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TRACEY PREPARES A PLATE OF FOOD AND PLACES IT ON THE DINING
TABLE. VIRGINIA ENTERS FROM HER BEDROOM WITH THE AID OF HER

WALKING CANE.
TRACEY: The boys have gone down the corner.
VIRGINIA: Together?
TRACEY: I’ve made your supper for later. You got your button?

TRACEY GATHERS HER THINGS. VIRGINIA SITS AT THE DINING TABLE.

VIRGINIA: Chad wants to talk about me going on a beach holiday to Hove. Who
the fuck wants all those pebbles up their arse. Then he’ll talk me into a Care Home.
Bullshit. When did getting old become so important? A Care Home. Yesterday I was
fussing over your wedding. You was crying over your hair. Your damned hair. Then the

grandkids turn up and before you know it, I’m taking pills. It starts with your eyes. Stupid

eyes.
TRACEY: Must get the boys home for their supper.
VIRGINIA: It all seems so gradual, your eyes start to fail, then your hearing isn’t so

good. It’s the missing of words and pretending to know what is said. Then your legs don’t
work; it starts in the ankles. The throat becomes your worst enemy, but the nose is the
problem, which is connected to the eyes, but they’re failing. It’s no surprise they get worse.
Then the cancer sets in, eats away at everything good about life. Cancer. It’s the new word

they created to call dying?

TRACEY: I was wondering if there are any black families living in the street?
VIRGINIA: No Irish, no Blacks, no Dogs.

TRACEY: I’ll be by tomorrow morning to clean up.

VIRGINIA: Now I need a bloody nurse to wipe my arse. When did old become

abnormal? Old. It's terminal. Sometimes I wonder if dying of cancer, is a blessing. At least

it doesn’t take decades. Getting old means your brain attacks you. Old. No thanks.
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