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TIME AND TIME AGAIN

First presented by Michael Codron on 16th August
1972 at the Comedy Theatre, London, with the
following cast of characters:

Graham Michael Robbins

Anna Bridget Turner
his wife

Leonard Tom Courtenay
her brother

Joan Cheryl Kennedy

Peter Barry Andrews
her fiancé

The play directed by Eric Thompson
Setting by Alan Tagg

The action passes in Graham and Anna’s conser-
vatory, back garden and part of the recreation field

ACT I

Scene 1 Spring

Scene 2 A few weeks later
ACT 11

Scene 1 Autumn

Scene 2 The following day

Time - the present






ACT 1

SCENE 1

A suburban garden. Spring, a sunny, not particularly warm day

The garden is of the type that is separated, on either side, by fences which
conceal other identical suburban gardens. This particular one has a scrap of
lawn upon which stands an unattended, ancient lawn-mower. There is also
a murky pond, over which presides a battered stone gnome. At one end of the
garden we see part of the back of the Victorian terrace house to which it
belongs. One of those glass boxed conservatories, obviously a later attach-
ment to the original outside wall of the house. Through the windows we see
garden furniture, tables and chairs, potted plants all in various stages of
decay, some hanging from on high, some sprouting from pots circling the
floor. A stained glass door leads from this to the rest of the house. Nothing
seems in very good repair. At the other end of the garden a small pile of
breeze blocks lies just inside the boundary fence, one of those made with
concrete posts with wires threaded through them. Beyond this is more grass,
being the edge of the local recreation ground

When the CURTAIN rises, Leonard, a man in his late thirties, is discovered
in the conservatory. He is a pale, alert, darting sort of man. He wears a dark
suit and a black tie. He breathes on the window and looks out at the garden
for a moment. He comes outside and stares at it again. After a moment he
removes his jacket and drops it by the pond. Now in his shirt-sleeves and braces
he goes to the mower and tries, ineffectually, to push it. He tries a second
time, but the blades appear totally jammed. He crouches down to try to
mend it

Graham, a man of forty, stockier, more solidly built, enters the conservatory.
He holds a glass of Scotch, and the end of a cigar. He watches Leonard
struggling for a moment, before coming out into the garden

Graham So, you're out here then.

Leonard ignores him

You don’t waste much time, do you? (He flicks the end of his cigar into
the pond and goes to the pile of breeze blocks. Kicking them) 1 should
clear these while you’re at it. Been stuck here since before Christmas.
(He pauses) You don’t believe in wasting time, do you?

Leonard (looking up) Eh?

Graham Straight back and on with it, that’s your motto.

Leonard (absorbed again) What?
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Graham I mean your mother hasn’t been buried ten minutes and you're
back here cutting the bloody grass.

Leonard I’m not drinking, anyway.

Graham What do you mean ? I'm toasting ber on her way, that’s all. Seeing
her off with a toast.

Leonard It’s a funeral you’ve been to, you know, not a launching.

Graham What's the harm? She wasn't my mother. I wasn’t her son. I

was a damn fine son-in-law, though I say it myself, but I wasn’t her
son.

Leonard She’d have confirmed that.

Graham What the hell are you doing?

Leonard Writing my memoirs.

Graham You should have greased it last year when you'd finished with it.
Thin layer of grease over all the working parts.

Leonard Thank you. I'll remember that.

Graham Otherwise when you come to use them next year they’ve jammed.
Like that one.

Leonard Useful tip that.

Graham Yes.

Leonard Except I wasn’t here last year.

Graham Nor you were. Just seems like it.

Leonard Yes.

Graham (suddenly jovial) Tell you what, I'll nip upstairs and throw you
the nail scissors out of the bathroom window. Cut the grass with those.
Be quicker in the long run. With the nail scissors. Like they did in the
army. Did you have that? Fatigues. We had this sergeant-major. One
of his favourite little games that—cutting the grass with nail scissors.
My God! We had some laughs in those days. Did you ever do that?

Leonard Not in the navy.

Graham Ah.

Leonard We used to paint it blue, instead.

Graham Blue?

Leonard The grass. It was a secret Admiralty device to run the enemy
aground.

Graham (puzzled) 1 never heard of them doing that.

Leonard It was just an experiment.

Graham (shaking his head) 1 never heard of that.

Leonard They had to abandon it eventually. It confused the R.A.F. When
they flew over it, they weren’t sure which way up they were. Half
bomber command were flying upside down at one time.

Graham I don’t believe that for a minute. You’re making the whole thing
up. That’s a pack of lies.

Leonard That’s just what the Air Ministry said.

Graham I came out to have a word with you. Now then, I've invited young
Peter back to tea.

Leonard How nice.

Graham I’ll remind you he took care of a lot of the arrangements for
your mother’s funeral. Arrangements one might have hoped, others
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could have dealt with themselves. So, as a small way of saying thanks
I've invited Peter and his girl to tea.
Leonard Good to see you keeping up relations with your employees.

A dog barks in the distance

Graham Oh, yes, I've got plans for young Peter, don’t you worry. A very
bright young man, that. He'll get on in this world. He’s got a style about
him. And a very presentable young fiancée, too. You see her ? Very nice.
Don’t blame him, keeping her hidden away all this time . . . (He leers)

Leonard You fancy her, then?

Graham The point I'm making is this. If you intend to grace us with your
presence at teatime, may I remind you they have not come to hear the
story of your life . . .

Leonard You amaze me.

Graham Maybe I do. But I don’t want a repetition of last Friday. When
George Walker was here to dinner with his wife. All that embarrassing
scene . . .

Leonard What was that?

Graham All that argument about—sexual incompatibility and soon . . .

Leonard Oh. I thought that livened things up a bit.

Graham Oh yes, fascinating. By the time we got to the flan you'd practi-
cally broken up their marriage. Her in floods of tears and him with his
blood pressure at boiling point . . . I'll have you know he’s one of my
most important clients.

Leonard I'm sorry. I thought that all went rather well.

Graham Well, it damn well didn’t. It’s cost me a fortune in drinks ever
since. Just don’t trail your failure through my house like—a pair of
muddy boots.

Leonard That’s awfully poetic. Please wipe your soul.

Graham And that's another thing. We don’t want another of your damn
poetry recitals either. You know your trouble?

Leonard (who has been looking out over the recreation field) Ah, they're
taking up the goal-posts.

Graham Where?

Leonard Over there. Removing the goal-posts . . .

Graham Oh yes. You know what your trouble is? (He tinkers with the
lawn-mower)

Leonard Probably has tremendous local significance. Some primitive,
suburban, spring fertility dance, no doubt. First, four little men, sym-
bolically dressed in blue overalls—symbolic of what, I don't know . . .
Never mind. Men in symbolic blue overalls spill on to the field from
their grey truck to perform the Annual Uprooting the Goal-Posts Ritual.
The significance of the goal-posts is perfectly clear, of course. Two male
uprights thrusting from the borough council’s green soil to support, at
each end, the dormant horizontal female crossbar. Soon to be awakened
from her winter stumbers by the rough hands of the Parks Department
employees . . .

Graham You need a spanner on this. Get the blades off . . .
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Leonard And down she comes . . .

Graham Rusted in, this has.

Leonard Go careful with her, men! In her, rest all the parish’s hopes of
fertility . . . *“‘Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king: Then
blooms each thing, then maids dance in aring . ..”

Joan, a woman in her early twenties, enters the conservatory with a tray
of tea things and starts unloading them on the table

Graham What are you on about now?

Leonard I sing in praise of all women and the fruit that they will bear . . .
(Seeing Joan through the window) Good gracious. Talk of the devil . ..

Graham Here, now listen. Don’t you start on about all that stuff again.
Just as we're going to have tea. I warned you.

Leonard (back to the recreation field) Whoops! He nearly dropped her on
his head. That would have added a new dimension to the ceremony.
*“Acolyte coshed by earth mother . ..”

Graham Hey. If you’re making some sort of snide references to me and
Anna with all this talk of fertility and soon . ..

Leonard What?

Graham The doctor told her it would be injurious to her health. That’s

the only reason we haven’t had any children. Not that it’s any of your
business.

The dog barks again, nearer

I’'m as—as the next man. You can’t talk. You’ve had three and look
where that got you . ..

Leonard Here.

Graham Quite. Remember that.

Anna, in her late thirties, enters the conservatory with teapot and milk jug

Leonard Come on, lads!
The dog barks again, very close

Get stuck in, there!
Graham 1 don’t think that's fitting behaviour in your funeral suit.
Leonard Why not? It’s my suit for all seasons. Wedding, divorce, Corona-
tion, Trooping the Colour—Mother said I was christened in it.

Joan exits with her tray

Anna (calling) Graham! Leonard! (She closes the door, sits and pours tea)

Graham Ah! Sounds like tea. Are you coming in and behaving properly ?

Leonard I don’t think I could honestly trust myself. I'd better have it out
here . . .

Graham It’s freezing cold . . .

Leonard With Bernard.
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Graham Bernard? Who the hell’s Bernard?

Leonard (indicating the gnome) Bernard.

Graham Oh, my God!

Leonard The last of the great coarse-fishing gnomes.

Graham Come on, Leonard. For heaven’s sake. You can’t sit out here.
They’ll think something’s the matter with you.

Leonard Tell them I'm meditating. You can’t have it both ways. Either I
come in there and embarrass you or I stay out here and embarrass you.

Graham [ just wish to hell you’d go . . .

Leonard Then I could ring you up and embarrass you.

Graham Look. I'll remind you that as from last Wednesday, this house
no longer belongs to your mother, you know. It belongs to me. Me.
You remember that.

Leonard Oh. I thought it belonged to your wife, somehow.

Graham All right. But if I decide to sling you out, she’s not going to
argue with me, I can tell you that . . . (He moves away to the conservatory)

Conservatory wall slides away (see Ground Plan)
Joan enters the conservatory with five tea plates

Joan These are the ones, aren’t they ?

Anna Oh, thank you, Joan. It’s just in case anyone wants a biscuit, that’s
all. T hope no-one’s too hungry.

Joan You can’t do any more, not today. Nobody expects it.

Graham comes inside, closes the door and puts his glass down on the chest

Graham (jovially) Ah! Ha!

Anna Isn’t Leonard coming?

Graham No, his Lordship prefers to have his tea out there, for some reason.

Joan Oh.

Anna Out there? But it’s freezing out. And he’s got his jacket off. Look at
him, he’ll catch cold. Leonard! Leonard!

Leonard turns
(Mouthing and miming) Put your jacket on. Jacket—on . . .
Leonard beams at her, waves and turns away

Oh, he can’t hear me. Graham, give him a call.

Graham Anna, he is not a child. If he wants to stay out there and freeze
in his shirt-sleeves . . .

Anna And you know who’ll finish up nursing him.

Graham Yes, well . . . (To Joan) Joan, your Peter not here yet?

Joan No. I think he must still be at the garage.

Anna Awful that was for you. Breaking down in the cemetery car park.
All those hearses queued up behind you . . .

Joan Yes, it was rather . . . Thank you very much by the way, Mr Baker,
for—well, for lettingme . . .

Graham Intrude on our grief. Not at all, you're welcome.
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Joan It was just that, with me arriving only last night and then Peter
having arranged to come to this today . . .

Anna It was only natural you'd both want to be together. We quite under-
stand. Have you got somewhere to stay ?

Joan Yes, I'm with Mrs Henderson.

Graham Oh.

Anna Oh, Mrs Henderson. (On reflection) Do I know her?

Joan She’s a friend of Peter’s mother.

Graham Ah. ..

Anna Oh, that’s nice.

Joan Just round the corner.

Graham Ah...

Anna Lovely. You’d have liked our mother, Joan. She was a wonderful
old lady . . .

Graham Yes indeed . . . (4 respectful pause) You have brought a ray of
sunshine, Joan, into an otherwise grey day . . .

Joan Thank you. I just hoped I hadn’t upset your brother. I mean my
coming round at this time . ..

Anna and Graham laugh

Amna Oh, no. ..

Graham There’s not much that upsets Leonard. Don’t you worry about
that.

Anna What’s he looking at out there, anyway?

Graham Some men doing something with goal-posts. God knows. He’s
getting worse. He’s getting steadily worse.

Joan Worse? How do you mean?

Graham Worse. Nutty. Off his head.

Anna Oh, Graham, really.

Graham Listen, I’ve been out there talking to him for ten minutes . . .

Anna Oh, no. Now he’s sitting on that damp grass. (Vainly calling)
Leonard! Leonard!

Graham Ten minutes I've been out there with him. I haven’t understood
three words he said.

Anna Now what’s he been saying to you?

Graham 1 don’t know. That’s what I'm saying. I don’t know what he was
saying. Don't ask me. I mean, Joan, it’s got so that you say one simple,
straightforward sentence to the man and he’s away. Raving. Off his
head. We watched him one day, Anna and me, from the bathroom
window up there, didn’t we, Anna? Didn’t we?

Anna Oh, now, Graham, be fair. ..

Graham I am being fair, Anna. I am being perfectly fair. The fact still
remains—is it or is it not true, correct me if I'm wrong, we watched
him for ten minutes from that bathroom window, standing in that
garden, talking to that gnome. Anna was with me. I found out something
else today, too. He calls him Bernard. Did you know that, Anna?

Anna Oh. He had a friend called Bernard when he was little.

Graham What, a school friend?
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Anna No. He was invisible. One of those sort of friends. You know.

Graham Did you hear that, Joan? Did you hear that? This is his own
sister saying this. 4

Joan Oh, I had one of those sort of friends. Called Mary. We always used
to have to lay an extra place for Mary. She went away eventually and
joined the Wrens. That’s what I always wanted to be, you see.

Graham God love us. We've got another one of them here.

Anna Oh go on, Graham, every child goes through that. Don’t tell me
you didn’t have an invisible friend ?

Graham [ certainly did not.

Joan Oh, what a shame.

Anna Actually, I don’t think my husband ever was a child, Joan.

Graham If my father had ever caught me talking to invisible friends . . .

Anna His parents found him in a cupboard, aged eighteen . . .

Graham My father would have had his belt off to me. Six foot four, that
man, Joan.

Anna Oh don’t, dear.

Graham I’'m just telling Joan. She’ll be interested in this. Six foot four
that man, Joan. And never had a day’s illness in his life. And—you’ll
never believe this—the day that he was born . . .

Anna The doctors gave him a week to live.

Graham A week to live.

Joan That’s amazing.

Anna Oh, not all that much. He was an awful old man with loose teeth
who kept telling you he was living on borrowed time.

Graham Yes, well, so he was, so he was.

Anna He’d managed to borrow seventy-three years, by the time he died.
He hadn’t much to complain about. And he wasn’t at all pleasant to
your mother.

Graham The point I am making is that grown men do not stand around
in gardens, talking to stone gnomes.

Anna Quite right, dear.

Graham Point taken?

Anna Yes.

Graham Good. Let’s not talk about Leonard any more. What have we
got to eat?

Anna Help yourself to biscuits. You know this house is going to be funny
without mother.

Graham Biscuits ? Is that all ?

Anna I mean, it’s always been her house, if you know what I mean, Joan.
I know Graham and I have lived with her for five years, but I’ve never
thought about it as my own home.

Graham 1 don't call biscuits much of a tea.

Anna Still, we won’t be here for much longer. We're having this new
bungalow built up at the back of the Fallowfield Estate. Do you know
it at all. No, well, you wouldn’t . . . Well, it’s very picturesque up there.
Yes, we were planning to take Mother up there with us when we moved,
she’d have loved it. Anyway. Now I suppose we’ll have to start sorting
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out her things. She had so much you know, Joan. Old people are like
that, aren’t they ? They store things away. Just in case. For a rainy day.
Please God it won’t be raining where she’s gone.

Joan I’'m sure it won’t.

Graham If I'd known all we were getting was biscuits for tea, I'd have had
lunch.

Anna You had lunch.

Graham When did I have lunch?

Peter, a healthy-looking young man in his early thirties, enters

Peter Hallo. Sorry . ..

Graham (jovially) Ah ha! Ah ha!

Anna Oh, hallo, Peter. How’s the car?

Peter I rolled it down the hill to the garage. Left it with them.

Graham Fan belt?

Peter Yes.

Graham Said it was, didn’t 1?

Anna Come and sit down, Peter. Have a cup of tea.

Peter Thank you, Mrs Baker.

Graham Always carry a spare fan belt. Good tip that. Save you a lot of
embarrassment.

Peter Sorry to mess up your funeral, Mr Baker.

Graham Wasn’t my funeral. (He laughs)

Anna You couldn’t help it, could you?

Graham Did you hear what I said ? I said it wasn't my funeral.

Anna Yes, we heard you. Could have happened to anybody, that could.

Graham Personally, I always carry—a spare can of petrol, a spare fan
belt, spare wheel nuts . . .

Anna (pouring tea for Peter) You take milk, don’t you?

Peter Thank you.

Graham Spare fuses. They're useful things.

Anna Sugar?

Peter Thank you, Mrs Baker.

Graham Spare water, spare bulbs . . .

Anna Help yourself, then, Peter.

Graham And finally, a flashlight. (4 pause. He repeats the list quietly to
himself, fearing he has missed something) Yes.

Leonard goes and stands by the gnome, his back to the others

Joan It really is the most wonderful view you’ve got here, isn’t it, darling ?
Peter Oh, I love it. Always have. Right across the recreation field . . .

They all look out. Leonard is chatting to Bernard, then, aware of their eyes
on him, turns and looks at them. They look away. Leonard goes and sits on
the breeze blocks

You all right, darling?
Joan Fine, darling. Are you all right?
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Peter Fine. Is that Leonard out there?

Anna Yes, it is. | suppose we ought to take him some tea.

Graham Hey. Just hold on a minute. When did I have lunch?

Anna What?

Graham You said I had lunch. When did I have lunch?

Anna At lunch-time.

Graham Well, it’s the first I've heard of it.

Peter We had lunch.

Anna You had cold meat and salad.

Graham Oh, yes.

Peter We had roast beef.

Anna You had soup, cold meat and salad, cheese, half a packet of biscuits
and coffee.

Graham Well, I don’t call that a lunch. I call that a snack.

Anna All right, then. I'll make you some sandwiches.

Graham No, I'll have the biscuits. Don’t bother.

Anna It’s no bother. I'll cut some sandwiches.

Graham I’ve said. I’ll have the biscuits.

Anna No, I'd rather.

Graham These are fine.

Anna Won’t be a moment.

Graham Anna, please don’t go rushing away from the table . . .

Joan I could make them . ..

Graham For heaven’s sake sit down.

Anna No, I'll make them, Joan.

Peter Not for me. We had lunch.

Graham Well, I don’t want them.

Anna I’'m making them now, it’s too late.

Joan Please let me doiit . ..

Anna Joan, will you sit down.

Graham I shan’t eat them.

Anna If I go to all the trouble to make sandwiches, you will damn well
eat them.

Anna goes out

Graham Won't take no for an answer. That’s her trouble. ( Yelling after
Anna) Not cheese. (Appealing to the other two) Still, 1 expect we’ll all be
glad of a sandwich.

Peter Not for us.

Joan No.

Peter We had lunch.

Graham That’s more than we did. Well, now, Peter, where have you been
hiding this one away, eh? (Broadly winking) 1 must say I prefer her to
all the other girls you’ve brought round here. Eh? Eh?

Joan and Peter laugh half-heartedly
You ought to feed her up though, you know, Peter.



10 Time and Time Again

Peter What?

Graham Well, look at her. She's wasting away. There won't be enough
left of her to marry, if you’re not careful.

Joan What are you talking about? I’ve put on weight.

Peter Yes. I think she has a little.

Joan Not that much, though.

Peter No. Not that much.

Graham Well, I dread to think what she was like before. That’s all. I
mean look at these arms of hers. (Grabbing her) Look at this. Like a
stick.

Joan (pulling away) Ouch!

Graham Like a stick. He wants something he can get hold of, girl. You
ought to get her to take up one of those sports of yours, Peter.

Joan No, thank you.

Graham Come on. Good game of football. Do you good. He’s tried to
get me on that, haven’t you?

Peter I've given that up, Mr Baker.

Graham No, the man you wanted on that football field, was my father.
He’d have given you a game. Six feet four, fourteen stone, wonderful
head of hair.

Peter I didn’t know he was a sportsman.

Graham He wasn’t. He had heart trouble. The whole of his life. Since birth.
They gave him a week to live at one stage.

Peter Yes. I know. Did you know that, darling?

Joan Yes.

Graham Mind you, he felt all right. Never had a day’s iliness. He was
fine. But he couldn’t take risks. Not after a warning like that. Big hands,
he had. Never seen hands like them on a man. He could have lifted you
up, Joan, with one hand. That’s if he’d dared risk it. Did I ever tell
you...?

Joan Excuse me, Mr Baker, but before you go on, do you think your
brother-in-law would like a cup of tea?

Graham Probably. Let him come and get it if he does.

Peter What'’s he doing?

Graham God knows.

Joan I think I might as well take him some.

Graham Ieave him alone.

Peter I'll take it to him, darling.

Joan No, I'll take it, darling, please. (She pours a cup of tea)

Peter No, let me, darling. It’s chilly out there.

Joan (reluctantly) All right.

Graham If he can’t be bothered to come in and get hisown tea . . .

Joan Perhaps he’s upset.

Graham Upset? Why?

Joan Well, with the funeral. His mother. People sometimes are, you
know.

Graham Leonard? Upset? That’ll be the day.

Joan (giving Peter the cup) Here you are, darling.
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Graham That will be the day.

Joan Does he take sugar?

Graham God knows. He can never make up his mind.

Peter I think he does. I'll take some in the saucer.

Joan I'll hold the door.

Graham What a lot of fuss. Young man, if you leave me alone with her
too long, I'm warning you I won’t be answerable . . .

Joan (as Peter goes outside) Don’t spill it, darling. (She closes the door)

Peter goes down the garden to Leonard

Graham No, you don’t want to worry about my brother-in-law.
Joan Why not?

Graham He doesn’t worry about anyone else.

Joan You’re not very nice about him, are you?

Graham Huh!

Peter (with Leonard) Brought some tea for you, Leonard.
Leonard Oh. Thank you.

Peter Sugar’s in the saucer.

Leonard Thanks.

There is a long pause between them. Leonard sips the tea and continues to
stare. Peter hovers for a moment, then sits beside him on the mower

Graham You know what he used to do? He used to hide in cupboards
and jump out at his mother when she came past.

Joan This was when he was little?

Graham Good God, no! Right up to a fortnight ago till she was taken ill.

Joan Did she mind?

Graham What?

Joan Him jumping out at her?

Graham No, she used to laugh her head off. She was as batty as he is.
Do you know, she even tried to leave him this house. Till I talked her
out of it. No wonder the father left them . . .

Joan Did he?

Graham Went for a walk to the corner, as far as the tobacconists. They
never saw him again.

Joan There’s a lot of cases of that happening, aren’t there?

Graham Yes, why do you think they say smoking’s bad for you? Eh?
(He laughs and nudges her)

Joan More tea?

Graham Oh, seeing as you're mother . . . (He holds out his cup)

Peter Bit nippy out.

Leonard Very.

Graham I didn’t mean that personally just now, by the way.

Joan What was that?

Graham About you being too thin. I hope you didn’t take it personally.

Joan Oh.

Graham I always have a laugh with Peter. He likes me to .pull his leg. I
mean, I don’t mind saying . .. He’s a very lucky bloke. I mean, there’s
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no point in mincing words. You're a very attractive girl—I mean, what’s
the point of beating about the bush—eh?

Joan 1 wouldn’t know. Here. (She passes him the cup)

Graham Ta!

Peter Went off all right, I thought.

Leonard What’s that?

Peter The funeral. I thought it went rather well.

Leonard Glad you enjoyed it.

Peter (slightly alarmed) 1 didn’t mean that.

Leonard Ah.

Graham (reaching out and patting Joan’s leg just above the knee) Some men
have all the luck, eh? Some men have it all . . . (His hand lingers)

Peter Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned the funeral. You want to forget
about it.

Leonard Mmmm? No, I wasn’t thinking about that.

Peter Oh.

Graham Some men have the luck of the devil.

Joan (calmly) Don’t . ..

Graham (playful) Why not? Give me one good reason. Go on.

Joan Your brother-in-law is watching.

Graham He won’t say anything. (He takes a bite from his biscuit)

Peter What were you thinking about?

Leonard I was thinking that my sister’s husband’s hand is at present resting
on your fiancée’s thigh.

Peter (turning) What?

Graham snatches his hand away

Joan I told you.

Peter What was he doing?

Graham (rising) I'd better just go and see how those sandwiches are getting
on; I’ll be back in a minute.

Graham goes into the house

Peter Mr Baker wasn’t really doing that, was he?

Leonard Not really. Probably just a trick of the light. Anyway, his heart
couldn’t have been in it.

Peter How do you mean?

Leonard He was eating a biscuit with the other hand.

Peter (mouthing to Joan) All right, darling?

Joan (mouthing back) Fine, darling.

Peter Anyway. I never have to worry about Joan.

Leonard No?

Peter Oh, no. We have complete trust. We've been separated a lot but
we’'ve always had complete trust.

Leonard Is that a fact?

Peter Absolutely. We have to, you see. Because basically we're violently
jealous people. I mean if I so much as caught her looking at another man
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—or more important—another man looking at her—(he shakes his
head)—and vice versa . . . Funny, the only time we ever had any trouble
was practically the first time we went out together. This was, oh—three
years ago now. You see, I'd invited Joan out and then this other fellow
thought he’d invited her out, too. And she didn’t know who to choose.
Deadlock. We had to go three rounds. . .

Leonard You and Joan ... ?

Peter No. Me and this other fellow. You know—boxing. On with the
gloves, into the ring. Well, I say that. It wasn’t really as drastic as it
sounds. We both used to train at this same gymnasium, anyway, you
see. So off we went. Three three-minute rounds, a good clean fight and
the best man won.

Leonard Who was that?

Peter Me.

Leonard Oh. Very romantic.

Peter I suppose it was, really.

Leonard And traditional. Fighting over a woman you love.

Peter And it’s still a very good way to settle these things. No ill feeling
afterwards, you see. We shook hands at the end of the fight and that
was it. Didn’t carry the grudge further than the ring.

Leonard What happened to the other fellow.

Peter Can’t remember. Went abroad. Zambia, I think.

Leonard Zambia?

Peter Joined the police force or something. He was a very good boxer, I
know that. Thank God for my reach. I nailed him with my reach, you
see. (Extending an arm) Look at that. You see? I’ve got a pretty fair
reach ...

Leonard (sparring with Peter; casually) Pretty good. Mind you, if settling
things that way became a common practice, the only men who’d ever
get the girls—would be the ones with long arms—not the usual dimen-
sion a woman looks for in a lover . . .

Peter 1 mean, you could be a very short man. Then you could get un-
derneath his reach and work on him from the inside, you see. Body
punches . . .

Leonard (dropping to his haunches) Well, that opens up the ladies’ choice
to include dwarves and midgets, I suppose. It could mean the end of
civilized man as we knovw him . . .

Peter No, no, I don’t think you quite follow . . .

Leonard You’re all right, anyway. As long as you keep your eyes open for
sensual-looking midgets—like Bernard, there . . .

Peter (glancing away) Bernard?

Leonard lands a blow in Peter’s stomach

Uh!
Leonard Sorry. (He gets up) Bernard. Our stone friend, there.
Peter Oh, yes. Is this your mower?
Leonard I think it came with the garden.
Peter It's jammed.
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Leonard Yes.

Peter (starting to tinker with the mower) You're pretty fit. Still can’t per-
suade you to turn out on the cricket field, can I?

Leonard No.

Peter You didn’t teach games at school ?

Leonard No. I taught English, History, Religious Instruction with a strong
bias towards the Old Testament and I had a rather attractive line in
Nature Walks . . .

Leonard and Joan exchange a look

Peter No sport at all.

Leonard I played croquet, once. ..

Peter Ah! Were you any good?

Leonard No. Perhaps I should have said—I once played croquet, once.
With my ex-headmaster and his wife who seemed to do little else. I
remember I smashed her ornamental bird table with my backswing.

Peter Pity I can’t persuade you to play cricket, though. You live practically
on the field. All you’ve got to do is jump over that fence . . .

Leonard That’s the bit that deters me.

Peter The Occasionals are going to be pretty short of men this year.

Leonard The who?

Peter The East Pendon Occasionals. That’s what we call ourselves. You’ve
probably seen our fixture list. It’s on that board on the left-hand side
just as you’re going into the reading room of the public library.

Leonard Really?

Peter That’s us.

Leonard Oh, those East Pendon Occasionals. Terrific.

Peter I can put your name down?

Leonard No.

Peter Oh.

Leonard I think not. I'll just practise leaping the fence this year.

Joan comes out into the garden

Joan Aren’t you two getting cold out here ? Hallo.

Leonard Hallo.

Peter (starting to get up) Oh hallo, darling, we were just—aaaaahhh!

Joan What’s the matter?

Peter 1 think I’ve got my fingers jammed in the blades.

Joan Oh God!

Leonard Hang on. (He takes hold of the handles)

Peter Aaaaahhh!

Joan Keep still, darling, keep still . . .

Leonard Hold on. I'll roll it back. Release the blades.

Peter Aaaaa!

Joan Hold on, darling.

Leonard Let me know if this is better . . . (He pulls the mower gently back-
wards)

Peter Yes—yes—no—other way—other way!
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Joan (screaming) Other way!

Leonard Sorry. Other way.

Peter (pulling his fingers clear) Aaaaah.

Joan Let me see, darling . . .

Peter (pulling away from her) No. It’s all right. All right.

Joan Is it bleeding?

Peter No, no. Hardly at all. I'm fine. (He backs away to the conservatory
door)

Joan Well, let me wash it for you, darling.

Peter No, darling, please. (Backing into the conservatory) T'll do it. You
stay there.

Graham enters from the house with a plate of sandwiches. He is followed
by Anna

Graham What'’s up with you?
Peter (pushing past them) Nothing. Nothing. Just a scratch.

Peter goes into the house

Anna What happened ?

Leonard Caught his fingers in the mower.
Graham (suspiciously) Oh, yes?

Anna I'd better see to him. Oh dear.

Anna exits

Graham Nasty that. Fingers in the mower. Happened to me once.

Joan Oh, really?

Leonard (to Joan, quietly) Practically everything’s happened to Graham,
you know. He’s lived an amazingly full life . . .

Graham What’s he on about?

Leonard Nothing.

Graham I bet. (Holding up his plate, for Joan’s benefit) Got my sand-
wiches.

Joan Good.

Graham What do you think she’s given me? Cheese. You heard me ask
her, didn’t you ? Cheese. I'm shutting this door. It’s letting the heat out.
You coming in?

Joan In a minute.

Graham (reluctantly) Well. I'm shutting this door.

Graham shuts the door and sits in the kitchen armchair with his sandwiches,
watching them through the window

Leonard No, there’s not much that hasn’t happened to Graham, really.
It’s quite an experience, sitting watching the news on television with him.
Riots, fires, erupting volcanoes, people falling off mountains—he always
says the same thing. That happened to me once. I think he must get all



16 Time and Time Again

my share of exciting things, as well. While he's getting all the fun of being
struck by lightning or half eaten to death by soldier ants, heream 1. ..
Perhaps you'd be very nice and push me in the pond, just to start the
ball rolling. No, better not. That'd upset Bernard. Have you met Ber-
nard ? According to your fiancé, women find him physically attractive.
Does he appeal to you at all? He’s very even tempered, a hundred and
two years old and his hobbies are fishing and staring . . . What do you
say?

Joan Are you talking to me?

Leonard (looking round) 1 think I must be.

Joan I don’t think we've been introduced properly. I'm Joan. (Holding
out her hand)

Leonard (shaking her hand) Leonard. How do you do?

Joan Your hands are freezing. Why don’t you come indoors?

Leonard I'm the open-air type.

Joan You don’t look it.

Leonard I'm usually out here weight-lifting at this time of day, only my
vest is at the launderette.

Joan I thought Peter said you were a school-teacher.

Leonard No, I’ve temporarily retired from that. I'm at present plucking
up courage to try something else . . .

Joan Have you got anything in mind ?

Leonard Well, today I was rather attracted by the idea of driving a hearse.
Nice quiet job, wonderful leisurely tempo. Long hours spent in peaceful
cemetery car parks, having a respectful cigarette, waiting for the mour-
ners to return—it looked attractive.

Joan I'd have thought you might have gone for something a bit more
cheerful.

Leonard Ah, well, beggars can’t be choosers, can they ? ““Too late for love,
too late for joy, too late, too late! You loiter’d on the road too long, you
trifled at the gate,”—er . . .

Joan What?

Leonard Christina Georgina Rossetti.

Joan Who?

Leonard A poem, that’s all.

Joan Oh. Do you know poetry?

Leonard No. None at all. But I used to have to teach it. I devised an in-
fallible system to fool all headmasters and school inspectors. I learnt the
first two lines of every poem I could in the Oxford Book of English Verse.
It made me sound terribly knowledgeable. Only the first two lines, mind
you, nothing else. “‘She was a phantom of delight when first she gleam’d
upon my sight”: Wordsworth.

Joan You could always work for your brother-in-law.

Leonard I could. But I won't.

Joan Oh.

Leonard Are you going to?

Joan No.

Leonard Not even to be near Peter?
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