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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Molly Taylor is a playwright and theatre-maker, based in
London.

She began making work when she was an Associate of the
National Theatre of Scotland. Her first production, Love Letters
to the Public Transport System, toured Scotland in 2012 and
won the Critics Circle Award, Adelaide Fringe 2018.
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

The action is set in the present day and the past; it slips back
in time to represent moments in Alton and Evie’s lives, from
the 2000s to the early 1970s. Music choices used to mark these
transitions are up to the creative team.

The play is set within a single day - beginning briefly at Molly’s
childhood home in Liverpool before moving into Alton and
Evie’s house, down the road.

There are shifts in register; there is Molly in ‘real time’ in the
house, Molly recalling her experiences there as a child, and
the leaps back in time where we ‘see’ Alton and Evie in the
home they created.

Alton and Evie’s house can be represented by every single item
referenced in the play - or none at all. The original production
focused on a few select props to tell the story, and a backdrop of
an epic net curtain, a very new carpet, and two standing lamps.

Molly is the narrator, and voices all the characters in the play.
A dash in the text ( - ) indicates dialogue between two or more
characters.

As much as possible the audience should be included in the
play, Molly is telling this story to them, and should choose the
moments when she wants to connect.
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CHARACTERS

MOLLY — A woman in her mid thirties

SETTING

The play takes place within a day, in two locations: in Molly’s
parents’ house, and in the home of their neighbours, Alton
and Evie, in Liverpool.

The world of the play has three registers: Molly in the present,
Molly recalling past interactions with her neighbours, and the
‘imagined’ memories of Alton and Evie’s lives together.






For Sue, Rogan, Charlie and Faith.
The best show on the road.



ACT ONE

Scene One: Being at home

In the space - a handful of domestic objects. A so-long-
it's-epic net curtain. A fresh carpet. Two standing lamps.
A table, with a drawer. Somewhere to make tea, a kettle,
a mug, a sugar dispenser filled with tea bags. A bunch
of vinyl records in a boa.

MOLLY begins her story in the seating bank, speaks
directly to the audience. She’s taking them into her
confidence, she’s looking for an escape route.

MOLLY I'm back home, living with my parents again...yay! It’s
been a long time since I've lived here, seventeen years, but
here I am...

Don’t ask.

I'm in the kitchen. The cutlery drawer is a stainless steel
horror show. Like the ladle and the fish slice have never
stopped mating and producing offspring. It’s the overflow
drawer, where cutlery goes to die. In the left-hand corner,
concealed under a pallete knife, are a set of keys.

These keys belong to a couple down the street, Al and Evie.
They’re away, on holiday, they must’ve been delayed, they
haven’t returned, no one has heard from them.

I don’t know why we've got these keys, because God knows
when we last used them. A decade. More. We’ve obviously
forgotten to give them back, or they failed to ask.

Beat.
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It wasn’t a fight with my mum, it was terse words about the
washing machine which I had overfilled because I couldn’t
see — with my own eyes - that they have a new model with
a much smaller drum, and that overfilling it is a crime
against engineering. So when it breaks - starts beeping and
the door won’t open, it isn’t an argument it’s just a breath-
taking example of my lack of respect for this household.

I grab the keys. I can’t resist. I just need a bolthole. I can
check on the house. Give me mum some space. Just need
a bit of fresh air, and then a bit of quiet. And if Alton and
Evie are in, if they’ve returned, then I'll just — make up a
reason why I'm knocking round. Sugar. Or something. And
maybe they’ll invite me in for a cup of tea. And I can hide.



Scene Two: Sevvy Park - Christmas - 2013

MOLLY recalls.

MOLLY Five years ago?
Christmas day. Or Boxing Day.

Sefton Park, which locals call Sevvy Park. On a map of
Liverpool, it’s a little kidney-shaped patch of green.

I'm walking it in, on my own. There’s a couple coming
towards me on the path. I can see their silhouette and I
know their silhouette.

Evie, plumper than she used to be, swathed in layers, or
scarves, I can’t see where they start and where they end,
she is like a willow tree. Al, tall and slimmer, still with a
groove in his gait, dreadlocks peeping out from under his
hat, bobbing as he walks.

I kind of groan inside, a disproportionate reaction.
Sometimes you have those days when you can see the small-
talk coming for you, slowly, like a drone. And you mentally
pat your pockets for ‘chat’ - just anything, and you realise...
No. I've got nothing.

I must’ve been tired, or hungover, and desperately enjoying
my own company.

Evie clocks me and waves.

I haven’t seen these two for a good few years, I don’t

come home as much as I should, and when I do there isn’t
a minute.

- Hello! How are you!

When close enough to touch I offer a hug, Evie first, which
feels like the natural way to greet her, and then Al, which
feels less natural, but we do it anyway.

- You're looking well — youre looking well — are you well?
- I am well, how are you? Very well - Merry Christmas!
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They seem genuinely pleased to see me and I feel a pinch
of guilt.

- How’s your mum and dad? Is your dad still fishing? Are
you still in London? Did you have your Indian takeaway
for Christmas dinner? Did you???

Of course the answers to all these questions are yes, because
we're still doing all the things we've always done, and this
is good, because it’s making them smile and it makes us
seem more familiar.

They ask about my sisters; they want ‘news’.
- Yeah they’re both well.

I mean there genuinely isn’t any news, no marriages,
no babies, no house purchases.

- What are you up to?
- Just bits and bobs really. Nothing major.

They want to know about all of my life. I string something
out.

Then - All power to your elbow! With a fist-pump from Evie

Misplaced enthusiasm has a way of hollowing me out. I
don’t think I've got much more of this conversation in me.
I feel very hungover.

- Well, keep in touch, we love to know what’s going on.
- I will, I say - I will. Pause - Are you well?

I think that was the only thing I asked them during the
whole conversation. Same question, three or four times.

- Yeah we're very well.

Evie looks up at Al as if to check in that that’s the case,
and he doesn’t say anything but smirks, kisses her on her
eyebrow. Nods at me.

- Keep on keeping on Molly.
Which feels like a good, clear sign-off.

That, to my memory, is the last time we spoke.



Scene Three: I Know This Place

MOLLY on the move.

MOLLY I walk down the road, towards number nineteen. I haven’t
lived on this road for a long time, but I know it well. I know
the postbox at the end, on the corner, which doesn’t actually
accept post anymore because it’s been decommissioned.
I used to love running to that postbox, I used to fly to it,
in that way that only children can, air-filled limbs full of
lightness, like the wind kicking up. In my mind, that’s how
I used to run as a child.

I know the controversial purple wheelie bins, which Liverpool
City council débuted at the end of the nineties.

- Well think about it! You can’t have red bins, and you can’t
have blue bins. You've got to meet in the middle!

I know the church across the road, which I have never once
attended, but I played hide and seek in the grounds.

I know the exact time of the day depending on how the sun
hits the tarmac; the entire street a living sundial to me.
I know this place like the back of my hand.



Scene Four: The Joy of Sex

MOLLY, in Alton and Evie’s house - strange yet familiar.
MOLLY I ring the doorbell. No answer.
She handles the keys.

Do I?
I put the key in the lock.

Uninvited, I stand, in their narrow corridor. Looks normal
- the same.

‘Hello’ - just checking.

There is a seven-inch vinyl record framed in their hallway,
I remember it. It’s been there so long now I know if it ever
gets removed, there’ll be a paler patch of wall beneath it,
like a tan line.

I walk up the corridor, passing the entrance to the living
room. A different sofa from last time, one of those L-shaped
ones. Charcoal grey. I think it’s really new. The carpet is
possibly new too, it’s quite spongey underfoot, in fact the
whole room feels like it’s been botoxed.

There’s a photo on the mantelpiece, not framed, just propped
up. Taken at a football match. Evie’s eye caught mid-blink,
and Alton’s smile, broad, strong - a shoal of teeth.

The book shelf, on one side of the chimney breast, still
there, and suddenly - I am thrust - for want of a better
word - back to being a teen and discovering The Joy of Sex!
Sitting on their bookshelf. Plain white cover, oh-so innocent,
simple red text on the front. Astonishing to me that it was
just sitting on the bookshelf, in the living room - in the
middle of the day! Not a manual we had in my house. I can
remember flicking through the pages, making watertight
mental notes of exactly where it sat on the bookshelf - the
paralysing FEAR that they would know that I had plucked
it out and leafed through it. Line drawings of which I had



ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR 7

never seen before — a man licking a woman’s armpit, a hairy
armpit. This was my awakening. No teen pornhub for my
generation, no smart phone, or some shady video doing
the rounds at school - it was a simpler time, people. You
had to rely on your neighbours, to be out of the room long
enough, for you to sneak a peek at a hand-drawn penis.

I'm back there, feasting on this book.

“Bathing together is a natural concomitant of sex and a
splendid overture or tailpiece”.

What the fuck?

“Taking an ordinary bath together has a charm of its own,
although someone has to lean against the plumbing”.

How right they were.

I want to find it; the white spine is easy to spot. No sign.
Maybe it’s in the bedroom where it’s meant to be.

Beat.

My parents had prepared my sister’s old room, which is
luxuriated with a double bed, so they were a bit dismayed
when I insist on sleeping in my old room, because the bed
hasn’t been changed, and there are boxes waiting to go to
the charity shop, and it’s a bit of a dumping ground.

But the heart wants what it wants, and I want my old room.

I'm sleeping in a single bed again. The simplicity of it.

MOLLY places a bag, or a piece of clothing down in the
space - she is staying. Pops the kettle on. Peaks into
the drawer of the table, a bunch of letters live there.
She handles them carefully, and begins to place them
on the floor.

There’s a desk in the living room. A jigsaw of paper,
stuck to the wall - postcards and quotes and handwritten
statements. Prophets and philosophers; John Lennon, Allen
Ginsberg.
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A picture of a marbled face, a frowning Seneca. “We are not
ill-supplied of life but we are wasteful of it”.

When I see stuff like this it makes me want to be better at
collecting.

There’s a project underway. A pile of faded letters with two
distinct sets of handwriting, dated 1942, 1943, 1944. In the
folders, every yellowed letter has been transcribed.

Dear Terrence, Somehow I couldn’t get around to writing
yesterday eve. Still plugging along as usual. I cannot believe
Christmas has come and gone

Dear Rose, I will try to answer all of your questions. The
Sfirst question you asked if I would be home by July, well
I doubt that, in fact I'm sure that I won't, because it is already
July. I believe that a tan is developing, not sure as yet but
the red seems to be changing colour.

Evie’s parents, I'm guessing, before her. Letters they had
written, sent, kept and stored, and then married together.
Left in the loft, for their daughter to find, after their death.
Evie, in her retirement, must sit here, sift through them,
type them out and fall backwards into her life.



Scene Five: What I've Left

MOLLY goes to the freshly boiled kettle - adds one tea
bag to a cup, then another, pours.

MOLLY I only brought home what I could carry. I was quite
limited. And I could feel Gav’s silent judgement, because
he’s been telling me for years that I need to get a driving
licence, or attempt at least a single lesson, and obviously
I didn’t. So when the time comes for me to depart, I can’t
even uphold my end of the bargain, which is to leave, cleanly.
I go like a teenager, with a sulky backpack; I trust he’ll know
what to do after I've gone.

She drinks. Her fingers thumb through the letter rack.
An order of service in her hands. She wants to piece this
together — some of this is invention, some is based on
prior knowledge. She is playing.

The night before Lol’s funeral Al and Evie light a fire in
their living room, in blatant disregard for the conventions
of summer. It’s a useless, damp June, and cloud lingers low
in the sky in a sort of dense stupidity.

Al is looking over what he’s written.
- Is it Doreen? His mum? Or Brenda?

Al isn’t old, not old as we know it, but in his mid sixties
where there were once names there are now tender gaps.
Funerals aren’t as rare as they used to be.

Two weeks earlier, they’d got the news of their friend. Evie
prepping dinner, Alton coming in, he speaks with a different
voice.

- It’s Lol

Evie cries, briefly but steadily. Al speaks softly but matter-
of-factly. It’s a quiet stillness, this death, that mutes the
room somehow. It manages to feels like something huge
for a moment. Death is so strange, so jagged a concept.
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Bewildering and painful and the most natural thing in
the world. When Alton experiences it that day, it feels like
fullness and nothingness in a perfect collision. Hard to get
your head round.

Their friend Lol. Or Laurie. Who knew this couple, in the
seventies. Before they knew each other. Back then, Alton
had a mate Lol, who he’d gone to school with, and Evie had
a friend Laurie, who she knew through going to clubs. And
one night in the pub, when Alton taps her on the shoulder
and says ‘Meet Lol Evie turns around to see her mate Laurie
- they are one and the same. And everyone rejoiced. Lol
was a link, which at the time felt like fate.

Now he’s gone.

All the words they never bothered to attribute to him
suddenly pop like bubbles.

- Lovely, decent, down-to-earth, kind, so kind, remember
that time...

- Talented, decent, reliable.
- Proper, y’know, he was a proper person.

People always grow in stature in death.

Suddenly aware of the un-lived in space around her.

In Al and Evie’s place there’s a digital radio in every room.
A turntable from a much cooler era. A CD player with proper
speakers. A set of symbols on the top of the piano, and
an electric keyboard in the spare room. Which looks like
a music room, a mic on a stand.

But this place is so quiet.

No cats. Litter tray - gone. Feeding bowls, by the back door
that opens out into the garden. Gone.

A discovery.
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