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How do we really know what anyone else is thinking? How do we know what they 
really mean? Can two people ever remember the same event in the same way? 
 
 
 
 
Cast 
Joe Denys  (30s) 
Emily Da Silva (20s or early 30s) 
Rick Lambert (50s) 
Sarah Lambert (late 50s / early 60s) 
Rebecca Denys (early 60s) 
 
Scene 
The living-dining room of Sarah and Rebecca's home. There are three entrances: a door 
UL in the back wall which leads to the kitchen; french windows L leading to the garden; an 
open staircase UR leading to the first floor. In the wall R there is a fireplace, not used, set 
with a decoration of pine cones and with (decorative) fire irons. Immediately downstage of 
the staircase is a sofa, with a standard lamp in the corner R of the sofa; UR of the fireplace 
is a nest of coffee tables against the wall, DR of the fireplace is a pouffe, and an armchair is 
right centre, turned slightly towards the fireplace. Stage left there is a dining table with four 
chairs. The furnishings are dark wood and chintz, consciously 'cottagey' in style.  
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ACT ONE 
 
Enter JOE and EMILY from the kitchen. They are wearing clothes suitable for a funeral. Joe 
is an amiable young man, a little lacking in both drive and judgement. Emily is sharp, 
sometimes acerbic, confident and self-possessed. Joe throws himself on to the sofa. 
 
JOE  Phew! Thank god that's over. 
 
EMILY Don't let Sarah hear you. 
 
JOE  She probably feels the same, if only she'd admit it. 
 
EMILY Joe! 
 
JOE  Oh, come on! Funerals are bad enough at the best of times. Some vicar who 
never knew the deceased maundering on about how wonderful they were. The deceased! 
Isn't that a nice sanitised word. Yeuch! 
 
EMILY Anyone who didn't know you would think you were a heartless bastard. 
 
JOE  Sorry. I'm sorry. I just feel . . . I don't know what I feel. And funerals are meant 
to give you a sense of closure, everyone dressed up, show respect for the person - or 
maybe just respect for death, it could be you next, who knows? - and have a bit of a feed, 
then we all go home and get on with our lives. Only this funeral . . . 
 
EMILY I know. Difficult. We none of us knew what to say. Well, as you say, it's over. 
That's the easy bit. 
 
JOE  How d'you mean? 
 
EMILY Now we've all got to get on with the business of living. Well, I say we, but I 
suppose I'm not that involved. 
 
JOE  No, you've always managed to keep out of things. 
 
EMILY Hey, that sounded resentful. I only meant, it's not my family. 
 
JOE  Would it be that different if it was? You only talk to them about twice a year. 
 
EMILY Families are all different. Don't judge mine by your standards. 
 
JOE  I just . . . oh, never mind. It's not just about family, anyway, is it? What about 
Sarah? I can't imagine how I'd feel if it was you, and we've only been together a year. What 
must it be like after thirty years? Christ! 
 
EMILY Yes . . . Where is Sarah anyway? 
 
JOE  Dunno. Upstairs? Rick went back to the cottage, thank god! 
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EMILY It's not his fault. You've been pretty nasty to him the last week. 
 
JOE  Well, it all started with him, didn't it? We were all getting on quite nicely till he 
turned up. 
 
EMILY (crosses and sits on the pouffe DR; this seat is reserved for the 'onlooker' in 
each scene) I thought you quite liked him at first. I remember you telling me about the first 
time you met. 
 
Flashback one take 1. The lighting changes: it is a dark, wet morning. Joe picks up a 
magazine and is flicking through it. RICK knocks on the french windows. He is sheltering 
under an umbrella. Joe looks up, and Rick knocks again. Joe crosses and opens the 
window. 
 
JOE  Hello? 
 
RICK  Morning. Can I come in? 
 
JOE  Er - who are you, exactly? 
 
RICK  Rick. Richard Lambert. Sarah's brother? 
 
JOE  Oh? And why are you in the garden? 
 
RICK  I've just moved into the cottage (nods over his shoulder; the 'cottage' is in the 
garden) Didn't they tell you? Look, can we have this conversation inside? It's horrible out 
here. 
 
JOE  Oh, right. (Steps back and Rick enters, lowers the umbrella, shakes it out into 
the garden, then closes the french window and leans the umbrella up against it. He is 
wearing country casual clothes and is well-spoken and used to charming people on first 
acquaintance) Sorry, I didn't know anything about you. I've been away for a couple of 
weeks - Ibiza. 
 
RICK  I'm still rather surprised they didn't mention me this morning, since you're 
here. I assume you're Joe, by the way? 
 
JOE  Oh, yes, I should've said. You know about me then? 
 
RICK  Your name has come up. And when I saw a strange young man sitting on 
their sofa and obviously making himself at home, I deduced you were either Becky's 
nephew Joe or a particularly nonchalant burglar. 
 
JOE  (laughs) Right! Well, I haven't really seen them today. They were just off out to 
the shops when I arrived. I'm meant to be working in the garage but it's so damn chilly out 
there I came in for a bit of a warm. So, you've moved into the cottage then? It's a bit small, 
isn't it? Kind of like a doll's house. I think it was meant as a granny flat originally. Is it just 
temporary? 
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RICK  Well, one lives in hope. I've been what is euphemistically called made 
redundant, which at my age pretty much means forcibly retired. I'm still trying to sort out the 
finances, and Sarah very kindly offered me the cottage for a very low rent. 
 
JOE  They're good like that. I stayed there for a couple of weeks once when my 
girlfriend kicked me out. Found it a bit poky though, for the long term. Kept banging my 
elbows in the shower, that sort of thing. Besides, it would've cramped my style a bit, know 
what I mean? I mean, they're quite broadminded and all that, but let's face it, they're not 
young and they don't know a lot about men. I didn't want to shock them. 
 
RICK  All probably true. I remember my own bachelor days! (They both laugh) I don't 
suppose I could have a coffee, could I? That's really what I came over for. The machine 
over there seems to have given up the ghost - round about 1952, by the look of it! And I'm 
not much of a tea drinker. 
 
JOE  Yes, sure. Make yourself at home.  
 
Exit to the kitchen. Rick wanders around, lifting up ornaments and examining them. 
 
RICK  Hm. Very nice, if a bit twee. 
 
Re-enter Joe. 
 
JOE  What's that? 
 
RICK  Nothing. I was just saying, nice decor. Very feminine. 
 
JOE  (He never notices such things) Oh, yes, I suppose. I mean, I suppose it would 
be. I've put the machine on - it takes a few minutes. 
 
RICK  Thank you. So, you keep a car in the garage, I believe? What is it? An MG? 
 
JOE  Better than that, it's a Triumph Vitesse 6 convertible. Got it for a song six 
months back. It's practically priceless, hardly any left nowadays - they stopped making 
them in 1966, and most people these days go for the Mark 2 or the 2 litre, but I love this. 
When I've finished with it, it'll be an absolute goldmine. Not that I really want to sell it; I'd 
love to be able to run it. Sundays in the country, events, that sort of thing. 
 
RICK  Good for impressing the ladies, eh? (rather nudge nudge wink wink)  
 
JOE  Some of them. Emily - that's my partner - she's very down to earth. Practical. 
She's the one who wants me to sell it. 
 
RICK  You know, Joe, women are wonderful, wouldn't want to be without them, but 
they don't always understand, do they? I used to have a Harley Davidson, back in my 
misspent youth. My wife always resented the time I spent tuning it. We almost came to 
blows more than once. And yet, if I didn't spend the weekend doing that, but sat around the 
house ready to chat or whatever she professed to want, she complained that I was under 
her feet. 
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JOE  Yes, I get that too. "Don't sit in that chair, I'm just about to hoover there." But if 
I offer to help, I'm always doing it wrong. 
 
RICK  Precisely. No logic. Well, they can't help it, can they? Their brains work 
differently. Not less intelligent, no, no, I'm not sexist. But not logical, like us. 
 
JOE  Anyway, that was Susan, my ex. Emily and I don't live together. I've got a 
place a couple of streets away from here, nearer the main road. She's got a semi over in 
New Town - a mortgage and everything - her parents helped her with the deposit. Not my 
scene, I'm not ready to settle down yet. 
 
RICK  Very wise. You see, that's what women want, on the whole. The nest-building 
instinct. I fell for it myself - I was married at twenty six. It took me ten years to realise it was 
a mistake, and another ten to get out of the trap. You keep your freedom, Joe, that's what I 
advise. Keep your own place. Very wise. 
 
JOE  I'll get that coffee. (Exit briefly; continues to call out through the open door) 
The only thing is, it's a second-floor flat, you know? One of those big Victorian houses on 
Dumbleby Road. They're mostly flats now. Milk and sugar? 
 
RICK  No milk, one sugar. 
 
JOE  Right. I can't stand it without sugar either. (Re-enter with two mugs of coffee) 
Only there's no parking - here you go - well, nowhere near enough parking. And I wouldn't 
want to leave the Vitesse in the street. So it's lucky Aunt Becky has this place, big drive, 
double garage. I come round here most weekends. Do a few jobs at the same time. 
 
RICK  I imagine you make yourself useful. Two women living together, there're 
bound to be quite a few jobs they can't manage. Good to have a man they can rely on. 
 
JOE  Right. Although Sarah's pretty handy with a drill and stuff. Not what you'd 
expect. I mean, she looks so posh and professional when she's dressed for work, you'd 
never expect to see her in old dungarees replacing a light fitting. But I was forgetting, she's 
your sister; you probably know all about that. 
 
RICK  Half-sister. There are eight years between us, so it's a very long time since we 
lived in the same house. I must say, I can't really imagine her in dungarees. She was 
always worried about getting her clothes dirty, as a teenager, from what I remember. I don't 
suppose I could have a spot of something stronger in this? Just to keep out the cold. It's 
such a horrible day. 
 
JOE  Oh, right. I'm not sure they've got anything except wine. I'll have a look. 
 
As he rises, there are voices in the kitchen and then SARAH enters, still in an outdoor coat 
which is wet. She is wearing smart-casual weekend clothes, and little makeup. She is a 
strong-minded career woman, warm with those she trusts, otherwise rather reserved.  
 
SARAH Oh, Joe, there you are. Isn't it nasty? (more coolly) Hello, Rick. Making 
yourself at home, I see. 
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JOE  He fancied something in his coffee - you haven't got any spirits, have you? 
 
SARAH Only gin - I don't think that goes with coffee, but Rick may disagree. 
 
RICK  No, no, that's quite all right. It was just a thought. As you say, it's nasty out. 
 
SARAH Mm.  
 
She takes off her coat and arranges it on the back of a dining chair to dry. Enter REBECCA 
(BECKY) from the kitchen. Her clothes make no concession to the weekend, and she 
always wears makeup. She is a chatterer, and a fusser. 
 
BECKY Sarah, are you going to help me unload the shopping? Oh, hello, Rick. (She 
quite likes him) 
 
SARAH There seems to be some coffee on the go. Why don't we have some to get 
warmed up before we start? My teeth are practically chattering. 
 
BECKY And what about the stuff that needs to go in the fridge? I don't like to leave it 
sitting there in that warm kitchen. The coffee will keep hot for five minutes. 
 
SARAH Oh, all right. I should've known I wouldn't get away with trying to take it easy! 
 
BECKY Well, it's just, you know, I can't bear to ... 
 
SARAH (interrupting her affectionately) It's all right, my love, I know. Must tidy up! No 
mess! 
 
JOE  Why don't I give you a hand? We'll get it sorted in no time. 
 
SARAH Thank you, Joe. (gently malicious) And how about you, Rick? Since you're 
one of the family I'm not going to treat you like a guest. Care to lend a hand? 
 
RICK  (hastily swigging his coffee and putting down the mug) I'd love to help, of 
course, but actually, rather a lot to do over there. Not really straight yet. I'm sure you can 
manage. 
 
He picks up his umbrella and leaves through the french windows. Sarah laughs. 
 
SARAH That's got rid of him. Parasite! Whisky in his coffee at 10.30 a.m. Hah! 
 
JOE  Don't you like him? 
 
SARAH Not a lot. There's no law says you have to like your family. If he was a piece of 
bread and you dropped him, he's guaranteed to land butter side up. 
 
JOE  I thought he seemed quite nice. 
 
SARAH Yes, he's very good at that. Look, you sit down and finish your coffee. We 
don't really need three people to unpack a few groceries. 
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At some point during the above, Becky has gone into the kitchen. She now returns. 
 
BECKY Are you coming, Sarah? 
 
SARAH On my way. 
 
BECKY (sees Sarah's coat on the chair, crosses and picks it up) Honestly, Sarah, it'll 
drip all over the carpet. I'll put it in the porch with mine. 
 
SARAH Of course you will. Sorry! 
 
Exeunt Becky and Sarah to the kitchen. Lighting changes. 
 
EMILY I'd say you liked him because he did his all-boys-together bit and talked 
admiringly about your bloody Vitesse convertible. Honestly, Joe, you're such a soft touch. 
 
JOE  That's not how I remember it at all.   
 
EMILY  Sarah was right, he's a creep. And his views on women are practically 
medieval. I had a real ding-dong with him once. 
 
JOE  I remember you telling me. 
 
EMILY Well, you weren't much better. When he said all that patronising stuff, you 
could've challenged him. 
 
JOE  I did challenge him! I'm sure I did. I was polite, but I didn't like him much. He 
has a talent for saying things which, if you saw them written down would seem OK, but 
actually when he says them you feel he's getting at you somehow. 
 
EMILY I know what you mean. It doesn't work with me; I think he's pretty pathetic. 
 
JOE  Yeah, I think he's noticed! 
 
EMILY If he leaves me alone, that's fine by me. But your Aunt Becky was really 
sensitive to other people's opinions. I bet he got right under her skin. 
 
JOE  I don't think I'm that sensitive, but he got under mine. Right from the start, the 
way I remember it. 
 
Flashback one take 2. Lighting changes. Emily sits back on the pouffe, Joe sits back on 
the sofa. RICK knocks on the french windows. He is sheltering under an umbrella. Joe 
looks up, and Rick knocks again. Joe crosses and opens the window. 
 
JOE  Hello? 
 
RICK  Morning. Can I come in? 
 
JOE  Er - who are you, exactly? 
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RICK  Rick. Richard Lambert. Sarah's brother? 
 
JOE  Oh? And why are you in the garden? 
 
RICK  I've just moved into the cottage (nods over his shoulder; the 'cottage' is in the 
garden) Didn't they tell you? Look, can we have this conversation inside? It's horrible out 
here. 
 
JOE  Oh, right. (Steps back and Rick enters, lowers the umbrella, shakes it out into 
the garden, then closes the french window and leans the umbrella up against it) Sorry, I 
didn't know anything about you. I've been away for a couple of weeks - Ibiza. 
 
RICK  I'm still rather surprised they didn't mention me this morning, since you're 
here. I assume you're Joe, by the way? 
 
JOE  Oh, yes, I should've said. You know about me then? 
 
RICK  Your name has come up.  
 
JOE  (slightly awkward pause) Well, I haven't really seen them today. They were 
just off out to the shops when I arrived. I'm meant to be working in the garage but it's so 
damn chilly out there I came in for a bit of a warm. So, you've moved into the cottage then? 
It's a bit small, isn't it? Kind of like a doll's house. I think it was meant as a granny flat 
originally. Is it just temporary? 
 
RICK  Oh, yes. It would hardly do for the long term. As a matter of fact I've just sold 
my own place, but there's a small hiatus with the finances, and Sarah very kindly offered 
me the cottage to tide me over. 
 
JOE  They're good like that. I stayed there for a couple of weeks once when my 
girlfriend kicked me out. Found it a bit poky though; as you say, it wouldn't do for the long 
term. Kept banging my elbows in the shower, that sort of thing.  
 
RICK  Still, one mustn't be ungrateful. It's very kind of them to lend it out to family - it 
could be a real money-spinner, in a suburb like this. 
 
JOE  Well, they didn't lend it, exactly. I paid them rent.  
 
RICK  Naturally. I didn't mean to imply otherwise.  (awkward pause) I don't suppose I 
could have a coffee, could I? That's really what I came over for.  
 
JOE  Yes, sure. You probably know where the kitchen is.  
 
RICK  I've passed through it. I don't know where anything is. Sarah and Becky 
normally offer me something. 
 
JOE  Right. Well, I could do with one myself, I suppose. 
 
Exit to the kitchen. Rick wanders around, lifting up ornaments and examining them. 
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RICK  Hm. Very nice, if a bit twee. 
 
Re-enter Joe. 
 
JOE  What's that? 
 
RICK  Rather twee, the decor. To be expected, I suppose.  
 
JOE  Why, particularly? 
 
RICK  Two women like that, you know. No masculine influence. Is the coffee 
coming? 
 
JOE  I've put the machine on - it takes a few minutes. 
 
RICK  Thank you. So, you keep a car in the garage, I believe?  
 
JOE  (suddenly enthusiastic) That's right. It's a Triumph Vitesse 6 convertible. Got it 
for a song six months back. It's practically priceless, and when I've finished with it, it'll be an 
absolute goldmine. Not that I really want to sell it; I'd love to be able to run it. Sundays in 
the country, events, that sort of thing. 
 
RICK  Rather an expensive hobby. Oh, don't get me wrong, we all have these 
dreams when we're young. But then real life comes along.  
 
JOE  You sound like Emily - that's my partner - she's very down to earth. Practical. 
She's the one who wants me to sell it. 
 
RICK  You know, Joe, women are wonderful, wouldn't want to be without them, but 
they don't always understand, do they? However, your Emily sounds like a sensible young 
woman. Are you planning to get married? 
 
JOE  Not yet, anyway. Emily and I don't live together.  
 
RICK  A career woman, is she? 
 
JOE  Well, she's got quite a good job, HR you know? To be honest, I don't really 
know what that means, but she earns plenty.  
 
RICK  Ah, yes, there's the rub, isn't it? However much we pretend to be New Men, 
we none of us like to feel our wife is earning more than we do. (Joe moves as if to protest) 
And I suspect, whatever they say, even the most feminist woman doesn't really want a man 
who'll play second fiddle to her. 
 
JOE  I didn't say that, exactly. I mean, I don't do too badly. Of course, the job I'm 
doing at the moment is a bit dreary, but I'm putting the capital together to start my own 
business. It takes time, you know. You have to build up contacts. 
 



 

                                                                                                          11 

RICK  Naturally. And I imagine your young woman is waiting to see how that pans 
out. Women are very practical when it comes to money. I found that out the hard way 
myself- I was married at twenty six. It took me ten years to realise it was a mistake, and 
another ten to get out of the trap. You keep your freedom, Joe, that's what I advise. Keep 
your own place. Very wise. Marriage is an expensive business. Wait until you've sold that 
car, at least. I believe the wedding itself can set one back twenty grand these days. 
 
JOE  I'll get that coffee. (Exit briefly; continues to call out through the open door) 
The only thing is, it's a second-floor flat, you know? One of those big Victorian houses on 
Dumbleby Road. They're mostly flats now. Milk and sugar? 
 
RICK  No milk, one sugar. 
 
JOE  Right. I can't stand it without sugar either. (Re-enter with two mugs of coffee) 
Only there's no parking - here you go - well, nowhere near enough parking. And I wouldn't 
want to leave the Vitesse in the street. So it's lucky Aunt Becky has this place, big drive, 
double garage. I come round here most weekends.  
 
RICK  Fortunate for you. If you had to rent a workshop for the car, it would be rather 
less of a goldmine, I imagine. What are the rents like round here? 
 
JOE  Well, OK, I don't pay them rent - I did offer, but they wouldn't hear of it. I try to 
do a few jobs around the place, when I can. Make myself useful. 
 
RICK  Yes, two women living together, there're bound to be quite a few jobs they 
can't manage. Good to have a man they can rely on. 
 
JOE  Right. Although Sarah's pretty handy with a drill and stuff. They're both quite 
practical, really. But I was forgetting, she's your sister; you probably know all about that. 
 
RICK  Half-sister. There are eight years between us, so it's a very long time since we 
lived in the same house. (pause) I don't suppose I could have a spot of something stronger 
in this? Just to keep out the cold. It's such a horrible day. 
 
JOE  Oh, right. I'm not sure they've got anything except wine. I'll have a look. 
 
As he rises, there are voices in the kitchen and then SARAH enters, still in an outdoor coat 
which is wet.  
 
SARAH Oh, Joe, there you are. Isn't it nasty? (more coolly) Hello, Rick. Making 
yourself at home, I see. 
 
JOE  He fancied something in his coffee - you haven't got any spirits, have you? 
 
SARAH Only gin - I don't think that goes with coffee, but Rick may disagree. 
 
RICK  No, no, that's quite all right. It was just a thought. As you say, it's nasty out. 
 
SARAH Mm.  
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She takes off her coat and arranges it on the back of a dining chair to dry. Enter BECKY 
from the kitchen 
 
BECKY Sarah, are you going to help me unload the shopping? Oh, hello, Rick. (She 
quite likes him) 
 
RICK  Becky. How are you?  
 
BECKY Not so bad. They didn't have vanilla essence though. No-one seems to bake 
these days - they just buy these packets of cake mix, cupcake mix, cheesecake mix, so 
artificial! Sarah, sorry to natter, but it's the stuff that needs to go in the fridge. I don't like to 
leave it sitting there in that warm kitchen.  
 
SARAH Oh, all right. I should've known I wouldn't get away with trying to take it easy! 
 
BECKY Well, it's just, you know, I can't bear to ... 
 
SARAH (interrupting her affectionately) It's all right, my love, I know. Must tidy up! No 
mess! 
 
JOE  Why don't I give you a hand? We'll get it sorted in no time. 
 
SARAH Thank you, Joe. (gently malicious) And how about you, Rick? Since you're 
one of the family I'm not going to treat you like a guest.  
 
RICK  (hastily swigging his coffee and putting down the mug) I'd love to help, of 
course, but actually, rather a lot to do over there. Not really straight yet. I'm sure you can 
manage. 
 
He picks up his umbrella and leaves through the french windows. Sarah laughs. 
 
SARAH That's got rid of him. Parasite! Whisky in his coffee at 10.30 a.m. Hah! 
 
JOE  Yes, I thought it was a bit much, but as he's your brother I didn't like to say so. 
 
SARAH Feel free to say what you like in future. Not that it'll make a blind bit of 
difference; criticism just bounces off him. If he was a piece of bread and you dropped him, 
he's guaranteed to land butter side up. 
 
JOE  (laughs) I'll have to remember that one! 
 
SARAH Look, you sit down and finish your coffee. We don't really need three people 
to unpack a few groceries. 
 
At some point during the above, Becky has gone into the kitchen. She now returns. 
 
BECKY Are you coming, Sarah? 
 
SARAH On my way. 
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BECKY (sees Sarah's coat on the chair, crosses and picks it up) Honestly, Sarah, it'll 
drip all over the carpet. I'll put it in the porch with mine. 
 
SARAH Of course you will. Sorry! 
 
Exeunt Becky and Sarah to the kitchen. Lighting changes. 
 
JOE  (to Emily) That's how I remember it. Not all-boys-together at all. He obviously 
thought I was a scrounger. 
 
EMILY  And he wouldn't want any competition. He's a scrounger par excellence. 
 
JOE  He made me feel I was taking advantage of Aunt Becky. Do you think I did?  
 
EMILY Well, maybe a bit, sometimes. But she liked you. She really did. And so does 
Sarah. They've never minded you dropping in. You don't overdo it. And you do help out, 
when you remember. 
 
JOE  (hurt) That's a bit harsh.  
 
EMILY (affectionately) Come on, Joe, admit it! You're not the world's best at doing 
what you promised.  
 
JOE  I'm not a scrounger, though. And I'm not always sneering at people behind 
their backs, like Rick does. 
 
EMILY True. There's not a malicious bone in your body, I'll say that for you. 
 
JOE  Thanks! 
 
EMILY I think you're right about one thing, though. Becky did like Rick, at the start. I 
don't think she was just putting it on because he was Sarah's brother. She told me once he 
was charming. 
 
JOE  Charming my backside! You should hear Sarah on the subject. She reckons 
we should shorten Richard to Dick, not Rick. Because he is such a dick. But more than 
once, she commented that Aunt Becky didn't seem to see through him the way she did.  
 
EMILY I'm hungry. Shall I see what there is in the fridge? I don't suppose Sarah'll 
mind - she might be glad of something herself. 
 
JOE  OK. I suppose. 
 
Flashback two take 1. Emily puts her hand on his arm sympathetically, then exits to the 
kitchen. Joe goes to sit on the pouffe. Lighting change: it is now evening. Lamps are lit. 
Rick enters quietly by the french windows and draws the curtains across them. He has 
brought a bottle of whisky and a glass; he pours a generous measure, puts the bottle on the 
table then goes to sit on the sofa. Sarah comes down the stairs. 
 
SARAH Ah, you've got a drink, I see. 
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RICK  Good thing I thought to bring this over. Help yourself. 
 
SARAH No, thanks. But we hadn't finished the wine - has Becky cleared it away? 
 
RICK  Apparently. She said something about coffee. 
 
SARAH I bet she's washing up. Honestly! (goes to kitchen door and opens it) Becky, 
leave that for heaven's sake. The sky won't fall in if you sit and relax for once. 
 
BECKY (off) I'm just stacking the dishwasher. I won't be long. 
 
SARAH (sighs and gives up) Well, leave my glass. I want some more wine. (She exits 
into the kitchen and returns with a glass of wine. Sits in armchair.) Phew! 
 
RICK  You do yourselves very well, I must say. That Chablis goes for at least twenty 
quid a bottle. 
 
SARAH And I work hard for it. 
 
RICK  I didn't mean to imply you didn't. 
 
SARAH Didn't you? 
 
Enter Becky, also with a glass of wine. 
 
BECKY Does anyone want coffee? 
 
SARAH Not just yet. Come and sit down. 
 
BECKY All right. I just wanted to get things a bit straight. I hate coming down in the 
morning and finding dirty dishes and pans everywhere. 
 
RICK  Yes, I noticed how tidy this place was, and I thought it must be you. 
 
SARAH Meaning I'm messy? 
 
BECKY Well, you don't mind a bit of clutter, do you? It's probably my training, as much 
as anything. In any kind of nursing, you have to be systematic, to know where everything is. 
 
RICK  You were a nurse? Is that how you two met? 
 
BECKY I was a midwife, in fact. But it's the same general principle. Having your 
medical equipment properly organised, so you can lay hands on exactly what you need, 
when you need it, well, it can save lives, literally. 
 
RICK  Of course it can.  I imagine you were very efficient. 
 
BECKY Well, I did my best. 
 



 

                                                                                                          15 

SARAH Like most people who work for the NHS. We all do our best, but it's never 
good enough. Oh, let's not start that! Sorry . . . Rick was admiring the wine, Becky. He's 
right, it's bloody good. Remind me to order some more. 
 
RICK  The wine and the food. I'm hoping this won't be my last dinner invitation. 
 
BECKY Oh, well, thank you. I love cooking. It's lovely to have a guest who appreciates 
it. 
 
RICK  I certainly did. I've always been a bit of a gourmet - the only problem is, I'm a 
lousy cook myself! I struggle to scramble eggs. Mostly live on ready meals, I confess. 
 
BECKY Oh, that's no good! 
 
RICK  They've improved enormously over the last decade or so. I only buy the 
'something special', or whatever it's called. Really quite palatable. But not to be compared 
with home cooking, of course. 
 
BECKY Even the best ones have all sorts of additives. It's much better to make a meal 
from scratch; then you know exactly what's gone into it. I don't even buy those spice 
mixtures, or sauce mixes. Mind you, it was tricky when we were both working, but now I've 
retired . . . 
 
SARAH (joking) We're both putting on weight! 
 
BECKY I haven't heard you complaining. 
 
SARAH Oh, I'm not. And Joe benefits as well. (to Rick) He tends to show up on a 
Saturday morning looking hopeful, and he frequently ends up staying to lunch. 
 
BECKY (a little defensive) Well, I like to make sure he gets at least one good meal a 
week. He lives on takeaways half the time, which is a lot worse than ready meals in my 
view. And Emily's no better. 
 
SARAH Oh, I'm not complaining. He's good company. 
 
RICK  (to Becky) You're very fond of Joe, aren't you? I'd say he was lucky. Not many 
aunts would bother about a grown-up nephew. 
 
BECKY It's easy now he's so near. I didn't see much of him when my brother moved - 
oh, for quite a few years. They were teenagers then, I suppose, Joe and Rosie - that's Joe's 
sister. I was so happy when Joe came back here. I think it's important for families to stick 
together. Well, like you and Sarah. You've never lived in each other's pockets, but when 
you lost your job and had to sell your house, she was the one you turned to, wasn't she? 
 
RICK  You're right, Becky. You are absolutely right. Blood is thicker than water.  
 
SARAH Even our blood. 
 
BECKY Sarah! 
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SARAH When I was growing up I was shuttled between my dad and my mother like 
pass the parcel. No, like a hot potato. With pass the parcel, everyone tries to hold on as 
long as possible, hoping the music will stop on their turn. With me, it was the opposite of 
that. 
 
BECKY That's not Rick's fault. 
 
SARAH No. No, it isn't. It wasn't. But Mary - his mum - made sure I got second best 
everything. I had to work in a bar to support myself through medical school, at a time when 
students got their tuition fees paid and a grant for living expenses into the bargain. But of 
course the grant was income-related and my dad was creaming it in so I didn't get much, 
and he never made it up as he was meant to. But Little Richard here got not only full 
support but the deposit on a nice flat, a cut above most student digs. 
 
RICK  (martyred) I'm sorry you still feel bitter about all that, Sarah. There wasn't 
much I could do, was there? For one thing, you'd already graduated and qualified by the 
time I started at college. 
 
SARAH True. And it's all a long time ago. 
 
RICK  If you grudge me the loan of the cottage, I'll go. Or we can put the rent up to 
more like the market rate. 
 
BECKY We wouldn't hear of it! You're paying what Joe paid when he stayed there a 
couple of years ago. It covers the utility bills and that's the main thing. And of course you're 
welcome to stay as long as you like. Isn't he, Sarah? 
 
SARAH Yes, of course. We might as well have someone living there. It's a bit of a 
white elephant, that cottage, now. When we bought this place the plan was for Becky's 
mum to live there, but then she got cancer after less than a year, and it's been empty most 
of the time since. 
 
RICK  I'm sorry to hear that, Becky. It's hard to lose a parent, especially to 
something like cancer. You hate seeing someone you love in that kind of pain. 
 
BECKY It was quite quick, at least. Quicker than many I've seen. 
 
RICK  And at least she had you there, medically trained too. My dad - it was lung 
cancer with him, as you know, and hardly surprising. Twenty a day for fifty years. Anyway. 
He had to go into a hospice at the end; my mum couldn't cope. Lovely people, but it's not 
the same, is it? None of us were there when he went. 
 
BECKY That's a shame. 
 
RICK  You always feel guilty, afterwards. But I couldn't just stay off work indefinitely. 
It could have happened in a few days or a few weeks, the doctors just didn't know. 
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BECKY It's so unpredictable. Sometimes the worst cases are the ones who hang on 
and on, like they just can't give up on life. And then other people, who seem quite strong 
and you'd think they'd put up a real fight, they just go out like a light. 
 
SARAH (serious, forgetting to bicker with Rick) I sometimes think the life force in each 
of us is rather like a candle flame. Sometimes the flame is strong and steady, sometimes 
it's weak. If a cold draught blows when it's at its brightest, it may flicker but it won't go out. 
Yet if that same draught blows when it's at its dimmest, pouf! Flame extinguished. 
 
BECKY You make it sound just a matter of chance. I think some people just have a 
stronger will to live. 
 
SARAH (smiles) A thicker wick on their candle, in other words! 
 
BECKY Well, I wouldn't have put it like that! 
 
RICK  This is all getting a bit heavy for me. I think I'll be on my way. (He rises a little 
unsteadily) 
 
BECKY I'll put the patio lights on, then you can see where you're going. 
 
RICK Right. (He makes his way to the french windows, collecting the whisky bottle en 
route.) I might as well take this. I don't suppose you two would drink it. 
 
SARAH Not as fast as you will, certainly. (Exit Rick by french window. Becky draws 
back the curtain for him to leave, and switches on the outdoor lights. She watches him go 
and waves, then closes the window, switches the lights off and draws the curtain again.) 
Well, I think I'm for bed too. Coming? 
 
BECKY In a minute. 
 
Sarah goes upstairs. Becky tidies the glasses away into the kitchen. Lights go up to 
'daylight' as she returns, leaving the kitchen door ajar. Joe stands.  
 
BECKY Hello, Joe. I didn't see you there. 
 
JOE  Can I do anything to help? 
 
BECKY No, I'm sorted, thanks. How's Emily? We haven't seen much of her lately. If it 
comes to that, you haven't been round so often. 
 
JOE  Well, you've got Rick there, haven't you? 
 
BECKY Don't you like him?  
 
JOE  He's OK. I just meant, he's probably around a lot, and you and Sarah need 
some time to yourselves. 
 
BECKY That's nice of you, but I can't believe you thought that one up, Joe. 
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JOE  (sheepish) Well, no, it was Em who said it. But she's right, isn't she? With 
Sarah still working, your weekends together are important. 
 
BECKY That's what she says. Sarah. Oh, it's not you, Joe, she doesn't mind you. But 
even though Rick's her brother, they don't get on that well. As you say, he's been around 
quite a bit - well, that's natural, I suppose, he's new to this area. 
 
JOE  Yes, I've met him here nearly every time I've come. But you seem to get on all 
right? Sarah said you thought he was charming. 
 
BECKY Oh, Sarah said! That was her word, not mine. Oh, you have to be polite, don't 
you? But between you and me, he can be . . . supercilious is the word I'm looking for. 
 
JOE  Looking down his nose? 
 
BECKY Right. But also . . . I don't know. I think he enjoys making other people 
uncomfortable. I don't understand that at all. Putting people on edge, you know. Sarah and I 
have come near to quarrelling more than once when he was there, and we don't, you know, 
we really don't. Little disagreements, but . . . But he seemed to enjoy it, like I said. 
 
JOE  I know what you mean. 
 
BECKY I don't get it. I'd like everyone to get on. It would be so much nicer. I know 
that's ridiculous. 
 
JOE  Well, it's a bit idealistic, let's say! 
 
BECKY I know, I know. But at least, if people are fighting over - land, say, or religion, 
or, or at a personal level over custody of a child, for instance, I can understand that. What I 
absolutely don't understand is someone who . . . who pokes other people with a stick to see 
what happens. 
 
JOE  And then gets off on it if he manages to upset them. 
 
BECKY Yes. Yes, I think that's exactly what he does. (There is the sound of an oven 
timer from the kitchen) Oh, that'll be my scones. Excuse me, Joe. 
 
Flashback two take 2. Exit to kitchen, closing the door. Joe goes back to the pouffe. The 
lights change back to evening. Rick enters quietly by the french windows and draws the 
curtains across them. He has brought a bottle of whisky and a glass; he pours a generous 
measure, puts the bottle on the table then goes to sit on the sofa. Sarah comes down the 
stairs. 
 
SARAH Ah, you've got a drink, I see. 
 
RICK  Good thing I thought to bring this over. Help yourself. 
 
SARAH No, thanks. But we hadn't finished the wine - has Becky cleared it away? 
 
RICK  Apparently. She said something about coffee. 
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SARAH I bet she's washing up. Honestly! (goes to kitchen door and opens it) Becky, 
leave that for heaven's sake. The sky won't fall in if you sit and relax for once. 
 
BECKY (off) I'm just stacking the dishwasher. I won't be long. 
 
SARAH (sighs and gives up) Well, leave my glass. I want some more wine. (She exits 
into the kitchen and returns with a glass of wine. Sits in armchair.) Phew! 
 
RICK  You do yourselves very well, I must say. That Chablis goes for at least twenty 
quid a bottle. 
 
SARAH And I work hard for it. 
 
RICK  I didn't mean to imply you didn't. 
 
SARAH Didn't you? 
 
Enter Becky, also with a glass of wine. 
 
BECKY Does anyone want coffee? 
 
SARAH Not just yet. Come and sit down. 
 
BECKY All right. I just wanted to get things a bit straight. I hate coming down in the 
morning and finding dirty dishes and pans everywhere. 
 
RICK  Yes, I noticed how tidy this place was, and I thought it must be you. 
 
SARAH Meaning I'm messy? 
 
BECKY Well, you don't mind a bit of clutter, do you? It's probably my training, as much 
as anything. In any kind of nursing, you have to be systematic, to know where everything is. 
 
RICK  You were a nurse? Is that how you two met? 
 
BECKY I was a midwife, in fact. But it's the same general principle. Having your 
medical equipment properly organised, so you can lay hands on exactly what you need, 
when you need it, well, it can save lives, literally. 
 
RICK  Of course it can.  I imagine you were very efficient. 
 
BECKY Well, I did my best. 
 
RICK  And you probably got paid a pittance compared with Sarah. It's very 
hierarchical, isn't it, the NHS? 
 
BECKY Well, yes, it can be. Things are changing, but some doctors still, well . . .  
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RICK  Think they're god's gift. Present company excepted, of course. At my old 
practice, when you rang for an appointment they'd always be terribly apologetic: 'Would you 
mind seeing the nurse practitioner instead of the doctor?' Well if that meant I could get in 
tomorrow instead of a week next Tuesday, you bet I didn't mind. 
 
SARAH We're all overworked. We all do our best, but it's never good enough. Oh, let's 
not start that! Sorry . . . Rick was admiring the wine, Becky. He's right, it's bloody good. 
Remind me to order some more. 
 
BECKY I can do that. I've got more time, now, after all. 
 
RICK  Of course, you're a lady of leisure, aren't you? But you mustn't just turn into a 
housewife, running round after Sarah. You need to get out and enjoy yourself. You've 
earned it. 
 
SARAH Exactly what I keep telling her, but she prefers to fuss around clearing out 
wardrobes and cleaning the bathroom tiles. 
 
BECKY Someone has to keep on top of things. A house doesn't just run itself. You'd 
be the first to complain if there wasn't a hot meal ready for you each evening. 
 
SARAH That's not fair. In fact, it's not true. 
 
RICK  (pleased with himself) Come, come, ladies, let's not quarrel. We can all agree 
that you're a better cook than Sarah, Becky. I'm hoping this won't be my last dinner 
invitation. 
 
BECKY Oh, well, thank you. I love cooking. It's lovely to have a guest who appreciates 
it. 
 
SARAH Meaning I don't? 
 
BECKY You do take it for granted a bit. There's a lot of work in a meal like that. Only 
that's not real work, is it? You don't need a university degree to make Beef Wellington or 
chocolate mousse. 
 
SARAH Oh, for heaven's sake. So you haven't got a degree. You trained as a nurse 
back in the bad old days when nursing wasn't a university subject - bad being a matter of 
opinion, incidentally. You learned most of what you know by practical experience. Why do 
you imagine that makes you inferior? 
 
BECKY I'm not the one who thinks that. 
 
SARAH Oh, yes, you are! You really are. 
 
Pause. Becky pulls herself together and returns to 'hostess' mode. 
 
BECKY Anyway, Rick, as I said, I'm glad you enjoyed the meal. We don't give enough 
dinner parties these days. Although Joe comes round for lunch quite often, at weekends. 
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SARAH He tends to show up on a Saturday morning looking hopeful, and he 
frequently ends up staying to lunch. 
 
BECKY (a little defensive) Well, I like to make sure he gets at least one good meal a 
week. He lives on takeaways half the time. And Emily's no better. 
 
SARAH Oh, I'm not complaining. He's good company. 
 
RICK  (to Becky) You're very fond of Joe, aren't you? I'd say he was lucky. Not many 
aunts would bother about a grown-up nephew. 
 
BECKY It's easy now he's so near. I didn't see much of him when my brother moved - 
oh, for quite a few years. They were teenagers then, I suppose, Joe and Rosie - that's Joe's 
sister. I was so happy when Joe came back here. I think it's important for families to stick 
together. Well, like you and Sarah. You've never lived in each other's pockets, but when 
you lost your job and had to sell your house, she was the one you turned to, wasn't she? 
 
RICK  You're right, Becky. You are absolutely right. Blood is thicker than water.  
 
SARAH Even our blood. 
 
BECKY Sarah! 
 
SARAH Come on, Becky, even you must realise most families are at each other's 
throats as often as not. Look at A and E on Christmas Day. You're soft about Joe because 
you knew him as a kid, not because he's your nephew.  
 
BECKY That's not true. It's not true.  
 
SARAH How often do you say things like 'He was such a lovely little boy.' 'I remember 
taking him to see Santa when he was six.' Well, he's not a little boy any more, but that's all 
you see. You lost your own child, and Joe's a substitute.  
 
BECKY (deeply upset; this is something they never talk about) How could you? That's 
a monstrous thing to say. 
 
RICK  I never knew you'd had a child. 
 
SARAH (to Becky, ignoring him) I'm sorry. God, I'm sorry, love. I don't know what's got 
into me tonight. 
 
BECKY (to her, also ignoring Rick) You never wanted children, did you? You never 
understood.  
 
SARAH No, no I didn't. But I did everything I could to save it. 
 
BECKY Him. Save him. Not it. He was a boy, a boy called James. And I buried him, 
and you said 'Give it a while, maybe you can try again', but I knew you were relieved, really. 
It would have interfered with your job, wouldn't it, having a child around. So I didn't try 
again. But I didn't stop wanting a child. You don't stop wanting something because you 
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can't have it. You never knew about all the nights I'd lie there, lie awake when you were 
snoring away. 
 
SARAH What, so you're blaming me for falling asleep? If you'd talked to me, said how 
you were feeling, I'd've tried to help. But you never will talk about anything painful, will you? 
You just pretend everything's all right, and keep polishing the furniture, as if having a nice 
shiny dresser means all's right with the world! So I thought I'd better go along with that, 
even though I could see it wasn't. 
 
BECKY Of course it wasn't! I'm a midwife, aren't I? MY job is - was - to help other 
women have babies. Spending every day helping other women have something I couldn't 
have - did you ever think how that felt? 
 
SARAH Oh, god, Becky, don't. Don't do this. 
 
BECKY Well, it's past. Nothing to be done now. But don't you grudge me Joe. 
 
SARAH I do not grudge Joe. I'm not jealous of him, and he doesn't irritate me, or 
anything else you could accuse me of. I like your family. It's my own I'm not so fond of 
(glares at Rick, who started all this). 
 
RICK  If you grudge me the loan of the cottage, I'll go. Or we can put the rent up to 
more like the market rate. 
 
BECKY (glad to get away from the painful past) We wouldn't hear of it! You're paying 
what Joe paid when he stayed there a couple of years ago. It covers the utility bills and 
that's the main thing. And of course you're welcome to stay as long as you like.  
 
SARAH (trying to sound calm and normal) We might as well have someone living 
there. It's a bit of a white elephant, that cottage, now. When we bought this place the plan 
was for Becky's mum to live there, but then she got cancer after less than a year, and it's 
been empty most of the time since. 
 
RICK  I'm sorry to hear that. Becky. It's hard to lose a parent, especially to 
something like cancer. You hate seeing someone you love in that kind of pain. 
 
BECKY It was quite quick, at least. Quicker than many I've seen. 
 
RICK  And at least she had you there, medically trained too. My dad - it was lung 
cancer with him, as you know, and hardly surprising. Twenty a day for fifty years. Anyway. 
He had to go into a hospice at the end; my mum couldn't cope. Lovely people, but it's not 
the same, is it? None of us were there when he went. 
 
BECKY (mechanically) That's a shame. 
 
RICK  You always feel guilty, afterwards. But I couldn't just stay off work indefinitely. 
It could have happened in a few days or a few weeks, the doctors just didn't know. 
 
SARAH But Mary could have been there. She didn't have work as an excuse. What 
was it - too busy playing bridge, or at the beauty salon? 
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RICK  I think I'll be on my way. (He rises a little unsteadily) 
 
BECKY I'll put the patio lights on, then you can see where you're going. 
 
RICK  Right. (He makes his way to the french windows, collecting the whisky bottle 
en route.) I might as well take this. I don't suppose you two would drink it. 
 
SARAH Not as fast as you will, certainly. (Exit Rick by french window. Becky draws 
back the curtain for him to leave, and switches on the outdoor lights. She watches him go 
and waves, then closes the window, switches the lights off and draws the curtain again.) 
Becky, I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have said that. Especially not in front of him. He just gets me 
. . . No, I shouldn't blame him. (She waits for an answer, but Becky does not look at her) 
Well, I think I'm for bed too. Coming? 
 
BECKY In a minute. 
 
Sarah goes upstairs. Becky tidies the glasses away into the kitchen. Lights go up to 
'daylight' as she returns, leaving the kitchen door ajar. She crosses and draws back the 
curtain from the french window. Joe stands.  
 
BECKY Hello, Joe. I didn't see you there. 
 
JOE  Can I do anything to help? 
 
BECKY No, I'm sorted, thanks. How's Emily? We haven't seen much of her lately. If it 
comes to that, you haven't been round so often. 
 
JOE  Well, you've got Rick there, haven't you? 
 
BECKY Don't you like him either?  
 
JOE  He's OK, I suppose. Seems to like causing trouble though. 
 
BECKY Yes. Oh, speak of the devil. 
 
Rick appears at the french window, and taps at the glass. 
 
JOE  Well, I'll be on my way then. See you later, Auntie Becky. (pecks her on the 
cheek and exits through the kitchen) 
 
Becky lets Rick in. 
 
BECKY Hello. What can I do for you? 
 
RICK  I don't suppose you've got a screwdriver, have you? 
 
BECKY Yes, of course. D'you mean a Phillips one or a straight one? What's it for? 
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RICK  I know it sounds daft, but it's my pans. Anne took all the good kitchen stuff, 
and I just bought the basics at a supermarket. As you know, I don't do a lot of cooking. 
 
BECKY Why d'you need a screwdriver for your pans? 
 
RICK  The handles are fastened on with a screw and they keep working loose, and 
then the whole thing goes wobbly, and my spaghetti ends up all over the hob. It's a Phillips 
one. 
 
BECKY Oh, I see. Hang on a minute. (Exits to kitchen, returns with a screwdriver) This 
should do it. And - oh, I've just thought. When I had metal-framed glasses the screws kept 
jumping out, and I found a coat of clear nail varnish over the heads did the trick. 
 
RICK  Really? D'you happen to have some? 
 
BECKY I doubt it. I don't wear the stuff, and Sarah doesn't use colourless. It's easy 
enough to buy. Or you could just get better pans! 
 
RICK  Hardly worth it. Well, thanks for this. (Turns to go, pauses) Was that Joe I saw 
leaving just now? 
 
BECKY Probably. He's full of some new business idea. Something about cars. 
 
RICK  Ah. Well. A word to the wise. He's a charming young man, of course, but I'm 
not sure he's got much business sense. I wouldn't go getting involved in any of his schemes 
if I were you. 
 
BECKY Yes, well you're not me, are you? Anyway, if you'll excuse me, I've got a lot to 
do. Just bring that back and leave it on the table when you've finished, will you?  
 
 
ACT ONE CONTINUES WITH A FURTHER FLASHBACK; ACT TWO HOMES IN ON 
THE DEATH AND WHAT LED UP TO IT, WITH EVERYONE HAVING A DIFFERENT 
OPINION 
 


