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CAST

Sonia, in her sixties

Victor, her son: 40

Marie, in her sixties

Héléne, in her sixties

Jean, Héléne’s brother, Marie’s husband. He is as old
as they remember him

The Voice of Sonia’s Mother

The age of the three women varies: sometimes we see
them at their present age, sometimes as eight years old,
sometimes as fifty, and so on. The same with Victor.

But these changes, instead of being shown by such
artifices as changes of costume or make-up, or signalled
by music or lighting effects, are indicated simply through
the characters’ different ways of moving and feeling at
the different stages in their lives. This effect is difficult to
achieve but essential to the play.



AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thursday used to be a school holiday in France. Now it
is Wednesday, and modern schoolgirls may eventually be
“Wednesday’s Ladies™.



THURSDAY’S LADIES

Presented by Toby Rowland and Robert Burns, by
arrangement with Louis Benjamin for Stoll Moss
Theatres Ltd, at the Apollo Theatre, London, on 9th
September, 1987, with the following cast of characters:

Sonia Dorothy Tutin
Marie Eileen Atkins
Héléne Sian Phillips
Victor Albert Welling
Jean Jeremy Brudenell

Directed by Frank Hauser
Designed by Peter Rice

The action of the play is set in Sonia’s apartment in
Paris—winter, 1975
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Sonia’s Apartment in Paris. Winter, 1975

When the CURTAIN rises, Sonia is lying on the divan upstage with her back to
the audience. She is wearing a loose house frock or overall

The doorbell rings. Pause. There is the sound of a key in the lock

Victor, Sonia’s forty-year-old son, enters. He looks round, sees Sonia, and
tiptoes over to her

Victor (suddenly) Oo-o0!

Sonia Vishya! How did you get in?

Victor Down the chimney. (He laughs) Guess what I found under the mat?

Sonia (shrugging) That was for Marie and Héléne.

Victor Oh yes, I forgot—it’s Thursday. (He goes over and kisses her)
Right—well, I’ll leave you now, Mamotchka, and come back later.

Sonia (getting up) No—stay for a bit. They never come before four.

Victor Of course. The famous tea!

Pause. Victor roams around the room like someone quite at home. He opens
a cupboard and helps himself to a biscuit. Sonia watches him

Sonia I waited for you on Sunday.

Victor Sunday?

Sonia You were coming to dinner, remember? I made stuffed cabbage and
chocolate pudding. I've been finishing them up all week.

Victor Isn’t there anything to drink in this place?

Sonia You drink too much.

Victor Just because you have gallstones doesn’t mean I have a weak liver!

Sonia Three Sundays and three let-downs! That’s the last time I ask you to
dinner!

Victor Wait till I tell you what happened! The phone rang at seven in the
morning. It was Pierre. My friend with the garage.

Sonia says nothing. She gets a bottle and a glass out of the cupboard

Guess what he’d found by the side of the road? (Pause) A six-cylinder
nineteen twenty-two Hamilcar!
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Sonia (looking at his jacket) You’ve lost a button.
Victor It’s in my pocket.
Sonia Give it here.

Victor takes off his jacket and hands it over

Victor The marvellous little C Six—the one with two overhead camshafts
and a Rootes compressor . . .

Sonia Haven’t you already got a Hamilcar?

Victor Mine’s only got four cylinders. And I'm still working on it.

Sonia (going to look for her work-basket in the closet) But it is a
Hamilcar!

Victor Yes ... The model with the narrow mudguards and unaligned seats
... You bought me one once in the bazaar in the rue de Nesles. For my
birthday. It was red. With pedals.

Sonia And what happened to it?

Victor You gave it to the concierge’s little boy while I was away at summer
camp.

Sonia (coming back) Not that one—the other one!

Victor Mine?

Sonia No, the one on Sunday!

Victor Who knows? It’s got an English number plate.

Sonia What about the driver?

Victor In hospital. (Pause) But the Hamilcar’s a wreck! I didn’t touch it.
Just put a bit of plastic over it to keep the weather out. The rust gets to
everything at this time of year.

Sonia (sitting down and starting to sew) Was he all on his own?

Victor We saw a couple of Englishmen lurking round the remains . . .

Sonia Relatives of his?

Victor They’d brought a trailer to take it back to England. They told us the
chap who owns it found it buried away in a stable in the Vaucluse ...
Three years he’d spent rebuilding that car. He’d only just started to drive
it. What rotten luck! If only I could afford the engine—(taking a package
out of his pocket) 1 found this lying in the grass.

Sonia What is it?

Victor Open it and see.

She undoes the package

Sonia The radiator cap! (She shines it on her dress) It’s very pretty.

Victor Do you like it?

Sonia Yes.

Victor (in a lordly manner) Keep it, then.

Sonia (kissing him) Thank you.

Victor As soon as I manage to get one on the road I'll take you on the
Paris-Nice rally, or the vintage car race in Provence ... By the way,
Mamotchka, could you oblige me with a bit of the ready? I'll let you have
it back of course. My photographs will be out next week. The paper’s had
them a month.

Sonia How much?
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Victor Five hundred francs ... Four ... Whatever you can manage.

Sonia What is it today— the twenty-third? If you could wait till tomorrow—
I'd rather see what’s in my account before I write a cheque.

Victor What happened to your lump sum? All gone?

Sonia What happened to the Hamilcar shed, pray? How did we pay for
that?

Victor Its little nest!

Sonia You said it’d be a good investment, what with devaluation and so on
... Butif I were to be ill now ...

Victor Don’t be morbid! You’re as fit as a fiddle!

Sonia touches wood

What time shall I come then?

Sonia Come for lunch. I'll go and get the money out of the bank in the
morning. That’ll save you a journey.

Victor Right. Now I must rush. Pierre saw an advert that looked interest-
ing. Some Hartford shock absorbers. (He fiddles with the lamp on her desk)
Can I borrow a bulb? My last one went phut this morning.

Sonia Don’t take that one! How am I supposed to read this evening?

Victor Use braille! (He kisses her) All right, keep your old lights! (He goes
out, then pokes his head back in again) Ciao!

Victor disappears
Sonia goes to and fro, putting away the bottle and glass, talking to herself

Sonia He’s too nice ... Always running round after those spare parts . ..
Well, every man to his taste. What can I give him for lunch ... ? I'll have
to go out anyway—there’s nothing in the fridge. (Pause. She picks up a
ximono from a chair and puts it on over her dress during the following) 1
didn’t realize there was more than one kind of Hamilcar . . . Complicated
things, cars. (She looks at herself in the mirror) 1 look like a lampshade . . .!
Perhaps with a belt ... (Pause) I wonder how much I’ve got left in the
bank ... ? Can’t be much ... About a couple of thousand francs . .. (She
gives a little laugh) The little red pedal car—in nineteen forty he wanted to
pedal off in it with all the refugees . . . Furious, he was! (Pause) Did he give
me back the two hundred I lent him last month? I can’t remember.

There is a ring at the door
(Going to answer it) Coming! Coming!
Sonia exits

Marie (off) Isn’t it cold? Either I was dreaming or I passed Victor just now
in the street ... Am I the first?

Sonia (off) He just dropped in to say hallo.

Marie (off) So! He’s alive! Are you all right now?

Sonia (off) Oh yes ...

Marie (off) 1 hope he apologized?

Sonia (off) Of course. He had some important business out of town.
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Marie enters, without her coat

Marie In that case! (She notices the kimono) Where did you get that
marvellous kimono?

Sonia It was my grandmother Suliakov’s dressing-gown. (She puts on a
Russian accent) ““‘Real kimono. Hand made. Such a beauty!”

Marie (stroking the material) 1 remembered it as pink satin, with gold birds
on it ... The “beauty” ’s a bit faded. Have you noticed the lining?

Sonia It hasn’t been out of the drawer for twenty years.

Marie Gold thread ... Chinese silk ... the treasures of Marco Polo ...

Sonia I've been trailing round the shops since the crack of dawn—I'm
exhausted.

Marie (turning over the parcels on the table) What utterly useless objects
have you been buying now?

Sonia Didn’t I tell you? Some friends of Héléne’s have asked me to a party
on New Year’s Eve. Fancy dress. I don’t know that it’ll be all that
amusing. But anyway not so dreary as seeing the New Year in on my own
watching the telly.

Marie I didn’t know people still gave fancy-dress parties.

Sonia (showing off her kimono) Madam Butterfly. Do you think it’s a good
idea?

Marie (laughing) Brings out your oriental streak—cruel and mysterious!

Sonia I've got all this stuff, but I’ll never be able to make myself up like a
Japanese!

Marie It’s not difficult. A couple of strokes at the corner of your eyes to
make them look slanting. Have you got an eyebrow pencil? Sit down. (She
picks a pencil up from the table and starts to make Sonia up) Like this . ..
There ... You see?

Sonia looks at herself in the glass

Sonia It cuts right across the wrinkles. I look awful.

Marie No you don’t, you look very nice—no-one’s going to look at you
through a microscope! And then you slope your eyebrows upwards ...
Oh, you’ve got a few grey ones!

Sonia Not enough to make it worth having them dyed!

Marie (stepping back to see the effect) 1t'd look even better with false
eyelashes.

Sonia I'd never manage to stick them on!

Marie Wait, I haven'’t finished. (She outlines Sonia’s mouth) A little cupid’s
bow ... There! Have you got any light powder?

Sonia points to a compact on the table
Skin like a peach . ..
Sonia shuts her eyes as Marie applies the powder puff

Sonia (smiling) More like an old prune ... ! Won’t I be a sensation! I've
even bought a wig. (She takes one out of a box) I had no choice, with my
hair. (She puts on the wig. She coughs)
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