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A SLIGHT ACHE

SceNE—Flora’s and Edward’s home on a day in summer.

A rostrum across the back has a wide opening leading to a
lerrace and the garden beyond. Various rooms of the house are
indicated. The scullery or kilchen is represented by a folding
flat R, with a window in it, though which can be seen the back
gate to the garden. The breakfast-room:is ¢, with a table
that has upright chairs R and L of it, and a small table up rRC
with a bowl of flowers. The study is L, where there is a set of
bookshelves. Each section is lit or blacked-out as the action moves
JSrom room to room.

When the CURTAIN rises, the LIGHTS come up on the breakfast-
room C and the garden area up c. The table is set for breakfast.
FLORA is seated L of the table. EDWARD is seated R of the table,
reading the ““‘Daily Telegraph. FLORA pours a cup of tea for
herself.

Frora. Have you noticed the honeysuckle this morning?

Epwarp. The what?

Frora. The honeysuckle.

Epwarp. Honeysuckle? Where?

Frora, By the back gate, Edward.

Epwarp. Is that honeysuckle? (He lowers his paper) 1
thought it was—convolvulus, or something.

Frora. But you know it’s honeysuckle.

Epwarp. I tell you I thought it was convolvulus.

(There is a pause)

Frora. It’s in wonderful flower.

Epwarp. I must look.

Frora. The whole garden’s in flower this morning. The
clematis. The convolvulus. Everything. I was out at
seven. I stood by the pool.

Epwarp. Did you say—that the convolvulus was in
flower?
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FLora. Yes.

Epwarp. But good God, you just denied there was any.

Frora. I was talking about the honeysuckle.

Epwarp. About the what?

FLORE (calmly) Edward—you know that shrub outside
the toolshed——

Epwarp. Yes, yes.

FLorA. —that’s convolvulus.

Epwarp. That?

Frora. Yes.

Epwarp. Oh.

(There is a pause)

Epwarp. I thought it was japonica.
Frora. Oh, good Lord, no.
Epwarbp. Pass the teapot, please.

(There is a pause. FLORA pours a cup of tea for Edward and
adds milk)

1 don’t see why I should be expected to distinguish between
these plants. It’s not my job.

FrLora. You know perfectly well what grows in your
garden.

Epwarp. Quite the contrary. It is clear that I don’t.

(There is a pause. FLORA looks at Edward, rises and moves
up LC on to the rostrum)

Frora. I was up at seven. I stood by the pool. The
ce. And everything in flower. The sun was up. You

should work in the garden this morning. We could put
up the canopy.

Epwarp. The canopy’ What for?

Frora. To shade you from the sun.

Epwarp. Is there a breeze?

FLora. A slight one.

Epwarp. It’s very treacherous weather, you know.

(There is a pause. FLORA faces up stage)

FrLora. Do you know what today is?
EDWARD (consulting the date on the top of his paper) Saturday.
FrLora. It’s the longest day of the year.
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- Epwarp. Really? :
Frora. It’s the height of summer today.

(There is a pause. EDWARD apparently sees a wasp. He
puts his paper on the table, rises and stands above his chair.
FLORA turns-and moves above her chair L of the table)

Epwarp. Cover the marmalade.

FrLora. What?

Epwarp. Cover the pot. There’s a wasp. Look. Don’t
move. Keep still. '

(FLORA picks up the lid of the marmalade pot)

What are you doing?

FrLora. Covering the pot. : :

Epwarp. Don’t move. Leave it. Keep still. Give me
the Telegraph.

(FLORA hands the paper to Edward)

Frora. Don’t hit it. It’ll bite.
Epwarp. Bite? What do you mean—bite? Keep still.

(There is a pause)

It’s landing.
FLora. It’s going in the pot.
EDWARD (putting the paper on the table) Give me the lid.
FLorAa. It’s in.
Epwarp. Give me the lid.
Frora. I'll do it.
Epwarp. Give it to me.

(FLoORA hands the lid to Edward)

Now—slowly . . .
FrLora. What are you doing?
Epwarp. Sh, sh, sh! Slowly—carefully—on—the—pot.
(He puts the lid on the pot) Very good. (He resumes his seat)
Frora. Now he’s in the marmalade.
Epwarp. Precisely.

(There is a pause. FLORA picks up the newspaper then sits L.
of the table. EDWARD clenches his eyes, sips his tea)
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Frora. Can you hear him?

Epwarp. Hear him?

Frora. Buzzing.

Epwarp. Oh, nonsense! How can you hear him? It’s
an earthenware lid.

FLora. He’s becoming frantic.

Epwarp. Rubbish! (He listens for a moment) Take it away
from the table.

FLora. What shall I do with it?

Epwarp. Put it in the sink and drown it.

Frora. It’ll fly out and bite me.

Epwarp. It will not bite you! Wasps don’t bite. (He
clenches his eyes) Anyway, it won’t fly out. It’s stuck. It’ll
drown where it is, in the marmalade.

FLora. What a horrible death.

Epwarp. On the contrary.

(There is a pause. EDWARD clenches his eyes)

FLora. Have you got something in your eyes?

Epwarp. No. Why do you ask?

FLora. You keep clenching them—blinking them.

Epwarp. I have a slight ache in them.

FrLora. Oh, dear! (She faces L and reads the paper)

Epwarp. Yes. A slight ache. As if I hadn’t slept.

Frora. Did you sleep, Edward?

Epwarp. Of course I slept. Uninterrupted. As always.

FLorA. And yet you feel tired.

Epwarp. I didn’t say I felt tired. I merely said I had a
slight ache in my eyes.

FLORA (turning) Why is that, then? (She lowers the paper)

Epwarp. I really don’t know.

(There is a pause)

Frora. Oh, goodness! (Ske folds up the paper)

Epwarp. What is it?

FLora. I can seeit. It’s trying to come out.

Epwarp. How can it?

FrLora. Through the hole. It’s trying to crawl out—
through the spoon hole.

Epwarp. Mmm—yes. (He half rises) Can’t do it, of
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course. (He pauses then resumes his seat) Oh, let’s kill it, for
goodness’ sake!

Frora. Yes, let’s. But how?

EDWARD (after a pause) Bring it out on the spoon and
squash it on a plate.

Frora. It’ll fly away. It’ll bite.

Epwarp. If you don’t stop using that word I shall leave
the table.

FLORA (after a pause) But wasps do bite.

Epwarp. They don’t bite. They sting. It’s snakes—that
bite.

FLORA (after a pause) What about horseflies?

EDWARD (after a pause) Horseflies suck.

(There is a pause)

FLORA (tentatively) If we—if we wait long enough, I
suppose it’ll choke to death. It’ll suffocate in the marma-
lade.

Epwarp (briskly) You do know I’ve got work to do this
morning, don’t you? I can’t spend the whole day worrying
about a wasp.

FrLora. Well—kill it.

Epwarp. You want to kill it?

Frora. Yes.

Epwarp. Very well. Pass me the hot-water jug.

Frora. What are you going to do?

Epwarbp. Scald it. (He rises)

(There is a pause)

(He picks up the hot-water jug) Now . . .
FLORA (whispering) Do you want me to lift the lid?
Epwarp. No, no, no. I’ll pour down the spoon hole.
Right—down the spoon hole.
Frora. Listen!
Epwarp. What?
Frora. It’s buzzing.

(EDWARD bends over the pot and listens)

EDWARD (straightening up) Vicious creatures, (He pauses)
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Curious, but I don’t remember seeing any wasps at all,
all summer, until now. I’'m sure I don’t know why. I
mean—there must have been wasps.

FLorA. Please.

Epwarp. This couldn’t be the first wasp, could it?

FrLora. Please.

Epwarp. The first wasp of summer? No. It’s not
possible.

Frora. Edward.

Epwarp. Mmmmm?

Frora. Kill it.

Epwarp. Ah, yes. Tilt the pot. Tilt.

(FLORA tilts the pot)

Aah—down here—(he pours) right down—blinding him—
(he puts the jug on the table) that’s it. (He rubs his hands together
and resumes his seat)

Frora. Isit?

Epwarp. Lift the hd

(FLORA hesitates)

All right, I will. (He removes the lid from the pot and puls it on
the table) There he is. (He takes the wasp from the pot with
the spoon) Dead. What a monster. (He squashes the wasp on
his plate, rises and moves up RC on to the rostrum)

FLora. What an awful experience. (She reads the paper)

Epwarp. What a beautiful day it is. Beautiful. (He
breathes deeply three times, then coughs) 1 think I shall work in
the garden this morning. Where’s that canopy?

FLora. It’s in the shed.

Epwarp. Yes, we must get it out. My goodness, just
look at that sky. Not a cloud. Did you say it was the longest
day of the year today?

Frora. Yes.

Epwarp. Ab, it’s a good day. I feel it in my bones. In
my muscles. I think I’Il stretch my legs in a minute. Down
to the pool. (He exercises) My God, look at that flowering
shrub over there.

(FLORA is pleased)
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