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SYLVIA: Well it’s not that easy, is it? When it’s your boss.
Who's got the power in that situation? She might have felt
that if she said anything he’d have her removed, she might
have been in fear for her job. We don’t have any idea what
she might have gone through.

JUDY: Mum. This is Fran’s husband
SYLVIA: Yes I'm sorry, I don’t mean to say
But we don’t know her, do we?

JUDY: You don’t know Marcus either. She might be lying for
all we know.

SYLVIA: Why would she? At great personal risk
JUDY: 1 don’t know, because she’s a fantasist, maybe?
SYLVIA: You’d know, I suppose.

JUDY: What?

SYLVIA: Fantasist. You’d know.

JUDY: You mean I'm

SYLVIA: This gingham paradise you’ve made for yourself —
you know it’s not real, don’t you? The fifties didn’t even
look like this in the fifties. You’re living in a cartoon.

You want to know what the fifties were like, from someone
who was actually there? The fifties were terrible. The idea
that anyone would want to would choose to go back there,
it’s ridiculous.

The pair of you in your frocks, look at you.

Do you know how cold it was? November right through
to March. Everyone huddled round their own fireplace,
cause everywhere else was freezing. The whole house
except about a yard around the sitting room fire where it
was boiling, the rest of it bone-cold. It bit your nose off in
the morning. I'd offer to help mum with the dinner, not to
spend time with her, just so I could stand next to the oven.
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Rationing! Still rationing. Bread you could build houses
with. And god it was bland: grey meat, grey people,
everything grey. My dad came home once with this
amazing new food a friend had been talking about —~ Mum
wouldn’t let us eat it cause she’d heard it was made out of
mould. It was yoghust.

That’s being a woman in the fifties. Fear. Bomb-shaped
holes everywhere, men like my dad back from the war
with their body intact but their head different. Everyone
making do and mending, things that were already wrecked.
And the intolerance: try being anything other than a
straight white man and sce if you still think it’s utopia.

And don’t expect not to be groped at work, that’s the least
of your worries. Your husband is legally allowed to fuck
you whenever he wants to, it doesn’t matter how much
your head aches or your back aches or you can’t stand the
sight of him anymore, the weight of him on you. And no
abortion, no birth control. No help anywhere. Divorce
him? Good luck, love. Whatever he got up to, you turned a
blind eye to it.

My poor mother. Frightened of a yoghurt.

She said to me as she was dying — in the hospice - she
said ‘what have I done, really?’ I said don’t say that, you
brought up three children, what’s more important than
that? But she knew. Her life was wasted. All her potential
boiled down to such a bitter little existence.

You know what she’d do if she saw you now? She’d laugh.

Because it’s ridiculous. Being nostalgic when you weren’t
even there.

They used to think nostalgia was an affliction, did you
know that? A neurological disease. Not a branding strategy
for tea towels,

‘Nostalgia ain’t what it used to be’, that’s the joke, isn’t it?
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Except it isn’t a joke, because you’re wasting yourself when
you could choose not to. That’s what we did for you on
those marches, so you could be brave and strong and better
and this is not what I fought for this is not what we fought
for and it isn’t funny anymore.

A long moment while this lands.
JUDY smoothes down her skirt. She stands, walks to the kitchen.
JUDY: God’s sake, mum.

She pours and drinks a glass of water. Comes back to the living room
with something to say.

I've told you before, ’'m not like this as a rebellion against
you, this is authentically

SYLVIA: We all rebel against our mothers, don’t we? Mine told
me not to marry your father, should have listened really
but

JUDY: Dad again.

SYLVIA: What’s ‘Dad again’? As if I bad-mouth him to you all
the time,

What Judy doesn’t know, Fran, is that her father started
sleeping with other women while she was still in nappies.

JUDY: Dad?
SYLVIA: Yes.
JubY: My Dad?

SYLVIA: Where do you think he was when he wasn’t at home?
I could name you four or five women.

JUDY: He’s not here to defend himself, this isn’t

SYLVIA: Why would I make it up? It’s a desperate feeling, I
wouldn’t wish it on anyone. I felt embarrassed to exist.

You’re not supposed to complain to the child, it’s not good
for them but the upshot is thirty years of you thinking I'm
the wicked witch and him getting to be bloody Gregory
Peck.

I’m sorry darling if that’s a shock. But you’re thirty eight
now and you say you like cleaning behind things so there
we are. All clean.

SCENE 4

Late morning. JUDY is in the kitchen.

ALEX is upstairs in the bedroom, looking into the wardrobe at JUDY's
dresses. She closes the wardrobe quietly, picks up a notebook and comes
downstairs. -

JUDY: Got everything you need?

ALEX: Yes, for now. Once we've signed the agreement we’ll
come back and measure up for a floor plan, get photos
ctcetera.

JUDY: Right, um

ALEX: Shall we sit down and I'll talk you through

JUDY: I mean I don’t know if we're ready to

ALEX: Just want to take you through our pack so you know
what you’re getting if you list the house with us.

ALEX stands by the table, takes out some papers and brochures from
her bag and lays them out.

JUDY: Right.

JUDY comes to sit down opposite.

ALEX: It’s a sole agency agreement, minimum of twenty weeks
on the market but it won't take that long, things are really
getting snapped up right now.




