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Characters
GRANDMOTHER:
Forceful and confident.

ANNE:
Her granddaughter, twenties.  Full of life, impetuous, also forceful and confident.

The play is set around 1800.

RUNNING TIME:
6 minutes.

Scene:  The Entrance Hall of The White Horse.

Grandmother is standing by the window gazing at the church opposite.  She sighs, shakes her head, then turns as Anne enters.

ANNE:
Grandmother!  Staring at the churchyard will not bring anybody back.

GRANDMOTHER:
I know.  (Beat)  How are your preparations going?

ANNE:
Everything is settled.  Parson just has to read the banns once more - nobody will object.

GRANDMOTHER:
Anne, are you sure about all this?

ANNE:
Grandmother, what has possessed you?  I love Jeremy and he loves me - I thought you liked him.

GRANDMOTHER:
I do - he is a fine young man.  But you are both so young.

ANNE:
How old were you when you married?

GRANDMOTHER:
That is none of your business, my girl.

ANNE:
And when you and Grandfather took over the inn?

GRANDMOTHER:
Too young to know what we were doing.

ANNE:
But you did it - and made a success of it.

GRANDMOTHER:
We made it the best inn in Castle Street - one of the best in Cambridge.

ANNE:
So do not tell me I am too young.  I know what I am doing.

GRANDMOTHER:
Hah!

ANNE:
Grandmother, you are so unfair.

GRANDMOTHER:
And you are so obstinate - you get that from your father.

ANNE:
And where did he get it from?

Pause while they glare at each other, then both burst out laughing and give each other a hug.

GRANDMOTHER:
I just hope Jeremy can stand up to you when you have some bee in your bonnet.  Need a strong man to run this place.

Anne suddenly pulls away.

ANNE:
Grandmother, I  - -  we have been talking  - -  that is  - -

GRANDMOTHER:
Spit it out, girl - no use poisoning yourself with your own words.

ANNE:
We are not going to stay here.

GRANDMOTHER:
Nonsense!  Everything is arranged - Jeremy is to be the landlord.  I can go back to supervising the girls and the cooking.  We agreed.

ANNE:
I know we did, but  - -  we have been talking  - -  and we want to move to London.

GRANDMOTHER:
London?!  You have never been out of the Fens, nor Jeremy neither.  What do you children know of London?

ANNE:
A place where fortunes are made.

GRANDMOTHER:
Your mind is touched!  Full of dirt and disease, strangers who would cut your throat as soon as look at you...

ANNE:
Have you ever been there?

GRANDMOTHER:
Everybody knows.  (Beat)  Your Grandfather ran this inn till the day he died, and you have lived here all your life.  This is your home.

ANNE:
Did you not leave home when you married?  You are living in the past, Grandmother - I want to live in the present - and the future.

GRANDMOTHER:
There is a future here.

ANNE:
No there is not.  I can remember when the White Horse was always full of people - coming through that door with their cases, eating and drinking in the bar and the snug, sleeping upstairs for a night or two.  Look at it now - where are the customers?

GRANDMOTHER:
We still have some.

ANNE:
But not enough.  Now they are draining the Fens, the ships cannot reach Cambridge - the trade is dying and so is this place.

GRANDMOTHER:
Do not say that!

ANNE:
Somebody must.

GRANDMOTHER:
And what about your father?  He died for the Fens - now you are sacrificing them.

ANNE:
That is not fair!  (Beat)  You know I loved my father - I was always closer to him.  But he was wrong-headed - fighting battles when the war was already lost.

GRANDMOTHER:
They will never drain the Fens - they have tried time without number, and the water always comes back.

ANNE:
They have modern machinery - the wind-pumps are winning, and Jeremy says there will soon be steam engines run by coal.
GRANDMOTHER:
You saw your father when they brought him in here.

ANNE:
So beaten up he could hardly get his words out, but he said he loved us all.

GRANDMOTHER:
Lying there on the old settle - it still has the blood-stains.

ANNE:
Stop it!

GRANDMOTHER:
Why should I?  I watched my son die, defending our way of life.

ANNE:
He was wrong!

Grandmother slaps Anne across the face.  Anne looks about to retaliate, then turns away and speaks with her back to Grandmother.


He wanted Jeremy to join them, smashing up the machinery.  He knew there would be guards, tough men from outside.

GRANDMOTHER:
He was a brave man.

ANNE:
He was a dead man - and Jeremy would have been too.

Long pause.

GRANDMOTHER:
Your mother left when she married again.  And now you.

ANNE:
Keep my mother out of this.

GRANDMOTHER:
Just a year after your father died, she was gone.

ANNE:
She was still young.  Do you blame her for finding another husband?

GRANDMOTHER:
Do you not blame her for deserting her daughter?

ANNE:
That was his choice, not hers.

GRANDMOTHER:
She could have stood up to him.  Bargained with him.

ANNE:
He was not willing to bring up another man's child.

GRANDMOTHER:
So who did?

Anne slowly turns to look at her.

ANNE:
I know you did, Grandmother, and do not think me ungrateful.

GRANDMOTHER:
But now you are leaving too.

ANNE:
I  - -  I have to.

GRANDMOTHER:
Because Jeremy wants to make his fortune in London.

ANNE:
No!  I want that too.

Grandmother stares at her, and eventually Anne drops her gaze.


I do want to go to London.  (Beat)  But I am scared, Grandmother.  We do not know anybody there; we do not know if we can find work...

She starts to cry.  Grandmother holds out her arms and Anne moves into her embrace.

GRANDMOTHER:
There, there, child, we are all scared of new things.  We all want to keep doing what we used to do - whether it works or not.

ANNE:
You understand.

GRANDMOTHER:
Of course I do, Anne - I have known you all your life.

ANNE:
You think I am wrong - to go?

GRANDMOTHER:
Maybe not.  You have to lead your own life.  Go, if you must.  I will manage somehow.

ANNE:
Come with us.

Grandmother steps away from her in shock.

GRANDMOTHER:
Leave the Fens?  Leave the White Horse?

ANNE:
Why not?  Jeremy likes you too.  You could be a help with everything - and babies when they come along.

GRANDMOTHER:
And what about the inn?

ANNE:
Sell it - for whatever you can get.  It is a millstone round your neck - get rid of it.  Jeremy says maybe we could run an inn in London - with plenty of business again.

GRANDMOTHER:
But I would be leaving  - -  everything.  (Her eyes go to the churchyard again.)
ANNE:
You would have me and Jeremy.  (She also looks out at the churchyard.)  Father and Grandfather are not out there - that is just their bodies.  You can take their love wherever you go.

GRANDMOTHER:
All my friends.  People I have known all my life.

ANNE:
Grandmother, everything changes.  That is life.

Grandmother looks at her, then around the room.


I have to go - meeting Jeremy to make plans.  You think about it.

Ann exits.  Grandmother watches her go, looks troubled, then goes over to the window to gaze out at the churchyard as at the start.

END

