Radio Play
[The background noise is that of the inside of a car. The speakers are male and female, married, at about late thirties to early forties. There may be a radio on set to classical music, but it’s low.]
Rose: [Accusing] Admit it.
Lewis: [Calmly] Admit what? There’s nothing to admit.
Rose: We’re lost.
Lewis: We’re not lost we’re… we’re taking a detour.
Rose: We’re lost.
Lewis: No we’re-
Rose: -we are. Or are you telling me this is meant to be it? Because all I can see are trees.
[Silence. Then the sound of indication.]
Rose: Why are you indicating? There’s no-one around is there?
[Silence. A sharp breath can be heard.]
Rose: And don’t breathe like that!
Lewis: I was only breathing
Rose: That was not breathing, that was huffing – you huffed.
Lewis: It wasn’t meant to be-
Rose: -well it was.
[There’s another awkward silence, for longer this time.]
Lewis: [Trying to stay calm] We’re not going to be late.
[Silence]
Lewis: Rose?
Rose: [Shortly] It’s twenty past.
Lewis: Yes?
Rose: That’s ten minutes.
Lewis: Ten minutes is plenty-
Rose: -‘plenty of time’, yes I get the lecture every time we come out and it never is. [Pause] I just wanted one nice night out, Lewis, and I thought-
Lewis: -It still can be nice.
Rose: [Silent]
Lewis: [Reasoning] There’s a curfew time; they don’t shut the doors until-
Rose: -Yes, but I don’t want to get there for the curfew, do I? I don’t want us to have to spend ages trying to find a parking space and then to run in, making everyone stand up as we squeeze past them-
Lewis: -all right, all right. [Laboured] Just stop… stop shouting at me.
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Rose: When do I ever shout at you Lewis?
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: Don’t keep-
Rose: -I don’t, do I?-
Lewis: -doing this. Please-
Rose: -I don’t ever shout at you, I just let you carry on-
Lewis: [Actually huffing]
Rose: For God’s- Is that all you’re going to do? Sit there and huff?
Lewis: I don’t know what else you want me to do.
Rose: [Demanding] Say something.
Lewis: [Getting more agitated] Like what?
[Silence]
Lewis: Like what Rose?
[Silence]
Lewis: [Trying to be calm again] You don’t shout, but you…
Rose: What?
Lewis: You get all-
Rose: -get all what?
Lewis: You just badger all the time-
Rose: -it’s not badgering-
Lewis: -yes it is.
Rose: Because you don’t do anything! [Pause] How can you not see any of this from my point of view?
Lewis: Your point of view?
Rose: It’s like talking to a brick wall – constantly. I ask you to do something and-and nothing, nothing happens! They’re simple things, like taking your washing upstairs or cleaning the side after you’ve used it and getting ready! Getting ready in the two hours I gave you before we had to go, so we don’t miss Natalie’s christening-
Lewis: [Shouting, sounds of hitting the steering wheel] Yes, because it doesn’t matter!
[Silence. Gradually the sounds of sniffling can be heard]
Rose: [Distressed] Stop the car.
Lewis: [Bewildered] What? No-
Rose: -stop the car.
Lewis: I’m not going to st-
Rose: -Lewis I will fucking scream! [Pause] Lewis!
Lewis: I have to pull over-
Rose: -there’s no-one around you can just stop!
[The car stops and there is the sound of the hand-break being pulled up. A seat belt is undone.]
Lewis: What are you doing?
[Car door opens]
Rose: I’m walking there myself.
[She starts getting out]
Lewis: Don’t be-
Rose: -Just stop!
[Car door slams. There is a distant sound of high heels on the road. Lewis is sat there in silence for a bit, then he turns the engine off, opens the door and gets out as well]
Lewis: Rose? [Pause] Rose?
Rose: [Distant shout] Just go home!
[He slams the door and follows. We hear him catching up with her and her voice getting slowly louder as he gets nearer]
Lewis: It’s freezing. And dark! Get back in the car.
Rose: [Crying] No.
Lewis: Please, we can go to this concert, or we can go home – or whatever, we can do what you want.
Rose: What I wanted was a nice night out for my birthday.
Lewis: We can still-
Rose: -No!
[Silence, Rose still crying]
Lewis: I’m sorry.
Rose: No you’re not-
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: -Yes I am-
Rose: -because you don’t care enough to be sorry.
Lewis: That’s not true.
Rose: But it is! You just said it doesn’t matter. If this doesn’t then nothing will.
Lewis: That was about the christening.
[Silence]
Lewis: Look, I understand about the being late and not helping you out, but why did the christening mean so much to you?
[Silence]
Lewis: They would have understood if we hadn’t turned up, but you just kept insisting we go – why did you want to go? Why did you want to put us through that?
Rose: Because it might have helped-
Lewis: [Incredulous] -Helped?! Helped how? We had to bury ours – it’s not fair! [Pause. He’s struggling not to cry too now.] My little girl would have been seven in April – what… what really matters other than that?
Rose: But I can’t…
Lewis: Can’t what?
Rose: Can’t stay in the same place anymore… I need to move on – even if that’s without you-
Lewis: -what do you mean without me – what, don’t you love me anymore?
[Silence]
Lewis: [Helpless] Rose?
