PIERCED LACE
Plot:
A young girl named Greta, is a hard offer to sell to suitors near and far. Her father GF Ervin makes her his life’s hell, and spends a great many years believing that he will not ever be rid of his great bane, which is his daughter Greta.
It surprises him when his yearning to be rid of her clashes with the odd desire that he no longer wants to let her go.
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Beginning:
[At a function picnic Greta is speaking with her friends, Joyce and Ruby, over tea and cake].
Ruby: Good afternoon Greta.
Greta: Good afternoon Ruby.
Ruby: Have some cake. [Passes Greta some cake].
Greta: Thankyou. Hello Joyce.
Joyce: [With a mouthful of cake]. Greta…uhmm…this cake is to die for!
Ruby: That is her third helping!
Greta: [Picks up her fork and takes a bite]. Mmmm!
Ruby: I heard about your father this morning - the big man of the month! Apparently he’s getting some sort of honour for being an outstanding citizen.
Greta: [Frowns] Outstanding?
Joyce: He’s rich in other words, and they’re pronouncing it to the world. My father’s father had the same thing happen to him - they gave him a dinner, made him talk to fine people, and never had a bad day since, since everyone he met admired him so.
Ruby: [Pauses before her fork]. Didn’t your father’s father die of a heart attack?
Joyce: [Smiles]. Yes, so?
Ruby: [Shrugs]. So, people who have heart attacks are not usually bubble wrapped in a cloud of love.
Joyce: [Sticking her nose up in the air]. He was loved Ruby! [Smiles]. So what if it was for his wallet?
Greta: I never thought my father was that wealthy...
Joyce: Well he must be – why else would he get an award?
Greta: [Shrugs]. Maybe he’s just liked.
Joyce and Ruby: [Laugh].
Ruby: [Sheds a tear].
Greta: [Annoyed]. Well, I’ve never heard of this honour thing.
Ruby: He’ll probably attend it when you are sound asleep silly goose. Adults are always so secret about everything.
Joyce: It’s true. [Smiles]. Adults pretend we can’t even hear their whispered talks when they’re discussing secrets in the same room as us, but we can. We mouth our own whispers so we can listen more clearly. [Giggles].
Greta: [Takes in some more cake].
Joyce: The other day I heard my parents talk about you Greta.
Greta: First my father, then me? Haven’t your parents got real things to discuss?
Joyce: [Shrugs].
Ruby: What is the news Joyce?
Joyce: Well I heard that your father has been writing letters to men, hinting your availability. [Winks].
Ruby: [Gushes].
Greta: What does that mean?
Joyce: [Fiddles with her finger].
Ruby: It means you father is trying to be cleaned of you.
Greta: What?
Joyce: Married. Betrothed. [Shivers]. How exciting for you! You’ll be the first of us to become chained and balled.
Ruby: I think the phrase is ball and chained.
Greta: It sounds as though I am going to prison!
Joyce: [Laughs]. Almost.
Ruby: [Eats some more cake]. It’s almost unfair - my father’s not even leaning that way yet. I’m going to be in wait until I’m twenty. I know it!
Joyce: I always knew you were the matronly one…
Ruby: [Nods].
Greta: Have you ever thought that the gossip might be well...lies?
Joyce: Whatever do you mean?
Greta: Well from my point of view it’s hard to believe that any of this is happening. My father certainly isn’t one to talk about me in words or letters, and as far as I can see there’s nothing being done for me.
Joyce: [Rolls her eyes].
Greta: He certainly doesn’t like me to meet new people. It’s as if he’s…well, ashamed of me.
Ruby: How do you come to that conclusion?
Greta: Well he looks at me like I’m dirt all the time. He scoffs when I face him, and leers when I turn my back. Sometimes I think that…he may not have wanted me at all.
Ruby: [Bites into a cake]. Why not?
Greta: I think he thinks that I’m…hideous.
Joyce: [Tsks, and places a hand to Greta’s]. Don’t worry about it - all parents give that impression to distance themselves from their blossoming child. Next thing you know he’ll be giving you away to your husband, and you’ll hardly see him. That’s what all the girls go through. That’s what I’ll be going through, [points to Ruby], she’ll be going through…you…
Greta: [In her mind sees an image of her father]. Sometimes he looks at me in such a way… I really think he might be of danger to me. His stare is daggers sometimes. It's almost as though he might hurt me with his very own hands if I say one word out of place.
Ruby: [Looks over at Greta’s father]. I don’t think he’d be so silly! He’s wonderful - you have nothing to worry about. [Forks her plate, and sees it is empty]. Ohhh…I’ve eaten it already.
Joyce: [Picks up a plate]. Cake anyone?
Ruby: I’ll pour the tea!
[At the other end of the yard].
GF: [Spies Ruby watching him, and nods before ensuring conversation with a friend]. What do you think of Greta?
Friend: What do I think? [Peers over at her]. Well she’s punishing herself by eating more cake - did you know that’s her third helping?
GF: [Frowns]. Would you…marry her?
Friend: Me? Oh, no, no… I’m not rich enough to handle someone like her. I need a pretty wife to show off on my arm - one who smiles for a kiss, and makes love for a polished stone. [Looks around through a glass eye]. See that little blonde with the curls over there? Dimples, complexion like cream, baby blue eyes… that’s the kind of girl I need linked to me. Greta, she needs a wealthy man. Only wealthy men can handle the…more homely women.
GF: Wealthy men are all but taken. [Looks to Greta, and frowns]. I have doubts for her future.
Friend: Every father thinks that - but then they go to Europe, find someone, and successfully get their less then perfect daughters off their hands. I’ve heard of countless stories of such things happening - really, girls such as yours are like nuggets of gold to the European's. [Murmurs]. Goodness knows why.
GF: [Sighs]. Then I shall have to take Greta to Europe.
Friend: [Sips at some ale]. She’s barely sixteen though – she has the span of a few years to grow used to being her father’s bargaining chip. By nineteen I am sure you will have her off your hands…enough time for you to build up a new generation to the fill in the gap of her absence.
GF: [Laughs at the absurdity]. I’m tired of the generations! I need a country estate, and some fresh air. These crowded city blocks are clouding up my mind, and my lungs.
Friend: Be careful for what you fancy - the country is good and well, but it doesn’t make you rich; nor does it keep you in the trends like the city does. You’re better off here.
GF: [Smiles wanly]. I wish I could agree.
Friend: [Laughs]. Come, let us take a stroll by the bridge garden - there are a few women I shall introduce to you.
GF: I am hardly in the mood to talk to women.
Friend: Don’t worry, they are married. Perhaps they can give you good advice about your daughter. One of them holds conferences for women in order to become better women. It’ll be a diamond for your confidence, truly.
GF: [Rolls his eyes, and finally stands].
[They go and meet the women].
[After getting some advice on Europe as an excellent location to travel. Greta and her father head to Europe].
EUROPE VACATION
[GF & Greta go to Europe. However much to GF’s great dislike Greta is not as welcome like the gossip had made out. She is looked down upon, scorned for her unfashionable dress, and dismissed as unpolished and undignified. Even the great elderly’s wince as they inspect her through their eyeglasses. They retort to GF that she needs pruning, and shaping. But they do applaud the idea of making Greta become in acquaintance with the world. GF finally heads over to a waiter to get a drink. He immediately is greeted by Chap01, who has been watching him and his daughter with amusement since they entered].
Chap01: I must say is that your daughter? The one with the yellow corsage over there?
GF: Why, yes.
Chap01: Most unusual features; however a bit on the heavy side for these parts of the world. Fashion is fragile, not frumpy here.
GF: I was unaware of the change.
Chap02: It depends at whom you ask. Sir Florrence’s Cathrynne is a hog of a woman - yet quick, and sharp like a fresh silver dagger. Some men prefer their women as such.
Chap01: There’s a difference between fashion, and individually designed taste.
Chap02: True.
GF: Is there any man around here which could be interested in the less fashionable side of a growing young lady sirs?
Chap01: Such a bold question!
GF: Forgive me.
Chap02: Oh, there’s nothing to forgive - but it’s a desperate move to try to inspect for a partner off one’s own land. Wouldn’t you say?
Chap01: [Smiles, and clasps his fingers together]. The duty of a daughter bogged father. Such a task I shall never endure, since I shall have only sons.
Chap02: You can’t possibly know such a thing!
Chap01: I can! It is a family tradition. All boys for the last four generations.
GF: Since I have already voiced my intentions – any chance of one of you kind sirs giving me an answer, gentlemen?
Chap01: [Looks down his nose]. I can’t say yes right now. [Looks around].
Chap02: Our women are more suitable for our needs.
GF: [Smile sinks as he becomes disheartened].
Old Man: I must applaud you at your bravery in bringing her across Europe. Making her worldlier is one of the finest steps to making your daughter become more dignified. When you get back home introduce her to a country landowner on your side of the world, and she’ll be off your hands for good. [Nods].
GF: [Smiles stiffly]. Thank you sir.
ONE YEAR LATER
[Within a year Ruby and Joyce become betrothed. Greta is sad that she has been left alone, but tends to her stitches to pass the time as she fails to find new friends].
SIX YEARS LATER
[Six years pass, and Greta doesn’t become the catch of any eye. Every year Greta’s father becomes more aged by the unnatural dismissal of his daughter. He dismisses the option to have any more children, and chooses a country estate to get away from the leering world around him.
At each year’s end Greta becomes more uneasy at the way she is looked at by her father, and his health. However she bites her tongue, and continues on with her mundane tasks that take her through each day.
On her twenty-second birthday Greta’s father snaps at the luncheon table].
GF: No more cake!
Greta: [Freezes her fork in mid air as cake sits upon it’s end].
Wendy: Whatever do you mean? It’s her birthday!
GF: [Runs a shaky hand over his sweat shined brow which is red from ale]. She’s fat!
Greta: [Gasps].
Wendy: [Gasps]. What?
GF: She’s fat! Half a horse could fit inside of her!
Wendy: She’s just womanly…
GF: Womanly?! Is that the new word for it?
Wendy: I think you owe Greta an apology.
GF: I’m sorry Greta… [Grits his teeth], for not making you diet for all these years.
Wendy: Really! She eats three meals a day - it’s perfectly correct...
GF: [Fists his hand]. If that is so, why isn’t she perfect?!
Greta: [Puts her fork down, and runs to her room in tears].
Wendy: [Gives her husband the eye]. Really…
GF: She’s twenty-two - most women have bred half a generation by now.
Wendy: You have to be patient dear…
GF: Patient! I’ve been patient! She’s not moving anywhere! No one wants her!
Wendy: So travel…
GF: I’ve travelled! Up the north coast, down the south, across the sea; I’ve been to the most expensive places and yet…nothing!
Wendy: Sir Edwin Scott has eyed her recently. His mother told me so.
GF: [Becomes brash]. Oh, isn’t that that young lad who has what? Two months to live? I heard he’s positively impotent by now. His eyesight is probably so weak that he’d kiss the buttocks of a pig, and call it a fine velvet cheek!
Wendy: Now you are just being crude.
GF: [Sighs]. His scent is so vile not a soul will go near him - just watches tea parties from his bedroom window, so I’ve heard.
Wendy: [Shrugs].
GF: His family is poor. If Greta married him, his death would bring me the heavy debt in being bound to uphold his family and his expenses. No…that is no offer! We’re better off together. Greta here, with us.
Wendy: [Smiles]. Then keep her. I have heard stories of young women caring for their parents, being given a dowry at their deaths, and escaping with a new landlord.
GF: That’s what they are…stories. Fairy-tales.
Wendy: Just relax about it dear. We’re not poor, we can afford her. She is a help sometimes, and I enjoy her company. We sit together working on our stitches every week.
GF: Good for you.
Wendy: Having an unmarried daughter isn’t the end of the world.
GF: It’s not as though I think that - I just… [sighs]. I just thought it would be easy. People laugh at me in town behind their eyes, they think, ‘Look! There’s that man with the world’s ugliest daughter on his hands.’ [Fingers his marriage ring]. I can’t bring what she needs to her.
Wendy: You’re being melodramatic. Just wait, things will turn around.
[And turn around they did - but not in the way he hoped. Wendy dies that winter of a congested cold.]
AFTER DEATH OF WENDY
[Greta’s her father falls into sullen despair, and spends most days in a cloud of anger. He is rude to Greta, and to their maid - so much so that the maid has to run off].
A YEAR LATER
[On Greta’s twenty-third birthday, nothing happens for much of the day. She waits, and waits for something to happen, but the sound is as absent as traces of life. Finally in the afternoon she walks up to GF].
Greta: [Goes to his chair as he sits in the dim of a study]. Father, it’s past eight - I thought we could celebrate...
GF: [Smokes]. Celebrate what? How old you are? An ancient elm growing older day after day? [Turns cold eyes on her]. That is no cause for celebration.
Greta: [Her eyes mist over, but she tries to become angry]. Well we celebrate your birthday every year, and you are much older then me! Come to think of it so was mother…
GF: [Angry he stands]. Don’t you dare bring us into this! We were proper people, who were respected, and loved! Not some... bog wash!
Greta: Bog wash? That’s not even a real word!
GF: How would you know? You’ve never read the dictionary!
Greta: You taught me it would be a waste of time!
GF: Indeed! Everything is a waste of time. The food you intake is a waste of food, and the clothes you wear a waste of my money - you just shouldn’t be!
Greta: But I am! [Takes his hand]. I’m here, with you, and it’s my birthday…
GF: [Turns on her, and slaps her hard, so hard it make her stumble backward.] Then spend it in your room... [Darkens]. Out of my sight.
Greta: [Grows pale, and gets hurt hard].
GF: [Eyes the world with a stare deadly cold as he looks out the nearby window]. You are a bastard - pure and true...
Greta: [Whispers through iced lips]. No…
GF: [Looks to her]. Are you going? Or shall I sting your cheek with another to get the message through your pie brain? [Spells out each word]. I don’t want to see you.
Greta: [Trembles, and runs to her room crying].
[GF goes out for some clay shooting before dark dusk. He returns, and places his equipment in its rightful place. Then he goes to smoke in the study - but through the quietness he hears sobbing coming from an upper room.
He goes up to Great's room in a disagreeable mood. He knocks on the door where the sobs come from. He then enters].
[Greta looks at him as he steps through].
Greta: [Wipes her tears].
GF: Your sobs can be heard through the entire house.
Greta: [Wipes more tears away].
GF: I think it needs to be fixed. [Walks into the light, and notices a bruise on her right cheek. He moves closer to inspect]. Let me see…
Greta: [Takes her hand away as she lets him trail a couple of fingers across her cheek].
GF: The shade makes half your face look imbalanced. [Hits her on the other side].
Greta: [Cries out].
GF: [Nods]. That should make things even.
Greta: [Sobs].
GF: [Walks to the door, gives her a cold stare]. I meant what I said. [He slams the door closed].
MONTHS LATER
[Days and months pass. Greta’s father becomes more moody, and Greta becomes more sullen. However every now and again she bothers to do some house chores to keep the house tolerably tidy. Her father smokes more, and more, and becomes evermore withdrawn. Greta notices, yet does not say a word to him].
A YEAR LATER
[On Greta’s twenty-forth birthday Greta doesn’t ask for anything. She sits in her room stitching most of the time. However GF bothers to come in late with a cup of tea].
GF: Good afternoon Greta. How has your day been?
Greta: [Sniffs]. Like every other.
GF: I brought you a flower. [Brings out a daisy from behind his back, and places the small items on the side of the tea cup].
Greta: [Holds back her tears, and says bluntly and without heart]. I shall treasure it always I’m sure.
GF: [Looks at her]. You’ve paled much since I last saw you.
Greta: It’s been a while - I am not surprised. [Pauses]. Pale as snow is how storybooks symbolise eternal beauty.
GF: [Smiles]. I can’t disagree with that. [Leans over Greta, and then hesitantly kisses her cold, pale, cheek].
Greta: [Turns angry eyes towards him, they are rimmed with tears.]
GF: [Turns to head back to the door].
Greta: No words to remind me what day it is father?
GF: [Turns to face Greta].
Greta: [With sarcasm]. Days turn so slowly, I loose sight of them easily.
GF: Tuesday dear. [Turns his back, and closes the door].
Greta: [Ignores the tea, and lets the wind that wafts through the window sail the daisy to the floor as she cries].
A YEAR LATER
[Greta becomes more detached from her father as another year passes by. Nothing moves. There is no life within the ice-cold house. On some days Greta catches a glimpse of her father, as she passes past the study - however that is rare.
Greta becomes heavy and tired over the lightless existence. She begins to withdraw from food, and from doing proper housework. The only thing she cleans is the bath in which she washes herself daily. The floors, the windows, the rugs, and mirrors, she leaves to grow dusty, and to become webbed with spiders.
Greta’s father notices the house’s appalling condition as he’s shaving one day. He accidentally breaks his small hand mirror which he usually uses over a downstairs sink, and has to go to the upstairs main bathroom to shave.
He wipes his hand on the mirror, and takes off a slide of black dust. GF washes his hand, then shaves, and finally moves to inspect other things in the house. GF finds that the doorknob is dirty, the floor is filth, and the staircase is layered with dust. He looks closer as notices the windows are also covered with slimy dust, and vines are growing over some of them. After a close inspection he finds that the kitchen holds homes for orphan rodents, the laundry is cobwebbed, and that the garden overgrown.
GF draws in a deep breath as a sense of overwhelm covers his mind - the scent of dust in the house makes GF sneeze, and gives him an odd fever].
GF: How can I have let this place fall into such disrepair? [Goes to find Greta].
[Opens Greta’s bedroom door a crack. She is asleep on a bed, her white covers are partially brown, the air is stank, the windows and mirrors are vile, and her clothes are cloaks of lice ridden dust. As GF comes near the scent of perfume emits from the clothes she wears, and he realises that she has not even been cleaning them. He grows angry].
GF: [Nudges Greta]. Greta! Greta!
Greta: [Opens her eyes without alarm – an indication that she was already awake].
GF: What has happened to this house? It’s vile!
Greta: You’ve only just noticed father? [A long pause as she stares him down. She rolls her eyes with a shrug]. I stopped cleaning months ago.
GF: [Gets angry, and shakes her shoulders]. Why?
Greta: When there’s no warmth in a house, you stop caring, and leave things as they are. It’s not my fault the natural cycle spins things into disarray.
GF: Such a large word, for such a silly girl!
Greta: I am not a girl any more either. [Turns dark eyes as she touches her cheek]. Don’t you remember? That is why you stopped loving me in the first place.
GF: And I could give you another for the way you’ve left things!
Greta: I am not your wife father! I do not run a household! Hire a maid, and leave me alone! [Turns her back to him].
GF: [Stares, and then finally removes himself from the room muttering to himself].
[GF begins to clean - but he gives up, and just opens the windows for a while as he sits in the dark smoking].
A YEAR LATER
[By Greta’s twenty-fifth birthday, she is sunk in bed. She is paled with blue lips, and hollow cheeks - dark rings circle under the eyes, and her hands are ice cold. When GF bothers to come in to see her with a breakfast of biscuits, he becomes alarmed at her shocking appearance. A doctor is fetched, and he is rushed to the house to inspect her].
Doctor: [Talks with GF outside the room]. Food, and warmth.
GF: But she doesn’t eat when I support her to - I can’t surely force her to eat!
Doctor: Patients of this kind can be difficult. There are estates to take care of the matter, but first we advise for the family to deal with the case first for the estates can become expensive. Try holding the nose, and pouring soup into the mouth. It works like a charm. Or even, making tea infused with sugar. She still drinks tea doesn’t she?
GF: I think so, yes.
Doctor: [Nods]. Someone I once knew threatened his wife with disembowelment if she failed to fill her stomach for their first born - her mouth was filled within moments.
GF: Seems harsh.
Doctor: Necessary. [Looks at GF]. Call me if you have any more hassles - I shall visit in two weeks! [Pauses]. Whatever you do, do not beg.
GF: [Nods]. Fine.
[Doctor leaves, and GF visits Greta’s room with lemon tea heaped with sugar].
GF: [Approaches the bed]. I…made this for you.
Greta: .[Turns her heavy eyes his way, and closes them].
GF: Don’t you do that! Not this time! [Puts the saucer by the bed, then he moves to pinch the nose. He pours the tea, spilling hot water on her face, and scolding her chin].
Greta: [Gasps, flicks her eyes open, and cries].
GF: Well it’s your fault! [Takes out a hanky, and pats at her burnt face]. If you hadn’t insisted on this nonsense, then I wouldn’t have tried the second last measure of desperation!
Greta: [Through tears]. You wanted me gone! All these years! All these horrid years! [Gets dizzy, and calms down].
GF: [Leans closer]. What’s wrong?
Greta: [Weakly]. Sick… dizzy… hurt… [Puts a hand on her chest].
GF: You must have supper – there’s some chutney pie, and lamb stew…
Greta: [Weak]. No… [Goes limp, and sheds a tear]. I don’t care any more… [Breathes]. I…[Faints].
GF: [Shakes her, and checks her pulse which is still beating. Sighs, and looks at her hand which rests above her heart]. Your centre is made of lace. Lace is born with holes in it. [Wipes a hand over her hair]. You shall be well once more - none the worse for harbouring holes with which you were born. [Stops playing with her hair, runs some fingers down her face, and then just as suddenly stops and turns hard]. You are not as unsightly as some. [Blinks]. Strange… for a second there I could have called you fetching. [Focuses on her face]. A delusion clearly. [Leans in closer, and glares]. You shall not stop riding the carriage of life until I permit it - do you hear? [He then kisses her brow, and leaves].
GF: [Numbly walks down the stairs, collecting dirt from the railing on his way down as his shoes tread on dusty carpet - the boards creak. He looks around, and sees everything in disrepair. Halfway across the foyer he kneels on the stone worked floor, and weeps].
[GF swears to turn things around. First thing he does is try to make Greta better - he brings her lemon tea with sugar, which she sullenly drinks after being scolded with the hot liquid. GF also eats hot meals in the room with her - the presence of the food wakes Greta's hunger, and finally she snaps after one meal smells too delicious to draw back from].
Greta: Give me some of that?
GF: This?
Greta: It's some sort of delicious! It makes me want to eat! [Holds herself back]. Just one bite, of course.
GF: One bite? [Hands over the pastry item.]
Greta: [Takes a bite, and then hands the item back]. I need tea.. [She picks up the tea cup].
[Greta's hunger pains return, and when they do she begins to ask for a bite at each meal he takes up to her room].
[The doctor visits, and praises GF at Greta’s recovering health].
Doctor: She will be well again soon - make sure you take her into town when she is; she needs to be around people. Why not take her to the hay fair? Fresh food and air will do her good!
GF: I shall think about it. Thank you.
GF DECIDES TO TAKE GRETA TO THE FARE
[GF marches back and forth before the door. He bites his nail - a trait he hasn’t picked up since he was a teen. He then goes in, and greets Greta who is dressed in a fine new powder pink and pearl dress. He smiles and offers her his gloved hand - she takes it, and they head out to the waiting car].
[They go to the festival. There they walk, talk, smile, and meet the eyes of curious strangers – a woman named Cathrynne fast becomes GF's favourite. GF sits with her, and her husband Gerald. To GF’s delight she inquiries as to who Greta is, and compliments on her dress – which, though a tad out of fashion, looks radiant].
Cathrynne: Say, who is that young woman who you were sharing smiles with?
GF: That young woman is my daughter, Greta.
Cathrynne: Is that so? Who would have guessed - she looks so refined, I thought she might be a wife!
GF: No, I can promise you that she is not.
Cathrynne: [Leans forward]. Her dress sense is astounding!
[GF feels better, and smiles at Cathrynne, as he watches Greta move off to attempt to feed an animal. However the animal bats out of her hands, and she drops it. The bird sprints away - Greta, and a few others, move to catch it around the side of a building].
Greta: Come back here!
Boy: Here chicken, chicken!
Keeper: Bwak! Bwark! Bwark!
[A young man named Wesley Wilkins catches the chicken. He smiles at Greta who is hot on its trail].
Wesley: [To Greta]. After something?
Greta: [Flushed and breathless]. Why yes…
Keeper: There you are! [To Greta]. Excuse me lass. [To chicken as he holds it]. One more runner, and I’ll put you in next dinner’s stew little fellow!
Chicken: Bwark! Bwark-bwark!
Boy: Oh, no fair! [Walks off].
Wesley: [Chuckles].
Greta: [Moves to walk off].
Wesley: I say, wait….
Greta: [Turns around]. Are you addressing me?
Wesley: Indeed…
Greta: Yes?
Wesley: I’ve never seen you here before, or in town for that matter.
Greta: [Shrugs]. I don’t go out much.
Wesley: [Smiles]. My name’s Wesley…. Wesley Wilkins. An old fashioned name indeed, but alas it is mine. [Offers his hand].
Greta: Oh… [Puts her hand in his]. My name’s Greta Ervin.
Wesley: Ervin? What a strange name… [Smiles]. I like it!
Greta: [Blushes].
Wesley: Would you like to take a stroll around the garden?
Greta: Well, indeed I would… but… [Looks around her briefly]. But I am also here with my father - he may want me to stay closer…
Wesley: I promise you won’t be far. The garden is just a short way down the hill - it’s worth a look. It has rivers, bridges, and the finest blossoms…plus…did I mention a cherry tree?
Greta: [Smiles]. Well, I suppose I could take a peek - just a short walk though.
Wesley: [Hooks his arm for her to take]. One peek and you’ll want the stroll to last forever.
Greta: [Giggles, and hooks her arm with his].
[They walk to the garden. Greta gushes at the sight as they slowly walk around the place].
[GF watches the keeper parade his naughty chicken about. He takes a sip of tea, and glances to the side of the house. When, after a couple of minutes, Greta fails to return, he starts to become distracted].
Gerald: Are you alright there? Is my business too boring to listen to?
Cathrynne: I always said you talk about it too much dear...
GF: I’m sorry… [Looks at his watch]. My Greta disappeared around the barn a few minutes ago – I can’t help but wonder why it is she has not returned.
Cathrynne: She probably became interested in something else, and went to engage herself. Don’t worry, she’ll return soon.
GF: I suppose you’re right madam. [Pockets his watch, and takes a sip of tea].
Gerald: Here have a cigarette - by the time you’re through with it, I am sure she’ll be back. She looks like a sensible girl, she won’t get far.
Cathrynne: Young lady dear, young lady.
GF: [Nods, and takes the cigarette].
Cathrynne: How old is your Greta?
GF: [Rolls his eyes to her, and squints]. A peach in bloom.
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. Indeed, lady’s never reveal their age, isn't that correct?
GF: [Nods].
Gerald: I don’t see why not!
Cathrynne: I think it tends to make us younger - the less we talk about our years, the less we remember how long we’ve lived; thus making ourselves younger by every dawning day.
Gerald: Trust women to come up with that fancy!
Cathrynne: [Playfully hits her husband].
GF: [Laughs].
Cathrynne: So tell me, where is your wife?
GF: [Sighs]. In the grave I’m afraid - a winter cold took her to the angels.
Cathrynne: [Touches his hand]. Oh, I’m sorry.
GF: [Nods].
Cathrynne: How long ago has it been since?
GF: Two years.
Cathrynne: Oh my, still recent.
GF: Indeed…
Gerald: I’m sorry also.
GF: Thank you.
Cathrynne: [Looks to her husband]. Gerald don’t you think that perhaps we should invite Mr Ervin, and his daughter, to our tea party?
Gerald: I don’t see why not.
Cathrynne: Yes, you and Greta must come! You can meet new people, Greta can socialise with young women her age - perhaps she might pick up a beau? A young lady has no right to stay in the family home when of age.
GF: Yes, indeed. [Intakes some smoke as he makes up a lie]. I am afraid I’ve been holding on to her, to replace her mother. I enjoy the company, as quiet as she is. The house is too empty without her.
Gerald: That’s appalling! You must get a dog, or a new wife for that – you don’t go netting your own child to your house for your own personal gratification! Your child needs to grow into her adult phase, otherwise she’ll be left behind. Take it from a man who has fathered three daughters already – it’s best to have their wings oared before they turn twenty.
GF: [Coughs].
Cathrynne: [Looks at GF with sharply intelligent eyes].
GF: Excuse me, it’s been a while since I’ve smoked one of these.
Gerald: That’s quite all right - I have the same problem at times, and I’ve been smoking for years.
Cathrynne: You should hear him in the morning - it’s disastrous! Rather choleic.
GF: [Laughs]. If it’s all right with you, I’d rather not. [Takes a smoother inhale of his cigarette, and then moves to glance at his watch].
Cathrynne: Don’t think about your daughter - she’s perfectly safe. Here, have some biscuit; they’re especially delicious.
GF: [Nods]. Thank you.
[Quite a time passes, and GF can take it no longer. He bluntly excuses himself, and moves to rise].
GF: [Breaks in conversation]. Excuse me, I must check on what has intrigued my daughter so much.
Gerald: You’re quite like a mother hen – but in the form of a man.
Cathrynne: Gerald don’t tease.
Gerald: Just as well - I’ve needed to make a move to that shade over there, to see what gossip has caught the bee’s ears this month. [To Cathrynne]. Coming?
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. I think I shall take a small walk - all this sitting has made my legs numb.
Gerald: [Moans]. A walk?
Cathrynne: Never mind dear – I am sure Mr Ervin here would love to have some company while looking for his precious daughter.
GF: [Stiffly bows]. Madame I am sure I…
Gerald: Sounds good. There’s no one with finer eyesight then my Cathrynne Mr Ervin, that I can guarantee.
GF: Very well, if you insist.
Cathrynne: I can’t wait to see just how precious this sunshine child is.
[Cathrynne links arms with GF, and heads off around the side of the house].
[GF looks around, sees an outhouse, and bare land.]
GF: I thought there’d be a stall here… there’s nothing!
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. Of course there is, you just need a tour. Down that hill over there are the finest gardens in this entire state. I can assure you she must have become drawn in, and then ensued to become entranced by the magic of the place.
GF: [Nods, and begins to walk to the hill - being slowed considerably by Cathrynne who is still linked on his arm].
[They approach the garden. GF is rather taken aback at the sight, but he rids himself of all awe and focuses his eyes on every speck].
Cathrynne: Oh look at the bridge! We shall cross it when we reach it.
GF: I plan to cross every bridge I see.
[They cross the bridge, and keep going].
Cathrynne: Isn’t it lovely here?
GF: [Distracted]. Delightful.
Cathrynne: It must be so time consuming to upkeep a garden such as this. I heard the gardener is the landlady herself.
GF: I am sure she must have had some help.
Cathrynne: Perhaps. [Smiles]. Mmm! I love the smell of apple blossom. I don’t get out too much these days you know.
GF: Truly…
Cathrynne: Nursing babies, and taking charge of the house keeps me busy enough.
GF: I am sure….
Cathrynne: What is your place like? Is it big? Was it expensive?
GF: [Looks to her with a smile]. Well I shan’t boast, but it is a little of both.
Cathrynne: How interesting! I knew you were a man of comfort. How do you find the time to manage it? Does your daughter manage it for you?
GF: I am afraid that… [Spies a cherry tree that is shading Greta and Wesley. Wesley is in the midst of giving Greta a kiss on her hand. GF immediately stiffens, and has the urge to charge forward - but is held back by the Cathrynne].
Cathrynne: You’ve seen her? [Spies the young woman with the blush as Wesley’s lips leave her hand]. Oh, how quaint.
GF: I shall give his mouth a bee’s sting! Being so daring, and with my daughter!
Cathrynne: [Pulls his arm back with a laugh]. Relax, it is quite proper. Men do it all the time around here, especially when they are trying to impress. We shall walk to them, and I will introduce you – like civil human beings.
GF: [Stiffly holds himself back].
Cathrynne: You are much too unsteady with your daughter in your eye. Don’t you remember kissing a lady’s hand growing up?
GF: Indeed but…
Cathrynne: This is the same thing. There is nothing scandalous in the act. If it were the lips however…
GF: [Stiffens, and intakes a sharp breath].
Cathrynne: [Laughs].
[They approach Greta and Wesley].
Cathrynne: Good afternoon.
Wesley: [Turns, and bows with a slight frown at being disturbed].
Cathrynne: Wesley let me introduce Mr Ervin. Mr Ervin let me introduce Mr Wilkins.
Wesley: [Intakes his breath, and bows quickly].
GF: [Bows].
Cathrynne: [Holds out her hand to Greta]. Hello Greta - I have heard great things about you.
Greta: You have?
Wesley: I have also heard great things Mr Ervin. Greta finds words almost too mediocre to use to magnify her thoughts of you.
GF: Truly? [Looks to Greta].
Greta: [Blushes].
Cathrynne: [Laughs]. Let us walk back to the yard… [To Greta] You can help me talk your daddy into attending a gathering next Sunday.
Wesley: I think I have the need to return to my family. [Passes Greta a handkerchief filled with cherries]. Good day to you both – and to you Mr Ervin.
GF: [Smiles unimpressed]. Good day.
Cathrynne: Make sure you let your family know about the gathering at my house next Sunday! Get your mother to bring her famous pie!
Wesley: I shall, thank you [Runs off].
Greta: [Watches him go a little sad].
Cathrynne: [Whispers]. No need to worry - you have his heart already twined around your little finger.
Greta: How do you know?
Cathrynne: A woman knows these things. [Looks to GF]. A woman’s intuition is a powerful tool once it has bloomed.
GF: [Frowns].
[Cathrynne leaves to attend the party her husband has joined once back in the garden. She hands GF a card with her address, and tells him to arrive by mid morning].
[GF and Greta then go home. Greta gushes to her room, still red-blushed and giddy. GF goes to the study to brood over a cigar. Eventually they share a meal together.]
Greta: [As she stirs her soup to cool it down]. I have been thinking about what I should wear to the garden party next Sunday. I am at ends on what to wear. Do you think yellow is too outstanding?
GF: I won’t think anything because you are not going.
Greta: What? But you said…
GF: I said I’d be there.
Greta: What’s wrong with me attending?
GF: I’ll be building up partners, and impressing for acquaintances - I do not want to worry about improper behaviour from you.
Greta: Improper? Since when have I been…
GF: The way that young man's lips were pressed to your hand was quite improper.
Greta: What are you talking about? Men always greet, and say goodbye, with kisses on the hand.
GF: [Angry]. Not ones which linger!
Greta: It didn’t last long...
GF: Your head must have been clouded at the time by all the blood that was rushing through it in order to warm your cheeks. Believe me, I saw it – it was long.
Greta: You’re being so unfair…
GF: Unfair would be to string that young man on without a word on your wined age.
Greta: [Bats her eyes]. For your information….
GF: No more discussion Greta - now eat your soup, or go to bed!
Greta: Why eat any longer when you won’t let me have a life anyway! [Throws her spoon into the dish, and then stomps to her bedroom].
GF: [Puts down his own spoon, and sighs from the headache has dawned. He then stomps away to the library to ease himself with brandy and a cigar].
THE NEXT DAY
[The next day Greta doesn’t come down from her room. GF stays downstairs, reading, and puffing on the cigar.]
THE NEXT DAY
[On the second day GF goes to see her after having brought her a dress from the store. He knocks, and then enters. Greta is huddled asleep in her blankets. He sits by her bed, and then shakes her awake].
GF: Greta.
Greta: [Opens her eyes].
GF: Fine, you will attend the garden party.
Greta: [She becomes instantly alert].
GF: I thought... [Opens the box on his lap] that powder lavender would be most appropriate.
Greta: [Gasps]. You brought me a new dress?
GF: Had no choice in the matter I’m afraid. [Takes out of his pocket a necklace with a lavender coloured glass amongst a row of fine pearls]. I also brought this to match the dress.
Greta: Oh my, it is beautiful!
GF: Of course it is. [Puts both items on the table beside the bed]. That’s the style I’m hoping to show off on Sunday.
Greta: [Hugs him]. Thank you.
GF: [Smiles stiffly]. Now, will you please come down for breakfast? Your lack of company has made me loose all appetite. I’m perfectly ravished.
Greta: [Smiles]. I’ll get my morning coat!
GF: [Nods, and leaves].
THE GARDEN PARTY
[The day of the garden party comes].
[GF and Greta arrive with a plate of almond shortbread biscuits. Greta places the plate on the table, and then walks with GF across the lawn.
GF is bombarded with attention as eyes look at him instantly. Only a few gazes trail on Greta, but when they do the women start to talk about dress immediately.
GF meets Gerald and Cathrynne. They sit down to have some tea, however Greta hesitates].
Greta: If you don’t mind I think I will take a stroll. My legs are still tired from the drive.
Cathrynne: Of course! Go ahead! Enjoy yourself.
Gerald: And I may just go and find the cellar to collect some wine to go with these cheese crackers.
Cathrynne: Don’t be too long!
GF: This is garden is spectacular.
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. You think so?
GF: Indeed.
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. Your Greta looks wonderful today - the colour of her dress is delicious! Very up to date!
GF: I’m glad you approve. I heard some women whispering about dress after Greta had passed, and I was sweating under my skin from thinking I may have gotten the modern vogue gone. That happened to me when I went to Europe, and I have been shaky about fashion ever since.
Cathrynne: [Laughs]. Don’t worry it is very modern. [Smiles]. By the way, how old is your young lady?
GF: Why the question?
Cathrynne: Well that style of dress you’ve chosen... though it is entirely appropriate - it is a little, how shall I say? [Thinks]. It is more for a mature young woman. A young girl needs frills, and laces - rather then pearls, and peonies.
GF: I thought they looked elegant.
Cathrynne: Oh, they do! But it makes her look grown up - you want her to look youthful. Like a young lady. .
GF: Oh… [Thinks].
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. How about we take a stroll? My husband will take forever – he just wanted to go to our cellar craps table to see how the bets are going along.
GF: Oh, very well then.
[Cathrynne takes his arms, and walks him to the garden where there is a maze hedge].
[Greta meanwhile is taking a stroll around the garden. She passes kind stares, envious stares, and patronising stares; however when she reaches the far garden she gives a sigh of relief as there are no crowds to take away her pleasure.
She stands under a tree, and doesn’t hear the rustle in the trees above as a young boy scopes her out. The young boy targets her, smiles, aims his slingshot at her, and then releases a custard-filled cupcake right at her head. It hits near the neck and shoulders].
Greta: [Screams]. What? What is this?
Small Boy: [Laughs].
Greta: [Spies him]. You evil little twerp! What have you done to me?
Small Boy: [Aims another one, fires, and hits her front]. That!
Greta: [Gasps horrified]. Wait until your mother finds out about this!
Small Boy: [Laughs some more].
Greta: What is your name?
Small Boy: [Laughs, and then aims another].
Greta: [Screams, and runs off to find GF].
[Greta hurriedly walks past groups of people who gasps as she passes them. She does all her might not to cry, but it becomes harder as the gasps continue.
Wesley however spies her, and quickly walks away from his group of acquaintances to inquire about what is wrong].
Wesley: Greta! [Catches her arm].
Greta: Oh Wesley…
Wesley: Do princesses wear cake rather then eat it?
Greta: [Blushes]. I had a run in with an evil little boy by the trees over there!
Wesley: Where?
Greta: Over there... [Points]. Right over there… near the white fence!
Wesley: What were you doing over there? The party is here.
Greta: [Blushes some more]. I… I was taking a stroll.
Wesley: It’s a far place to stroll.
Greta: I needed the walk.
Wesley: Well, let us find this little boy.
Greta: If you don’t mind - I’d rather go and find my father..
Wesley: Very well; [Whistles to some friends, and waves them over].
Friend01: Hello, uh... what happened to you?
Wesley: A boy over near the picket fence thought it would be amusing to fire cakes at passers by. Go find him, and teach him a lesson.
Friend02: Oh, that is no good at all!
Friend03: Of course we will go and teach the boy a lesson! [Blushes with rage]. Then we’ll take him to his parents!
[Wesley walks off with Greta].
Wesley: [As they stroll]. It is a lovely dress still, besides the fact that there is cake stuck on it.
Greta: Yes, father paid a fortune for it.
Wesley: I’m sure. [Looks at the pearls]. It makes you look quite mature.
Greta: Well I’m not young...
Wesley: No? [Frowns]. Well you can’t be as old as me, I'm an ancient strap of nineteen – almost twenty! Father is very embarrassed - he married at seventeen. Married, with three children, with a hot bun already formed in the oven to boot. I am a national disgrace! However I simply refuse to be led to the altar until I find a jewel for my heart.
Greta: [Smiles].
Wesley: So how old are you? Seventeen? Eighteen? No… sixteen?
Greta: [Smiles]. It would shame me to say.
Wesley: You women are all alike - no one tells me their age! They say, ‘Youth is on the face, not on the years past.’
Greta: Do you think that is true?
Wesley: [Shrugs]. Sometimes…. [Clears his throat]. I once fancied a girl who I thought was sixteen – she was small, had a tiny waist, and a young face… However it turned out to be that she was married, with four children, and was over thirty!
Greta: Good gracious what a mistake!
Wesley: I know! [Laughs]. However I only found that out after I had asked for her to go out with me. I thought I was asking her father for permission to advance when I visited her home - but it was her husband!
Greta: [Laughs].
Wesley: I was quite in the predicament! Her husband made me see light however, and after I had apologised a hundred times over he let me off his paddle board. [Turns to Greta]. Tell me you’re not married.
Greta: [Smiles]. Yes, I can swear to that.
Wesley: [Sighs]. Good. [Frowns]. Why?
Greta: Why?
Wesley: Yes.
Greta: [Shrugs]. I…have not found a suitable courtier.
Wesley: How many have you had? How do you choose? Is it looks? Money?
Greta: Father chooses, you’ll have to discuss it with him.
Wesley: You mean you do not call for your own mate?
Greta: I may if I felt strongly for someone perhaps - but I never have.
Wesley: Oh… [Smiles]. Well I hope that you might squeeze me in to your granite heart - mine has already melted at sight of you.
Greta: [Blushes]. Really?
Wesley: Truly. [Stops by a large tree, and moves to kiss Greta’s hand].
Greta: I should find father.
Wesley: Of course - forgive me.
[They continue their walk].
[Cathrynne and GF meanwhile have strolled into the garden maze].
Cathrynne: Isn’t this nice?
GF: I hope we can find out way out.
Cathrynne: Of course - I am the landlady don’t forget.
GF: Of course, how silly of me.
Cathrynne: It is forgiven.
GF: I don’t know how long Greta wanted to take - perhaps we should head back…
Cathrynne: She’ll be fine. Stop worrying, just enjoy yourself - honestly you are just like a mother hen!
GF: Is that a bad thing?
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. Of course not! [Pats his forearm].
[Silence follows].
Cathrynne: I think I am impressed with you.
GF: With me?
Cathrynne: Yes.
GF: May I ask what you are impressed with?
Cathrynne: No. [Laughs]. I enjoy you - even with your nervous habits! I find your personality refreshing.
GF: Thank you.
Cathrynne: I would like you and I to be friends.
GF: Friends?
Cathrynne: Yes. [Looks at him]. Have you ever been friends with a woman before?
GF: Yes… [Frowns]. My daughter, and my wife…
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. I would like you to visit once in a while - perhaps we could go out horse riding, or hunting, or even shopping...
GF: Are you sure your husband wouldn’t mind?
Cathrynne: He would be delighted! What do you say?
GF: That would mean I would have to leave Greta at home.
Cathrynne: Nonsense! Greta can come and visit my babies - they will have a lovely time together!
GF: I thought Gerald said your babies were grown, and married.
Cathrynne: Three are - I have two young boys as well. Twins actually. They would love to have someone to play with - my company is too dull for their tastes.
GF: [Smiles]. I shall have to consult with Greta.
Cathrynne: Do. [Pauses]. But even if she doesn’t warm to the idea – visit for a cup of tea at least when you’re in the neighbourhood.
GF: [Nods]. That would be a pleasure.
Cathrynne: [Smiles]. I don’t know how you could have lived here for such a long time, and not have been discovered.
GF: I have perhaps delegated myself to the house for too long.
Cathrynne: Far too long. [Smiles]. [Cathrynne looks up to the sun, which is getting warmer by the minute]. I am afraid I have been strolling much too long without my parasol - we should perhaps turn back, and regain our seating at a shaded table.
GF: Of course.
[They change direction, and head back].
[Greta sits down at the table she had left. No one is there, but the cutlery is still sitting as it was].
Greta: It was at this table which I said goodbye.
Wesley: Are you sure?
Greta: [Lets Wesley pour her some tea]. Yes.
Wesley: Well they shall return.... One sugar or two?
Greta: Just one.
Wesley: [Hands Greta her cup].
Greta: Thank you. [Sighs]. It’s getting rather hot - I’m practically scorching under this dress!
Wesley: That’s horrible!
Greta: I hope my face isn’t showing how hot I am - perhaps I should powder it?...
Wesley: It looks fine. [Smiles]. You’ve got a stained dress, and you’re worrying about your powdered face? [Laughs].
Greta: That does sound silly, doesn’t it?
Wesley: [Gets distracted]. Oh! I am afraid I have spied your father! Coming out from the maze, with that delightful little woman on his arm. [Looks at Greta]. I hope you’re not jealous over him pleasuring himself with other female company.
Greta: Why should I be jealous? I’m sitting here with you aren’t I?
Wesley: [Laughs]. True - however I have seen many rows with bachelor men and their daughters where they are screaming about what is right, what is wrong, what is sin, and what is polite. The rumours that stir over those charged arguments, I tell you...
Greta: I am not sure what you are talking about.
Wesley: Well to put it simply, no child wants a second mother; and no respectable citizen wants a bachelor scouting after married females.
Greta: Oh, he’s not scouting - he’s just being polite. [Laughs]. Father isn’t one of those disrespectful persons - he’s as stiff as stone; the loss of mother put him in an early grave.
Wesley: Of course, how silly of me - please forgive me.
Greta: Just this once. [Pauses]. Now you must sit, and have tea with father, just so you can see how he is - that is your punishment to hint on such unsavoury ideas.
Wesley: [Grimaces]. Very well… [Sighs]. Next time I shall truly hold my tongue.
Greta: He is very good company. [Looks to Cathrynne]. Especially for those who can understand him. I must admit, I find him a little dry - but for mother he was the world.
Wesley: [Takes a sip of tea]. That’s just because you are young - the young always find the elders dry. You should meet my grandfather, he only speaks to lessen the world around him; never praises anyone - no matter how kind.
Greta: Sounds wretched.
Wesley: [Laughs]. He truly is.
[GF and Cathrynne approach Greta and Wesley].
Cathrynne: There you are! Oh, and you’ve found your friend.
Wesley: [Stands, and gives a short bow]. I actually found her - I am afraid she was caught in a war with some boys.
GF: Greta! Your dress! [Gets angry]. It has been soiled!
Greta: Yes father.
GF: That is no good! Who are the scoundrels?
Cathrynne: We shall put an end to it!
Wesley: Relax – I sent some friends to punish the perpetrators. [Looks over to the garden where his friends are in battle with getting the boy down from the tree].
Cathrynne: [To GF]. I am sorry; I shall go and see who the scallywag is, and get his parents to send you sincere apologies, as well as enough money to replace the dress.
GF: So much for a friendly community! [To Greta]. Come Greta, you shall not sit in public with that spoilt frock on! We’re going home.
Cathrynne: You don’t need to truly…
GF: [To Cathrynne]. I shall not sit here, and have others ogle at my daughter in her decrepit state! We are leaving madam. [To Greta]. Come.
Greta: [Stands]. Thank you for inviting….
GF: Stop! No words are needed - just come! [Takes her hand].
Cathrynne: I am sorry! I shall make sure the company is safe next time…
GF: [Grumbles, and storms off].
Greta: [Waves to Wesley over her shoulder].
Wesley: [Watches calmly].
Cathrynne: I shall reprimand that boy and his parents! [Goes to the group of boys, and finds that the perpetrator is one of her own sons once she gets there].
Wesley: [Follows to watch the entertainment].
[As GF and Greta storm across the parking lot].
Greta: [To GF while they walk]. Why did you cut me off from speaking?
GF: I will not have you thank someone who has held a gathering where the people have treated you with no respect!
AT HOME
GF: Go upstairs and get yourself washed!
Greta: Yes father. [Stops at the stairs]. Whatever you may think, I don’t think anyone was truly treating me poorly – besides that little boy of course! I mean, Wesley made his friends go after the boy, no one teased me about the dress, and Wesley even made me feel as though there was nothing wrong with it.
GF: That’s twice you uttered that Wesley boy’s name. Twice is too many. Now go, and bathe.
Greta: Yes father. [A few steps later]. I think I may like him - perhaps we should invite him over.
GF: No more talk! [Softens]. Take things one-step at a time Greta - you’re still recovering, and…so am I. [Walks off].
Greta: [Sighs, and mutters]. Yes father.
[Later that afternoon there is a knock on the front door. GF answers.]
GF: [Stares].
Cathrynne: Good afternoon. I hope I am not disturbing you. [Peeks inside]. Interesting foyer…
GF: [Looks at her son who is sulking in front of her, arms clasped in her hands]. What are you doing here?
Cathrynne: Well, I did what I said - I investigated the person of guilt, and am here to make amends. This is my son, Frederick Jnr.
Frederick: [Whines]. Mother!
GF: Your son?
Cathrynne: I am afraid I am the birth giver to this young boy. [Lets go of one of Frederick’s arms, and reaches into her purse for an envelope.] I have collected this money… I hope it is sufficient.
GF: [Takes the envelope, and peeks inside]. It is…
Cathrynne: Good. [To Frederick]. Now Frederick, do you have anything to say?
Frederick: [Blushes]. I am sorry for what I did to that dress.
Cathrynne: And?
Frederick: [Sighs]. And I am sorry that I ruined the party. Please forgive me, and accept a dinner invitation for tomorrow at eight.
GF: [Smiles stiffly]. I shall think about it.
Cathrynne: I had hoped you would accept to re-bind our new founded friendship.
GF: [Smiles a little]. I shall overlook this instance, and yes I am sure we can be friends once more.
Cathrynne: Wonderful! If you can’t make it tomorrow, please come to the book party on Saturday. We can talk about ideas, books, drink wine, and eat cake.
Frederick: [Whines]. I hate book parties! They’re full of old people - they pinch my cheek!
GF: [Smiles]. Perhaps I will be at dinner tomorrow.
Cathrynne: Great! Well, I am sure you don’t want me to come in at a late time such as this… [Peeks inside one more time]. So I shall depart, and see you tomorrow.
GF: [Nods]. Farewell. [Closes the door].
Cathrynne: [Turns a little, blushed, and flustered].
Frederick: You said we’d eat some sweets. You lied!
Cathrynne: Quiet! Next time I am sure we’ll be offered desert. [Walks off].
[GF goes upstairs to Greta’s room. Greta is in a rocking chair, staring vacantly at the ivy covered window].
GF: [Knocks, and enters]. Hello.
Greta: [Rolls her eyes to the door]. Hi.
GF: I just found the name of your enemy. [Takes the envelope out]. His mother paid a fine amount of money.
Greta: Who was it?
GF: Frederick Jnr, son to the socialites who threw the party today.
Greta: [Huffs]. That’s typical isn’t it?
GF: Quite… [Clears his throat]. We have been invited to a private dinner tomorrow night. We don’t have to attend, it will only be a small formal matter; however I suppose it would be polite to go, to give the impression that all has been forgiven.
Greta: You taught me false impressions are not at all polite. You used to kick young men out of the house whom you thought scouted you for unjustified bonds.
GF: True. Your mother used to scold me for being too suspicious. [Clears his throat]. Still, I suppose there are exceptions to everything.
Greta: I’m sure. [Sighs]. So I suppose I shall have to clear my busy schedule, and fit a tiny dinner in the hours of my day.
GF: [Smirks]. It’s at eight.
Greta: Very well.
GF: [Smiles]. Well, I shall leave you to your leisure. Goodnight.
Greta: Goodnight father. [Turns back to face the window].
THE NEXT DAY
[The next day GF and Greta arrive at the house at the required time. GF carries humble pie which he had brought at the store, and is dressed quite nicely, alongside Greta].
[A maid named Darla answers the doorbell].
Darla: Yes?
GF: Hello there, I am here to attend a dinner.
Darla: What’s your name?
GF: My name is Mr Ervin, and this is my daughter Greta Ervin.
Darla: Yes, I believe the Mrs said something of the like. Come in and follow me to the lounge. Dinner won’t be ready for five or ten more minutes. [Turns around to watch them shuffle inside]. Let me take those then. [Takes the jackets, and places them on their hooks]. They’ll be here when it’s time for you to leave - now follow me. [Gets Greta and GF to follow her to the lounge where a small gathering of guests watch them as they enter]. Here, just sit and make yourselves comfortable - the Mrs will seat with you at the table when it’s ready.
GF: Thank you. [Turns to face the group who are still staring]. Good afternoon, I am Mr Ervin, and this is my daughter Greta. We are guests here tonight, so treat us kindly.
[The group laughs a little].
Mr E Wilkins: [Smiles, and stands]. I am Mr Wilkins - this is my wife, and three children, Wesley, Camilla, and Estelle.
Mr Rose: [Stands]. I am Mr Rose - this is my wife Mrs Rose, and my child Lilac Rose.
GF: How do you do.
Mrs Peterberry: I am Mrs Peterberry. I am a headmistress at a ladies school.
GF: [Scowls a little]. Indeed... how do you do.
Mrs Peterberry: Good thank you - please sit, and join us.
GF: Thank you. [Helps Greta to sit down on a lounge].
Mrs Peterberry: My, my; that is a quite lovely frock Greta.
Greta: Thank you.
Mrs Peterberry: However quite last season. [Takes a sip of port]. How old are you child?
GF: She is of a maturing age.
Mrs Peterberry: I would usually call that between thirteen, and eighteen - however I have not seen her at my school. I would have noticed her face; it is quite striking.
Greta: Thank you.
Mrs Peterberry: Are you home-schooled child? The community does not look kindly to that - you need socialising to be an active member of the community; school is where it begins.
GF: Greta has finished her studies.
Mrs Peterburry: Truly? [Looks to Greta]. Well you must be of the age to be off and married then! How long have you been here three years? All that time, and not yet have attended one courtier ball; that is quite a disgrace.
Mrs Rose: I would have to agree - you should have been engaged before you even finished school.
Mrs Peterburry: Greta did go to a public school Mr Ervin, didn't she?
GF: Yes, of course.
Mrs Peterburry: You should let me take a peek at her reports - I can match her with a man who can harbour her interests. What are your interests child?
Greta: I suppose I like to sew mostly.
Mrs Peterburry: How quaint.
Mrs Rose: How lovely. I like to sew too, curtains, cushion covers, clothes, bedding… I am quite the accomplished dressmaker.
Greta: Oh, well I suppose I meant stitching - with the cotton; and needle; to make pictures in a piece of cloth…
Mrs Rose: [Laughs]. Handcraft is still an excellent hobby.
Mrs Peterburry: What about cooking, or gardening? Are you experienced in any of those things?
Greta: Not really.
Ms Peterburry: [Huffs].
Darla: All right you lot – dinner is good, and ready for you to eat.
Mrs Peterburry: Oh Darla, you do need to get yourself into my school, and start educating your tongue - that was a horrible way to introduce dinner!
Darla: I’ve introduced it many times like that, and no one has minded.
Mrs Peterburry: Well, I must say I do!
Darla: [Rolls her eyes]. Follow me.
[All shuffle into the dining room, and get shown allocated seats where Cathrynne, Gerald and Frederick Jnr, and Gerald Jnr are seated].
Mrs Peterburry: Good evening.
Cathrynne: Good evening. [Lights up when she sees GF]. Oh, have you been introduced to my new friend Mr Ervin, and his daughter Greta?
Mrs Peterburry: Yes indeed. I have been wracking my brains in order to get some information about this young one - all I have found out so far is that she is in dire need of a suitor’s ball, and specialises only in needlecraft. Better make the new rich men’s sons aware of this one.
Cathrynne: [Laughs, and looks at Wesley who is frowning quite hard at Mrs Peterburry]. Well, the course of the evening is duck stew, with salad, and desert… blueberry pie!
GF: [Jumps as he remembers the pie he brought]. I am sorry Madame, I forgot to give you this. It's a present - though I am sure we shan’t be eating it tonight.
Cathrynne: [Takes the package]. Mmm, what is it?
GF: Humble pie.
Frederick Jnr: Humble pie!
Cathrynne: I am sure it will be interesting which pie we prefer to eat at the end of the course.
Gerald Jnr: I want ice cream!
Cathrynne: Perhaps with the pie... now let us take our servings, and eat!
[They eat, and talk about nonsense subjects for most of the course. All is goes well, and they all depart as newly made friends].
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