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INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

IT APPEARS TO BE AFTER HOURS. CHAIRS HAVE BEEN UPENDED ON

TABLES. THE PLACE IS IN DARKNESS, EXCEPT FOR ONE TABLE

WHICH IS STILL CANDLELIT.

AT THIS TABLE IS A COUPLE OF ELDERLY PEOPLE BOTH IN THEIR

SIXTIES. THE WOMAN IS HIDDEN BEHIND THE MENU SHE IS

PERUSING. THE MAN IS GROWING IMPATIENT.

MAN

Will you stop fretting about the

prices? The prices don’t matter.

WOMAN

(peering at him)

Hmm. I like to see them. Haven’t

they gone up again?

MAN

They’ve gone up. They always go

up. Every year they go up. Did you

ever hear of a price coming down?

WOMAN

Not in a place like this.

(she glances around)

Something else has changed too.

MAN

What?

WOMAN

They’ve done something

different. Given it a lick of

paint.

MAN

(looking around)

Well, it looks the same to me.

WOMAN

They’re always making changes. Why

can’t they leave things alone?

MAN

It looks smarter. A little

bit. What does it matter? How

long have we been coming here?

WOMAN

Thirty - forty years...
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MAN

Must be.

WOMAN

Must be.

MAN

And we’ve seen so many

changes. Remember when it was a

whatdoyoucallit - a burger bar!

WOMAN

Ugh.

MAN

And we came in and asked for our

usual table and they looked at us

like we were lunatics.

WOMAN

Well, they didn’t have tables, did

they? You had to perch on these

high stools.

MAN

I’ve never felt so over-dressed and

out of place.

WOMAN

And the next year when we came back

and had deliberately not made an

effort and you had to bribe the

head waiter to let us in!

MAN

Well, I didn’t know they’d turned

it into a whatsit - a bistro, did

I?

WOMAN

Put you in a bad mood for the rest

of the night.

MAN

Well, I was twenty quid down from

the off. And that meal was

rubbish. Over-priced and

inedible. No wonder they didn’t

last long. Not round here.

WOMAN

Yes... But don’t let that memory

spoil tonight, will you? For me?
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THEY SQUEEZE HANDS ACROSS THE TABLE.

HE LOOKS AT HIS MENU.

MAN

Well, what have we got here? No

snails and frogs on the menu these

days, eh?

WOMAN

I should hope not.

MAN

No cheese quarterbacks either.

WOMAN

Pounders.

MAN

What?

WOMAN

Quarterpounders.

MAN

What did I say?

WOMAN

You said quarterbacks.

MAN

Did I?

WOMAN

That’s something else, I think.

MAN

Well, there’s none of them

either. This seems to be more like

it. Just the job, in fact. Good

old fashioned grub. Steak and

kidney. Stew with dumplings.

Lovely.

WOMAN

Back to basics.

MAN

All the rage apparently. Good old

fashioned stodge. Put some meat on

your bones.
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WOMAN.

Quite.

MAN

Reminds me of the war.

WOMAN,

What war? You were never in a war.

MAN

No, but I heard about it.

WOMAN.

Wish there was some music. There

ought to be music.

MAN

Watch this.

HE CLICKS HIS FINGERS. FAINT STRAINS OF VIOLIN MUSIC CAN BE

HEARD. THE WOMAN CLAPS HER HANDS AND GASPS IN DELIGHT.

WOMAN.

Perfect!

MAN

I haven’t lost my touch.

WOMAN.

Might even dance with you later, if

you behave yourself.

MAN.

Now, let’s not go overboard! It’s

enough for me just to be sitting

here with you again, my

darling. Like we have done -

WOMAN.

And will do -

MAN.

And will do every year on the same

night -

WOMAN.

At the same table -

MAN.

I’m beginning to think you’ve heard

this speech before.
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WOMAN.

Oh, I dunno. Only thirty or forty

times.

MAN.

You haven’t changed, you know. Not

one bit.

WOMAN.

Nonsense.

MAN.

I mean, you’ve changed; we both

have. People do, with time. But

to see you there, looking more

lovely and more radiant than ever,

it takes my breath away.

WOMAN.

Oh, you! It is dark in here!

MAN.

And you never could take a

compliment.

WOMAN.

We have changed. I’ve watched it

happen. I’ve sat across this table

and seen the changes in you year

after year, just like all the

changes in this place.

MAN.

And it’s still standing!

WOMAN.

But - I dunno -

MAN.

What?

WOMAN.

Something has changed. I mean,

something hasn’t changed, has

it? Something has stayed the same.

MAN.

My love for you, you mean!

WOMAN.

No, silly. I mean - this

place. You, me, this table. I’m -

I’m not explaining this very well
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WOMAN.
at all. Don’t you - don’t you ever

think of...

MAN.

What?

WOMAN.

Anything else! The world outside

this place. People. People we

know. Our life together. Our

house.

MAN.

Huh?

WOMAN.

Every year we come here, we sit

down, we talk and reminisce but

I’ve noticed we only ever speak

about this place. I’m sure we used

to have other things to talk

about. Our children, for

example. I’m pretty sure we had

children.

MAN.

Did we? If you say so.

WOMAN.

And a dog. Or a cat, maybe? And a

house.

MAN.

Not ringing any bells, sorry.

WOMAN.

Can you remember anything at

all? Anything outside of this

place? What did you do

yesterday? What are your plans for

tomorrow?

MAN.

Well, I...

WOMAN.

You can’t, can you? Because there

is nothing. There is nothing

else. There is only this table at

this time and there’s only me and

you. There’s no bloody waiter,

have you noticed that?
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MAN.

Well, he’s -

WOMAN.

What? Nipped out for a cigarette?

MAN.

All right, all right, calm down.

Let’s just have a nice night, shall

we?

WOMAN.

And then what?

MAN.

What? Look, have you decided what

you’re going to have?

WOMAN.

I don’t want food!

MAN.

Going to be a cheap night then.

WOMAN.

Don’t you get it? I never order

food. I can’t remember the last -

Wait... When this place was

French...

MAN.

Go on.

WOMAN.

You had the mussels.

MAN.

I like to keep in shape.

WOMAN.

Idiot. And I had the onion soup and

then -

MAN.

And then... there was a noise. A

whistling sound from above.

WOMAN.

That’s right. And then -

THEY LOOK UP AT THE CEILING. WE HEAR THE SOUND OF A SHELL

DROPPING AND AN EXPLOSION.

THE COUPLE LOOK AT EACH OTHER.
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That’s the last thing I remember.

MAN.

Me too, now I think about it.

WOMAN.

And still we come back.

MAN.

Year after year.

WOMAN.

To this same table, this same spot.

MAN.

That’s all there is.

WOMAN.

This is all there is.

SILENCE.

I’m very sorry, I can’t remember

your name.

MAN.

That’s alright; neither can I.

WOMAN.

The steaks look nice.

MAN.

Very reasonable. Might push the

boat out.

WOMAN.

Yes. Me too. Only once a year

after all.

MAN.

Only once a year.

THEY SIT IN SILENCE, IDLING WITH THEIR MENUS.

THE MAN RAISES HIS HAND.

Waiter?

PAN AWAY FROM THEIR TABLE TO TAKE IN THE EMPTY

RESTAURANT. ON THE DOOR HANGS A CLOSED SIGN. WE HEAR THE

WIND, HOWLING AND LONELY.

END.


