The Winter Guest

Lily – Beautiful dreamer

La la la la.

La la la la la la la la la la la.

Chloe – There's no bus coming. There's none in sight.

Lily – La la la la la.

Chloe – What?

Lily – Do you not hear it?

Chloe – You're in public.

Lily – Listen.

Chloe shivers

What's wrong with you?

Chloe – I'm cold that's all.

Lily – Stamp your feet then.

Chloe – There's nothing wrong with my feet.

Lily – Listen. Listen. It's beautiful.

Chloe – Singing in the street. Like you're a wain, Lily. Where's your dignity?

The piano stops

Lily – There. Pity. That tree's bare of berries.

Chloe – I never liked a holly tree.

Lily – Redwings, God bless them.

Chloe – Terrible cruel things holly trees. Lay me to rest under a holly tree and I'll come back and haunt you.

Lily – You've a long way to go before that.

Chloe – Not so long as I've been.

Lily – Redwings in from Siberia. Redwings have stripped it bare. Bad weather to come.

Chloe – What do you call this then?

Lily – Worse to come.

Chloe – I don't need any redwings to tell me that. My bones tell me that. My chilblains tell me that. Look at these feet. You look at them, Lily. I used to dance on these feet. I was a good dancer. Look at these shoes.

Lily – Very nice.

Chloe – I remember shoes.

Lily – I remember buses.

Chloe – I mean shoes. Shoes with buckles. Shoes with straps. Pointy-toed shoes. Shoes with heels that tapped and clicked when you walked down a tiled hall. Shoes that said, “here I am.” “Make way I'm coming.” Look at these shoes. I've still got dancing in me.

Lily – No one to dance with.

Chloe – Eh?

Lily – Good bit leather.

Chloe – I used to shave my eyebrows.

Pause

Catch your death standing here. Catch your death before you'll catch a bus. She shivers. Cuts through you. Cuts you in two. She nods at the paper. Anyone we know?

Lily – No. No I don't think so. Not yet.

Chloe – Pity.

Lily – Oh Chloe.

A great rattling and rustling. A shaking and a crackling.

Chloe – What?

Lily – “Peacefully at home.”

Chloe – Who?

Lily – Guess.

Chloe – Tell me. Chloe peers over Lily's shoulder

Lily – I'm not telling you. Lily snatches the paper away. “Will be remembered.” What will she be remembered for? Eh? You answer me that.

Chloe – That's my paper. She snatches at it.

Lily – Ah ah ah. Lily pulls away.

Chloe – Give it to me.

Lily – Don't be a spoilsport. A wee bit fun, Chloe. Guess. Go on Chloe. Please.

Pause.

Chloe – Do I get the age?

Lily – A February birthday, I'll give you that.

Chloe – Aquarius.

Lily – A February birthday, A February death. I like that. Nice and round.

Chloe – I don't know who it was. She snatches the paper. Where? Where is it?

Lily – There.

Chloe – Well, well, well, well, well.

Pause

She'll be remembered. I'll say she'll be remembered.

Lily – Last saw her in Skinners. That's where we last saw her. Eating a meringue. Chocolate meringue.

Chloe – Was that last week? Or the week before?

Lily – Looked yellow.

Chloe – The meringue?

Lily – Not the meringue, Chloe. She looked a bit yellow. You commented.

Chloe – But healthy.

Lily – Have to be healthy to eat Skinners' meringues. Give you hepatitis. Cream. Stomach of cast iron for these meringues.

Chloe – Died healthy then. This cold'll take a few.

Lily – So it will.

Chloe – Carry a few off.

Lily – A good few.

Chloe – We'll be busy. Spoilt for choice.

Lily – Funeral's on Thursday. Are we free?

Chloe – Today we've got. Wednesday we've got.

Lily – We'll mark Thursday in then. No flowers.

Chloe – Pity. I like a nice floral tribute. No one thinks of the  mourners.

Lily – Guess what I'm thinking of.

Chloe – What?

Lily – Guess!

Chloe – The workings of your mind are a mystery to me, Lily.

Lily – You're acid today, Chloe, acid.

Pause.

I'm thinking of a French cake. That's what I'm thinking of. Pink icing. Will we have a French cake in the town? Today. After? It's a cremation after all. We'll need a treat.

Chloe – I've seen many a nice cremation.

Lily It's not as final, Chloe. There's nothing like watching a coffin slip down into the earth. And the soil thudding down onto the wood. That's a rare treat these days. Factory death we get these days. All this conservation. All this ecology. You'd think they'd want to save on the gas. That's what I'd think. And the coffins. Profligate. For all you know, when the curtain closes and the coffin goes down the shute, for all we know any of us as regards the body, it might just lift the lid, get up and walk off into another life. “Fooled you,” it might be saying. You know where you are with a burial. Permanent, a burial. Will we go to Skinners then? Will we?

Pause.

Bite off the top and lick out the cream.

Chloe – Call that cream.

Lily – Eh? 

Chloe – T'isn't real cream. Not in the French cakes.

Lily – A wee savoury? In the town. A nice Welsh rarebit. A wee poached egg on toast with pepper on. Yellow douk running. After all we've got our bus passes.

Chloe – Much good may they do us.

Lily – Eh?

Chloe – There's no damn bus.

