERRY: How could you do it, Jo? You don’t want me, you never want me, no matter how
hard I try, but you’re happy to jump into bed with Russel. Russel, of all people.

JO: Now you stop talking and you listen to me, Jerry, because I am going to be completely
honest with you.

JERRY: Oh my God.

JO: Do you want a glass of wine?

JERRY: No, I don’t want any bloody wine!

JO: Fine, fine. Ok, here goes. Yes, I admit it, I did kiss Russel -

JERRY: I knew it!

JO: But that’s as far as it went. It was just a silly, drunken moment, but then I thought of you,
and how much I loved you, and I stopped.

JERRY: You stopped.

JO: I did.

JERRY: So, just to be clear - am I supposed to be ok with this? That you kissed another man,
but then you stopped? Am I supposed to be grateful?

JO: No! No, of course not. You have every right to be angry. I just wanted you to know that
it didn’t go any further, and that it never would have.

JERRY: So if it was so stopped, what were the two of you still doing on the bed?

JO: We were talking.

JERRY: Talking? Talking about what? What could you possibly have to talk to Russel about,
on a bed?

JO: Actually, we were talking about you.

JERRY: About me? I find that hard to believe.

JO: We were! Well, about us, actually. About our problems. Russel was giving me some
really good advice –

JERRY: I don’t believe this.

JO: It’s true –

JERRY: You can’t talk to me, but you can talk to Russel, is that what you’re telling me?

JO: No, I –

JERRY: I have begged you and begged you to open up to me, Jo. To talk about us, about
what happened, about what you’re feeling, and you won’t.
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JO: How can I talk to you, Jerry? How can I … “open up” to you, when you’re sat in that
horrible pub, night after night, getting pissed? You’re at work all day then you’re home for all
of five minutes before you bugger off up the hill to the Swan.

JERRY: Oh, so this is my fault is it?

JO: No, that’s not –

JERRY: Do you think I want to sit in the pub all night? Do you really think I wouldn’t rather
be here with you? But you won’t talk to me, Jo. I can’t get through to you. All I want is to
help you, to make you happy, but every single time I try you clam up and push me away.

JO: I can’t…it’s just…it’s difficult.

JERRY: You see? That’s exactly what I’m talking about. So yes. I drink. I drink to forget that
my wife can’t…won’t talk to me, about the biggest thing that has ever happened to us. And
now you’re telling me that not only did you kiss Russel, but you also talked to him about us?

JO: Please Jerry, try to understand. He’s my friend!

JERRY: And I’m not? Do you realise that he has got more from you in just one afternoon
than I have in months? Months! I stood there in that doorway and I looked at the two of you
lying on the bed, in each other’s arms, and do you know what I thought? I thought – I don’t
remember the last time she let me get that close to her. Isn’t that sad? I’m your husband, and I
mean less to you than your boss does.

JO: No, that’s not –

JERRY: So yes! I was bloody jealous, ok! And I think I have the right, don’t you?

JO: No…yes…you absolutely do. I’m sorry Jerry. I don’t know what I was thinking. I
screwed up.

JERRY: Yeah. You really did. So. What did you and Russel talk about?

JO: I told you. About us.

JERRY: No, I want specifics. I want to know exactly what was said. You said he gave you
some good advice. What was it?

JO: He told me to talk to you.

JERRY: Really?

JO: Yes. He said that, if I didn’t, I might lose you.

JERRY: Uh huh. So.

JO: So what?

JERRY: So, talk to me.

JO: What do you want me to say?
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JERRY: You can talk to bloody Russel. So now, you talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong. Tell
me how you feel. Tell me everything. I’m here, I’m listening.

JO: I … I just…

JERRY: Pretend I’m Russel, if it helps.

JO: Please don’t.

JERRY: You can’t do it, can you.

JO: I’m not…

JERRY: After all this, you still can’t talk to me. And do you know what? I’m not sure I even
care anymore.

JO: Jerry, please –

JERRY: No, it’s ok Jo. I give up. I can’t fight anymore. You said we were broken, and you
were right. I can’t keep caring, or it will kill me.

JO: You’re being unfair! You can’t just storm in and start making demands and throwing
ultimatums around like this. That’s not how a relationship works.

JERRY: Isn’t it? It’s been so long since we had a relationship I can’t remember. Listen, Jo, I
honestly don’t care if I’m being fair or not. I’m done. Get on the phone, tell Russel he was
right – you have lost me. I’m sure he’ll be delighted.

JO: This is not about Russel! This is about us!

JERRY: Not any more. Go on, give him a bell – I bet you anything he’ll do a squealing
u-turn in his souped-up passion wagon and come roaring back to you.

JO: Oh for fuck’s sake! If you can’t talk sense, if you’re just going to throw a jealous tantrum
then I have nothing more to say to you. Just bugger off and leave me alone, will you.

JERRY: With pleasure.

JO: You can bloody well sleep in the spare room. Again. And the radiator’s been off in there
for days. You’ll be freezing.

JERRY: Well I’m certainly not going to sleep in our bed that you’ve defiled.

JO: Defiled? Oh, grow up Jerry. Grow up, and sod off.

JERRY: Oh don’t worry, I’m sodding. But I am not going to sleep in the spare room. I will
sod out of that door, and I will keep sodding until I am as far away from you and your
fucked-up morals as I can get.

JO: What? You’re leaving?

JERRY: You bet I am.

JO: But - where will you go?
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JERRY: I’ll go to London. Unlike you and your boyfriend, I’m sober enough to drive.

JO: Well that makes a nice change!

JERRY: Thanks for making this easier.

JO: But Jerry, be sensible – sober or not, you can’t drive all that way in the dark!

JERRY: Just watch me.

JO: But – where will you sleep?

JERRY: There are things called hotels.

JO: But -

JERRY: But, but but!!! Look, Jo, we’ve said all we have to say, I think. I have anyway. It’s
time for me to go.

JO: Fine. Just go then. See if I care. Just don’t come crawling back when you realise what a
total idiot you’ve been.

JERRY: Look after yourself.

JO: GET OUT!

(Jerry exits. Jo collapses sobbing on the bed, next to Ruby. Gradually they stretch their arms
out towards each other, until they are holding hands)

(FADE)

SCENE 2

(You’ll Never Know, Michael Bublé)

(Jo is lying in bed. Rachel is sitting in a chair, next to the bed)

RACHEL: Look, Jo, I know you’re miserable but you can’t just stay in bed for ever.

JO: Why not?

RACHEL: Because it’s not healthy. You need to get up and about.

JO: And do what?

RACHEL: Something. Anything.

JO: There is nothing for me to do. So I’m not getting up.

RACHEL: Come on. Where’s your fighting spirit?
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JO: Gone. Gone with Jerry.

RACHEL: Oh sweetheart. He’s only been gone a few days. He’ll be back any minute, just
you wait and see.

JO: No, he won’t. I’ve really screwed up this time, Rachel.

RACHEL: Well yes, a bit. But you’ll sort it out between you. He loves you.

JO: He did. He doesn’t any more. I killed his love. I took it, and instead of cherishing it I
killed it stone dead.

RACHEL: Have you been drinking?

JO: It’s eleven in the morning! (Rachel looks sceptical) No! No, I haven’t been drinking!
God.

RACHEL: Then you’re just being melodramatic. You had a row. Couples have rows all the
time. It’s not the end of the world.

JO: It wasn’t just a row. You don’t understand. I’ve pushed him away, over and over again,
and now he’s finally gone.

RACHEL: Do you know where he is?

JO: No. In a hotel in London, probably.

RACHEL: Have you tried calling him?

JO: I’ve left nine messages. And a half.

RACHEL: Saying what?

JO: “Hi, it’s Jo. Again. Please call me.”

RACHEL: And the half message?

JO: “Hi, it’s…oh, sod it.”

RACHEL: That’s it?

JO: Well, what else could I say?

RACHEL: You could try telling him that you love him. That you’re miserable without him.
That you’re sorry.

JO: I can’t say stuff like that on an answerphone.

RACHEL: So you can’t talk to him on an answerphone, you can’t talk to him face to face –
you’re not making this easy, are you?

JO: Just whose side are you on?

RACHEL: I’m not on anyone’s side. You’re both behaving like idiots.

JO: Thanks for the support.
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RACHEL: You’re welcome.

JO: He’s not perfect, you know.

RACHEL: I know that.

JO: Do you? Mum doesn’t. Saint bloody Jerry can’t put a foot wrong, in her eyes. She’s
never met drunk Jerry. Patronising Jerry. Smug, self-satisfied Jerry.

RACHEL: I’ve met smug Jerry. Last Christmas, when we were playing Monopoly.
(shudders)

JO: He’s got worse. His halo is seriously askew right now. Did I tell you he called me crazy?

RACHEL: Yes. Twice. Look, are you sure you want him back?

JO: He’s a bastard. But he’s my bastard. And I miss him.

RACHEL: I know that feeling.

JO: Really?

RACHEL: Of course. Ed and I fight all the time, it doesn’t mean our marriage is over. Jerry
probably just needs some time on his own to get his head straight. Then he’ll come back and
you can have a good shout at each other and everything will be fine.

JO: Do you really think so?

RACHEL: I do. And you don’t want him coming back and finding you like this, do you?

JO: Why? Like what?

RACHEL: How long has it been since you changed the sheets? Or your pyjamas? Or –
showered?

JO: I don’t know. What does it matter?

RACHEL: Because – how do I put this politely? You’re getting a little ripe.

JO: That’s not polite at all. And it’s not true. (sniffs herself) Oh.

RACHEL: Exactly. Pooh. And anyway, you’ll feel much better if you get up and go outside.

JO: Why? What’s outside?

RACHEL: A beautiful, crisp, fresh winter’s day!

JO: Is that all? Look, I don’t mean to be rude but I’m not sure that will help.

RACHEL: Of course it will! Why don’t you bundle yourself up and we’ll go for a nice
walk?

JO: You really think staggering through a howling blizzard in a woolly hat will fix my
marriage?
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RACHEL: Stop being such a drama queen, Josephine. You just need to motivate yourself.
Buck up your ideas.

JO: Pull my socks up, you mean?

RACHEL: Well – yes.

JO: You sound like Auntie Cath.

RACHEL: Auntie Cath talks a lot of sense.

JO: Auntie Cath eats raw onions for breakfast.

RACHEL: She does not!

JO: Does too. I saw her.

RACHEL: They were apples. I told you that at the time.

JO: I could tell the difference between onions and apples even when I was ten. I was not a
stupid child.

RACHEL: No, but you did have a vivid imagination. You still do. I always thought you’d
become a writer, with that mad imagination of yours, and I was right.

JO: Not the sort of writer you thought I’d be, though.

RACHEL: Not exactly. I think I pictured you typing away furiously at your masterpiece in a
dusty garret somewhere, not hanging out at celebrity parties with a dictaphone.

JO: Well, I did a bit of that at the beginning. Do you remember the flat in Battersea? That
was practically a garret.

RACHEL: The one next to the park? God, yes. That wasn’t a garret though, it was a
festering dump.

JO: But I typed away in it. I typed and typed and typed, until my fingers were sore. Then I
gave up and sold out.

RACHEL: Oh, don’t say that!

JO: No, I did. And I’m not ashamed of it. I was hungry. And I wanted to own more than one
pair of shoes.

RACHEL: Mum would have helped. She offered.

JO: I didn’t want Mum’s money. I wanted to earn my own money.

RACHEL: And why was that? Because you are a….

RACHEL/JO: Stubborn, bull-headed child.

JO: Yes, I know, I know. But it wasn’t all bad, really. I kind of liked writing froth.

RACHEL: Because it was easy.
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JO: Maybe. Probably. But there was also a glamour to it, in a naff kind of way. And I could
afford to buy things. And I met Russell. (Rachel snorts) Don’t snort, pig. It was a fun time.

RACHEL: But you could do so much more. It was good, the stuff you were writing before.
Really good. Have you kept any of it?

JO: Probably. Somewhere.

RACHEL: Why don’t we have a look for it? You could maybe pick it up again. Give
yourself an interest.

JO: Now? No, I’m sorry Rachel, I’m just not feeling up to it. My head hurts.

RACHEL: God, you’re a right little ray of sunshine aren’t you? Fine then. We’ll just sit here
and stare at the walls.

(Ruby charges in with a duster and beeswax, followed by Gracie. She sets to, giving the place
a thorough clean)

GRACIE: …and he never cleans his shoes before he walks in the house, great muddy
footprints all over the rug and all up the stairs, and he smokes his pipe in the front room, all
over the baby, he doesn’t even wash his hands before dinner and the food he puts away, you’d
think he was trying to ruin me, I mean you’d think one pie would be enough for anybody but
oh no, not him, and that’s not to mention the endless demands for sandwiches, and do you
know, he doesn’t even say grace before he eats anymore? That’s not how we were brought up
I can tell you that now, mother would be turning in her grave, he’s picked up some bad habits
–

(Ruby walks out again, followed by Gracie who is still talking)

RACHEL: No, it’s no good, I can’t take it anymore!

JO: Don’t shout! Take what?

RACHEL: This! All of this! Tell you what, how about we clean the place up a bit? It doesn’t
look like it’s seen a hoover for months.

JO: Oh yeah, that would really cheer me up. Hoovering’s the best!

RACHEL: Well, at least we can hide the worst of it with some Christmas decorations.

JO: What?

RACHEL: It’s nearly Christmas, Jo! And look at your house - not a bauble to be seen. It’s a
disgrace. It’s Dickensian.

JO: Look, I just haven’t been feeling –

RACHEL: I know, I know! But we can do it together. AND…I have a surprise for you.

JO: (suspiciously) What kind of surprise?

RACHEL: It’s in the car. Come and help me fetch it?
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JO: I’m not dressed! Also I don’t want to get out of bed.

RACHEL: Fine, Scrooge. I’ll get it. Wait here. (she skips out of the room)

(Ruby returns with a broom, followed by Gracie who is still talking. She starts giving the
floor a good sweeping)

GRACIE: and then there’s the snoring, dear God, first night he was there I thought the house
was going to come down around our ears, I mean, John snores but then all men do, don’t
they, but nothing like that, it’s not right, I think he must have a medical condition, and more
than one actually because it’s not only the top end of him that makes the noise, now is it? I
don’t want to be indelicate, and I don’t like talking about these things, but the way he
trumpets after dinner, it’s enough to make you sick, I have to cover the children’s noses with
hankies, does he have problems with his digestion, do you know? Should he see a doctor? It’s
nothing I’m feeding him believe you me, everyone speaks very highly of my cooking and
John doesn’t have this problem, nor do the children, so it must be Frank’s stomach that’s
funny, but I don’t remember him doing it when he was a child so maybe it’s a new thing,
what do you think, Ruby? (Ruby carries on sweeping) Ruby?

RUBY: What?

GRACIE: I said, what do you think?

RUBY: (distractedly) I don’t know. I don’t know what to think. I…

GRACIE: Well was he like this before, or not?

RUBY: Like what?

GRACIE: Well, as I said, he…

RUBY: Listen, Gracie, I don’t mean to be rude, but I’ve got to get on. When I’m done here
I’ve got to do the bannisters, then sort the cinders, then there’s the carpets need beating, and
the step to be done…

GRACIE: That’s fine.

RUBY: No, what I mean is, I’m very busy so I’m sorry but I don’t have time to talk right
now.

GRACIE: Oh, don’t you worry about me. You carry on with what you need to do, and I’ll
can just chat to you while you do it. I always find the chores get done faster that way anyway,
don’t you? You don’t notice the time go by, when you’re having a good old chin wag. I was
saying just that to Mrs Peters the other day, you know, her from the shop with the funny eye,
used to make me feel a bit queer but I’ve got used to it now, and she’s such a nice lady and
it’s not her fault after all, she was born with it apparently, anyway, she was doing her curtains
on Wednesday – was it Wednesday? No it must have been Thursday, because Wednesday I
was at the doctor with Betty, she’s had a bit of a cough, poor mite, Barbara had it last week
and of course she’s passed it on, we’ll be lucky if Alfie doesn’t come down with it next, it’s
always the way with children isn’t it, these things just go round and round…
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RUBY: (loudly) Stop! (more quietly) Please, stop.

GRACIE: Ruby! What is it? Are you not feeling well?

RUBY: No, I’m…it’s just…what are you doing here, Gracie?

GRACIE: What do you mean?

RUBY: You didn’t walk two and a half miles here, in the cold, with the baby in a pram, to
talk to me about Mrs Peters. (Gracie opens her mouth) OR to tell me about Betty’s cough.
Come on. Out with it.

GRACIE: I don’t know what you’re talking about, I really don’t. I wanted to see how you
are, that’s all. You’re family, and families look after each other. What with things the way
they are at the moment, I thought you might need a bit of company, a bit of cheering up, you
know, and mother said she could take the girls today and it’s such a lovely, bright day I
fancied a bit of a walk so I thought I know, I’ll pop over and see Ruby, see how she’s
keeping, if she needs anything doing, so I popped Alfie in the pram and here we are.

RUBY: That’s very kind of you. And I’m doing very well. You can see I’m doing very well.
So you can tell…you can tell Frank I’m doing very well.

GRACIE: You’re so brave, Ruby. I’ve always admired you for that. Nothing ever slows you
down, you just keep on going, even when you lose… even when bad things happen to you,
you put your chin up and you carry on fighting.

RUBY: Well…thank you.

GRACIE: And even now, when your husband’s left you, here you are running around,
making sure your house is spick and span and your step is scrubbed. It takes real gumption
to…

RUBY: Frank did NOT leave me.

GRACIE: Well no, not as such of course…

RUBY: Not at all. I left Frank. But he suggested…we thought it best that I stayed here. For
the time being, anyway.

GRACIE: Quite right too. I go cold thinking of all the trouble a woman could get herself into
wandering around by herself, I do. Frank would never countenance that, he was brought up
right you know. You can always tell when a man was brought up right. My father was a real
gentleman, God rest his soul, and Frank gets it from him, he is a real gentleman through and
through.

RUBY: Yes, he is.

GRACIE: It’s not easy to find a good man nowadays, I sometimes feel that the important
things like honour, and principles have gone out of fashion, the young girls they’re out
looking for the dangerous types, you know, all black hair and flashing eyes and wicked
smiles and chewing gum, I blame the Americans, coming over here and turning their silly
heads, my heart fails me when I think what it will be like for Betty and Barbara when they
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come of age, it really does, I thank the good lord I found my John when I did, sensible ladies
like you and me, Ruby, we know what really matters, like stability and good character, and a
head for money.

RUBY: Yes.

GRACIE: I mean, there’s nothing flashy about John or Frank, a lot of women wouldn’t give
them the time of day, but they’re good men, the pair of them, and we’re clever enough to
appreciate what we’ve got, aren’t we? We know how lucky we are, don’t we?

RUBY: Gracie, is there something you’re trying to tell me?

GRACIE: Now you mention it, yes, there is. What I wanted to say… (a wail from
downstairs) Oh Lord, there goes Alfie, he’ll be wanting his lunch. I’ll pop down quickly and
feed him. Honestly, the appetite on him, it’s almost more than a body can handle, I’m that
tired all the time, but there, he’ll be a big man like his pa and that’s something to be proud of
isn’t it, a woman wants a big healthy son doesn’t she, not – (she stops, seeing Ruby’s stricken
face) Anyway, I’ll just be a minute… (she bustles off down the stairs. Ruby sits on the chair,
wearily)

RUBY: Do you know what, Sam? I’m not surprised your father doesn’t like to talk. I doubt
he got a word in edgeways, growing up with a sister like her. He’s probably not used to it. His
tongue muscles must have seized up. Whereas her, if she’s not very careful she’ll take a
tongue sprain. With any luck. (She closes her eyes)

(Rachel staggers in, carrying a plastic Christmas tree with lights on. She puts it in the corner
of the room)

RACHEL: There! What do you think?

JO: It’s a tree.

RACHEL: Congratulations, Einstein, you win first prize. I know you usually have a real one,
but I guessed you probably wouldn’t have got around to buying one this year. I was going to
put it downstairs, but there doesn’t seem much point if you’re not going to get out of bed. It’s
got lights on already, and they’re battery ones, so you don’t have to worry about finding a
socket. Let’s check they work… (she switches them on) And presto! Instant Christmas cheer.

JO: Where did it come from?

RACHEL: From the car. And before that from our loft. It’s our old one – you remember last
year Ed decided it wasn’t big enough and he bought that monstrous thing with the fake snow?
Hideous, but he’s very attached to it for some reason, so I put up with it. I try to squint as I
walk past it. Anyway, I hung onto this one, and I thought you might like it.

JO: Perfect. A spurned tree for a spurned woman.

RACHEL: Fine. I’ll take it back.

JO: No, don’t! Sorry. It’s lovely, thank you.
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RACHEL: Well, it will be once we put some decorations on it. We didn’t have any spares.
Have you got any?

JO: Yes, we’ve got a box full somewhere. Jerry…Jerry and I went on a bit of a spree at
Liberty a few years ago.

RACHEL: Ooh, get you! No plastic Santas for Lord and Lady Muck, then. Any idea where
they are?

JO: No. I remember finding them when we were unpacking, and I put them away somewhere
safe, but I –

JO/RACHEL: Can’t remember where.

RACHEL: Ok. Let’s start looking. I’ve got about quarter of an hour before I need to leave,
the nativity play starts at six. (peering under the bed) Are they likely to be under here?

JO: Maybe.

RACHEL: (pulling out the chest and opening it) What’s this?

JO: They’re not in there, that’s –

RACHEL: Oh! Is this the famous mystery chest?

JO: Yes. That’s Sam’s stuff.

RACHEL: I forgot about this. Did you ever manage to find out anything about the family?

JO: No. I tried for a while, but I hit a dead end.

RACHEL: (pulling out the photo) Is this him?

JO: Yes.

RACHEL: He’s a good-looking boy.

JO: (taking the photo) Yes, he is.

RACHEL: (looking at the telegram) He was so young when he died. God, it must have been
awful for his parents. Seeing his things really brings it home, doesn’t it?

JO: Yes. Yes, it does.

RACHEL: It’s such a shame that you couldn’t trace the family. Is there really nothing in here
that would help?

JO: Just his name. Sam Oakley.

RACHEL: But not his Dad’s name?

JO: No.

RACHEL: Or his mum’s?

JO: No.
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GRACIE: (off) Ruby! Ruby?

(Ruby gets up and goes to the door)

JO: Ruby. (Ruby starts, as though she hears something. She stops, and comes back into the
room)

RACHEL: What?

JO: His mum’s name was Ruby.

RACHEL: Well, that’s something. Where does it say that?

JO: It doesn’t.

RACHEL: So how do you know? (silence) Jo?

JO: I…I don’t know.

RACHEL: Is it that imagination of yours working overtime again?

GRACIE: (off) Ruby!

JO: No. Her name was Ruby.

RACHEL: Ok. Her name was Ruby. Nice name.

JO: No, you don’t understand. I don’t know how I know this, but I do. Her name was Ruby,
and she lived here, and she was very happy, and then suddenly she was sad. So sad that she
felt as though she wanted to die.

RACHEL: Ok, you’re being a bit creepy now.

JO: It’s as though all the light, all the warmth, all the love in this house was suddenly – gone.
Sam took it.

RACHEL: Stop it, Jo.

JO: No, listen - I can feel it, Rachel! I can feel her. I always did, in a way – do you remember
I told you I kept getting sad for no reason? But now, suddenly, she’s here. And I know why I
was sad.

RACHEL: You were sad for a reason. For your own reason.

JO: Yes, but it was more than that! I lost Sam, too. I was feeling her pain. Ruby’s pain.

RACHEL: Listen, sweetheart, do you not think it’s all just been a bit much for you? With
the, you know, the baby, and the move, and now this thing with Jerry? You’re a bit
overwrought, and you’ve taken a little step backwards and it’s understandable. I’ll get you a
cup of tea. Do you want me to ring Dr King?

JO: I’m not mad, Rachel! God, you sound like Jerry. Will you just, for once, take me
seriously? This is real. Ruby is…connecting with me, somehow.

RACHEL: Do you really believe this, Jo? Do you really think she’s here?
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JO: I know she is. She’s here right now.

RACHEL: Oh my God. What should we do? Should we get a priest? Do they even do
exorcisms nowadays? Or one of those ghost-hunter people off the telly?

JO: No! No, I don’t want to get rid of her. I like it. I like her being here.

RACHEL: But if she’s making you sad?

JO: No, she’s not. Not anymore. Now that I know why I was feeling that way, I can deal with
it. God, it’s like a weight has been lifted. I feel like I know her. I know what she’s thinking. I
want her to stay, I want to help her. This is amazing.

RACHEL: Jo! Slow down. I’m sorry, but I’m a bit freaked out by all of this.

JO: It’s fine. Honestly! It’s fine. I’m sorry, I know all this must seem a little weird –

RACHEL: Just a bit. I really think I should call Dr King, make you an appointment.

JO: No! No, I don’t need Dr King!

RACHEL: But –

JO: Look, I’m sorry. You’re right. I’m tired, and a bit emotional, and I haven’t been out of
the house for days. It’s probably making me think funny things. I’m going to get up now, and
make some soup, then I’ll have a good sleep and tomorrow I’ll be right as rain again.

RACHEL: Are you sure?

JO: Absolutely. I’ll have a shower. I might even go for a nice walk in the snow. You’re right.
It’s time for me to buck up my ideas.

RACHEL: I’m suspicious. I think you’re plotting something.

JO: I’m not! Look at me, do I look like I’m plotting?

RACHEL: Yes. Please come to us for Christmas, Jo. I don’t want to leave you here, alone in
this house. Ed won’t mind, and the kids would love to see you. Pack your bags now and come
with me. Please.

JO: No. I appreciate the offer, I really do, but I’d like to stay here. Honestly. Don’t worry
about me.

RACHEL: Don’t worry, she says. Sitting here, alone in her dirty house, talking to ghosts. Of
course I bloody worry. God, I really have to go now though - if I miss the play the kids will
kill me.

JO: Of course! Go. Enjoy.

RACHEL: Oh, I will. Emma’s singing Once In Royal, and Jack is sheep number seven. Are
you sure you don’t want to come with me? We can get drunk on cheap wine and embarrass
them by waving.

JO: That does sound like fun. But I think I need to be here.
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RACHEL: All right. But if you start to feel strange, if you start hearing things, you call the
doctor, ok. And promise to call me every day. If I don’t hear from you, I’m calling the police.
And Mum.

JO: You’re evil.

RACHEL: You know it. (hugging Jo) Love you.

JO: Love you too. Drive safe.

(Rachel exits. Jo sits on the bed, staring into space. The door slams, we hear a car pulling
away.)

JO: (whispering) Hello?

RUBY: (also on the bed) Hello?

JO: (whispering) Ruby? Are you there?

(Ruby is about to answer, when Gracie charges back into the room)

GRACIE: Ruby? Didn’t you hear me calling you earlier? (silence) Ruby!

RUBY: I, sorry, I, no I didn’t. Sorry. What is it?

GRACIE: It was the milkman wanting paying. Don’t worry – I have it all sorted, I found
your purse and I gave him his money. That’s all right, isn’t it? I must say he’s a lot nicer than
our one, he never smiles, not ever, and he’s got this horrible droopy moustache with tobacco
stains, you’re very lucky you know. And his horse is a lovely piebald, I took Alfie out to meet
him and they got on like a house on fire. Alfie and the horse, not Alfie and the milkman. I
think he’s going to be good with animals when he’s older. Alfie, that is. Not the milkman.
Anyway, I just popped up to say goodbye, I have to get back to get John’s tea on –

RUBY: Gracie –

GRACIE: And Frank’s too, I hope the ham will be big enough –

RUBY: Gracie! Didn’t you have something you wanted to say to me? You know, before you
went downstairs?

GRACIE: Oh. yes, thank you, John’s always telling me I’d forget my head if it weren’t
screwed on.

RUBY: So what is it?

GRACIE: He misses you, Ruby. Frank I mean, not John. He’d never say so, but I know my
brother. He’s very, very sad without you.

RUBY: Oh.

GRACIE: It’s like the light’s gone out of him. He loves you very much, you know. He
always has.

RUBY: I know.
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GRACIE: Can’t you…I mean, would you ever think about taking him back?

RUBY: Have you had enough of him already?

GRACIE: No, no! I mean yes, of course, but you know, he’s always welcome under our
roof, but it’s not right. Husband and wife living apart like this. It’s not what God intended, I
know that much. And he’s sad and, Ruby, I know you’re trying very hard to hide it, but
you’re sad too. I’m not blind, I can see it. And you’re all alone here, at Christmas, and why
don’t you just ask him to come back and tell him it’s all forgiven? I don’t know what he did,
but he’s sorry. I know he’s sorry.

RUBY: Thank you for your honesty, Gracie. I promise I will think on what you’ve said. But
please don’t worry about me. I’m not alone.

GRACIE: You’re not?

RUBY: Oh no. I have a friend visiting me.

GRACIE: What?

RUBY: Yes. My friend Jo.

GRACIE: A man friend? Ruby, I would never have thought it of you. I’m shocked, that’s
what it is, although I must say it explains -

RUBY: Not a man friend! A lady friend. Josephine. She’s been … a bit sad lately too. So
she’ll be with me for Christmas. We’ll keep each other company.

GRACIE: Oh, you did give me a fright! I thought – well, never mind what I thought. But it’s
good you won’t be alone for Christmas, I’m very glad. Everyone needs company.

RUBY: Thank you, Gracie. For coming to see me. And thanks for minding Frank. I know it
can’t be easy.

GRACIE: Speak of the devil, I really must be going! But you will think on it, won’t you?

RUBY: I will.

GRACIE: Happy Christmas, Ruby. Give my best to your friend.

RUBY: Happy Christmas to you too. And to…the family.

(Gracie exits. Ruby listens to check that she’s really gone. The door slams)

RUBY: Jo? Are you there?

JO: Ruby?

RUBY: Are you really there? You’re not in my head?

JO: I really hope you’re not just in my head.

RUBY: What’s happening?

JO: I don’t know what’s happening. I should be scared, I think, but I’m not.
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RUBY: I’m not scared.

JO: This is so weird.

RUBY: (laughing) Maybe they’re right. Maybe we’re both mad.

JO: Have you noticed – if we don’t talk, we’re being difficult –

RUBY: If we do talk, we’re mad.

JO: Damned if we do –

RUBY: Damned if we don’t.

RUBY: Well, then.

JO: So

RUBY/JO: How are you?

RUBY/JO: I don’t know how I’m feeling.

RUBY: We’ve been a bit lost, haven’t we?

JO: I’ve been so lost.

RUBY: I didn’t know where I was going.

JO: Like I took a wrong turning somewhere, and instead of going back I just kept on
walking, and then I didn’t know where I was –

RUBY: Or where I was supposed to be.

JO: I was stuck.

RUBY: I couldn’t move on.

JO/RUBY: Not forward, not back.

JO: I felt so alone.

RUBY: So alone.

RUBY/JO: You weren’t alone.

RUBY: Everything is becoming clearer now.

JO: I think…I’m starting to see.

RUBY: I nursed my grief. I cherished it.

JO: I used my loss as a shield. I built a wall around myself.

RUBY: I thought he was unfeeling. That he didn’t care.

JO: I thought my pain was worse than his. I resented him for it.

RUBY: But he was grieving too, just…in a different way.
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JO: How could I think that he didn’t care?

RUBY/JO: Of course he cares.

JO: Do you miss him?

RUBY: I miss him so badly. It’s funny, really. I didn’t think I would. But I do. Do you miss
him?

JO: I miss him more than I’d ever tell him.

RUBY: Do you want him to come back?

JO: I don’t know what I want. So many things were said, so much has changed. Do you want
him back?

RUBY: I threw him out. How could we ever go back to the way we were?

JO/RUBY: Do I want to go back to the way we were?

JO: I want to see him.

RUBY: I must talk to him.

JO: Even if it doesn’t work out, I need to talk to him.

RUBY: Even if it’s only to say goodbye.

JO: Will he pick up, though?

RUBY: Will he answer?

JO/RUBY: We have to try.

RUBY: And we must pray that it’s not too late.

JO: I hope it’s not too late.

RUBY: We can do this.

JO: If anyone can do this, it’s us!

RUBY/JO: Thank you.

RUBY: I’ll be here. If you need me.

JO: I’ll be right here.

RUBY/JO: Don’t worry. Everything will be all right.

(Ruby takes up a pen and a piece of paper and begins to write, with many crossings-out. Jo
picks up her phone and dials.

JO: Hi. It’s me. Again. Look I just… I just wanted to say…it’s not really…oh hell! I’d like to
talk. If you want to. Please.
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BLACKOUT

SCENE 3

(Silent Night, by Michael Bublé)

(Lights are low. Christmas tree lights are glowing. Ruby is sitting on the bed. Jo is pacing.)

JO: It’s getting late.

RUBY: It’s nearly nine o’clock.

JO: I hope he got my message.

RUBY: What if he didn’t get my letter?

JO: What if he got it, but he doesn’t care?

RUBY: What if he got it and tore it up?

JO: What if he doesn’t come?

RUBY: If he doesn’t come, he doesn’t come.

JO: I don’t think I could bear it.

RUBY: We’ll just have to bear it.

JO: We’ve done all we can.

RUBY: We must just wait, and hope.

JO: Maybe we should pray for a Christmas Eve miracle.

RUBY: Have faith in the magic of Christmas!

JO: Whatever happens, I’m so glad I know you, Ruby.

RUBY: I’m very glad you’re my friend, Jo.

RUBY/JO: It’s so good to have someone who understands.

JO: And I –

RUBY: (raises her hand) I think I heard footsteps, outside the window!

JO: Are those footsteps?

(silence, then a door shuts downstairs)

RUBY: (stands) Is he coming?

JO: (stands) Someone’s coming.

RUBY: Is it him?

JO: Is it him?
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(Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas by Michael Bublé starts playing)

RUBY: I’m nervous, isn’t that silly? Nervous about seeing my own husband.

JO: I know it sounds stupid, but I’m so scared.

JO/RUBY: Don’t worry. I’m here. I’ll always be here.

(They move to the foot of the bed and stand next to each other. As we reach the lyrics, the
door slowly opens. The two girls reach out for each others’ hands. As they hold hands,
BLACKOUT.)

END


