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ANNIVERSARY 

Single Scene 
The play opens with an old man sitting at a small table in a pub. He has a whisky chaser and a 

pint of bitter on the table in front of him, next to that is a small sherry. The man is looking 

around expectantly, clearly waiting for someone to arrive. Despite his best attempts at 

looking out for his companion, Mary arrives and sits down beside him without him seeing her 

approach. 

 

GEORGE: Oh Mary, there you are! 

  

 (George and Mary exchange a kiss) 

  

GEORGE: I was worried you wouldn't find me sitting here, they've moved everything 

around. 

  

MARY:  They have indeed looking around, looks very nice. 

  

GEORGE: A complete refurbishment the man said          (nodding towards bar).  

All these years we've been coming here, I didn't recognise the place. 

  

MARY:  So they've moved things around a little, and a lick of paint, it's still ours 

George. That won't change. Oh sherry, lovely. 

  

 (George and Mary smile at each other and raise their glasses) 

  

MARY:  Cheers. 

  

GEORGE: Happy anniversary love.          (Both take a sip of their drinks) 

What is it now? Fifty four years, eh? 

  

MARY:  Yes, fifty four. 

  

GEORGE: Thatôs a long time. Good times Mary, good times! 

  

 (pause, more smiles) 

  

GEORGE: And may I say that youôre looking as beautiful today as the day I first met 

you. 

  

MARY:  And youôre just as handsome as ever. And youôre looking very smart today, 

Sunday best, I noticed. 
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GEORGE: Oh, wait to you see this.          

(with an effort George pulls his foot up to show Mary his foot. Mary looks 

around to make sure no-one is watching this spectacle) 

  

GEORGE: New socks. 

  

MARY:  Oh? 

  

GEORGE: I was round at our Carolineôs earlier, asked if she could darn my sock for me. 

She said she wouldnôt know how, can you believe that? She just laughed, 

gave me a pair of Gavinôs. Can you believe that? Grown woman, no idea 

how to darn a sock.  

  

MARY:  And how do you darn a sock George? 

  

GEORGE: You ï well, you get your needle and thread and you...           

(mimics sewing gesture, badly) 

 ï darn it. 

  

MARY:  Youôve no idea either. 

  

GEORGE: Iôm a man, Iôm not supposed to know these things. But her, a grown woman. 

  

MARY:  Socks are cheap these days. Thereôs no point in darning. 

  

GEORGE: Thatôs what she said. Cost more for the thread than the socks. 

(George absently takes pipe out from his pocket, Mary looks disapprovingly 

and he puts it away) 

Great cook though. Had a spot of lunch while I was there. Very fancy. 

Italian.  

Delic-ios-o, it was. 

  

MARY:  Oh? What was it? 

  

GEORGE: It was a funny name ï what was it ï let me think. Some fancy Italian dish. 

Dolmio, she said. That was it. Dolmio. Lovely. 

  

MARY:  Sounds lovely. As nice as my steak pie? 

  

GEORGE: No! No, no. óCourse not, Mary love. Nothing compares.  

But it was nice all the ï 

(George winces, puts hand to chest, clearly in pain)     

  

MARY:  George! Are you ok? 

  

GEORGE: Fine, fine Mary.          (recovering, gingerly) 

Itôs nothing, just a bit of indigestion from the Dolmio. There, itôs passed. 
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MARY:  Have you taken your pills? Are you taking your pills? 

  

GEORGE: Of course.          (looking away) 

  

MARY:  George, look at me. Look ï at ï me. Are you taking your pills? 

  

GEORGE: Well, I might have missed a few days. 

  

MARY:  George Crammond what do you think youôre playing at! You need those pills 

every day. Doctorôs orders. MY orders! 

  

GEORGE: I know, I know... 

  

 (Silence as Mary stares at George indignantly. George attempts to speak but 

his words catch in his throat. He tries again, and suddenly is about to cry, but 

holds it in) 

  

GEORGE: I miss you Mary. 

  

MARY:  Oh George, no. Donôt start. 

  

GEORGE: It was so unexpected. One minute ï I was supposed to go first, what with my 

pipe and my...          (taps chest)  

I never thought Iôd be without you. 

  

MARY:  Please George, donôt make a scene. This is how it is. Youôve still got 

Caroline, and the grandkids. Youôre still a young man. 

  

GEORGE: Thatôs one thing Iôm not. 

  

MARY:  Well, you always will be to me. 

(they clasp hands together) 

No more of this nonsense. Promise me youôll take your pills George. 

  

GEORGE: Ok, I promise. 

  

MARY:  Itôs time for me to go. 

  

GEORGE: (George grips Maryôs hand tighter) 

So soon, do you have to? 

  

MARY:  You know I do.          (she puts her hand on his cheek) 

Please take care of yourself. 

  

 (George nods silently, head down) 

  

MARY:  And Iôll see you next year eh? Itôll be our fifty-fifth. Iôll be expecting 

emeralds! 
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GEORGE: (George raises head a little and nods, smiles) 

I can see them now. You would look lovely with emeralds. 

  

 (they both smile, then kiss. They raise their glasses again) 

  

TOGETHER: To us. 

 


