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CLERK:   
All rise

JUDGE:   
(BANGS GAVEL) I declare this courtroom open. What is the first case?

CLERK:    
The People versus Mrs Alice Golding, m’lud.

JUDGE:   
Read the charges.

CLERK:   
Mrs Alice Golding, you are charged with the following. ONE: Failure to maintain your body in a fit and proper condition TWO: Failure to live up to the modest expectations of your mother. THREE: Neglect and abuse of three teenage children FOUR: Failure to maintain a household in the barest minimum of order. FIVE: Failure to be a good wife, causing unnecessary stress to your husband, Mr David Golding, and causing him to seek sexual gratification outside of the marital bed SIX: Failure to take up a stimulating second career and 'have it all' as recommended by the Woman's Hour program on Radio Four. SEVEN: Failure to maintain an ideal marriage as defined in the pages of the Daily Mail newspaper and the novels of Mrs Barbara Cartland, deceased.

JUDGE:
Shameful.

CLERK:
Are you Mrs Alice Golding of 18, The Willows, Hampton – a desirable neighbourhood on the outskirts of town, well away from any council housing or immigrants?

ALICE:   
I don’t understand why I’m here.

JUDGE:   
The clerk has just explained the charges.

ALICE:   
Yes, but I don’t know why I’m here. I don’t know how I got here. I had this funny dream about a white rabbit.

JUDGE:   
You’re here because you’re here. You are the plaintiff. This is the court. It’s quite simple. So. How do you plead? 

ALICE:   
I'm not sure.

JUDGE:   
I’m afraid ‘Not sure’ is not an acceptable plea. There is guilty and there is not guilty. That’s all there is. (PAUSE) Well, apart from guilty due to diminished responsibility, but we don’t usually bother with that psychological claptrap in this court.

ALICE:   
It's very complicated. I don't know.

JUDGE:   
I can hardly write, ' I don't know'. You’re not mad are you?

ALICE:   
I am, sort of guilty, I suppose.

JUDGE:   
Good. That'll do. Guilty. Sort of. I suppose. (WRITING) We will now proceed with the opening remarks of the prosecution.

PROSECUTOR:
Thank you m'lud. It is our intention to prove that this woman - Mrs Alice Golding - has on numerous occasions failed to live up to the expectations of those around her - the expectations of her mother, her children and her husband. That she has failed to give proper care to her mother, managing only the occasional brief visit...

ALICE:   
I spend half my life there...

JUDGE:   
Mrs Golding, there will be ample opportunity for you to state your case. All in good time. Proceed.

PROSECUTOR: She has neglected her children, and as a direct result of her constant failure to provide a lively and stimulating environment during their early years, caused them to grow up lazy, unhappy and dissatisfied. Her attitude to her husband is either neglectful and unsupportive or, on occasions, haranguing and spiteful. She has failed to fulfill the role of housewife while constantly demanded what she chooses to describe as 'a more meaningful role'.  We shall establish that her body, once in almost perfect condition, has suffered from abuse ranging from binge eating – including the consumption of an entire Colin the Giant Caterpillar Birthday Cake – Exhibit A – to virtual starvation. In short, we shall prove that the woman you see before you has failed in every way imaginable 

JUDGE:   
Thank you. We will proceed with the opening statement for the defence.

(A SILENCE PUNCTUATED WITH COUGHS AND THROAT-CLEARING)

JUDGE:   
Thank you. I now call upon the prosecution….

ALICE:   
He didn’t say anything.

JUDGE:   
Who?

ALICE:   
Him. He just sat there.

JUDGE:    
The council for the defence?

ALICE:   
He didn’t say anything.

JUDGE:   
He’s not obliged to say anything.

ALICE:   
But…

JUDGE:   
Mrs Golding, if you’re going to interrupt the proceedings every five minutes we’re going to be here all day. You’ll get your chance soon enough. Council for the prosecution, please proceed.

PROSECUTOR:
I'm obliged, m'lud. I call, as my first witness, Mrs Alice Golding.

(ALICE TAKES THE STAND)

CLERK:   
Alice Golding, do you swear that the evidence you shall give shall be the truth, the whole truth, the whole sordid and disgraceful truth, so help you God?

ALICE:   
I do.

JUDGE:   
(SURPRISED) You do?

ALICE:   
I do.

JUDGE:   
Really? That'll be a first then.  Proceed. 

PROSECUTOR:
Are you Mrs Alice Golding of 18, The Willows, an upper middle class enclave in the more expensive part of town, well away from any council tenants and  immigrants..

ALICE:   

Yes.

PROSECUTOR:
Are you the wife of Mr David Golding, solicitor, ex-rugby player, Round Tabler, a bit of a lad and dutiful son of Mr and Mrs Golding to whom he pays a visit each Sunday morning without fail?

ALICE:   

Yes.

PROSECUTOR:
Are you the mother of Benjamin, Lauren and Victoria Golding?

ALICE:   

Yes.

PROSECUTOR:
Mrs Golding, how would you describe your relationship with your children.

ALICE:   

Well it’s, sort of, normal, I suppose

PROSECUTOR:
Norma,l you say?

ALICE:   

Yes.

PROSECUTOR:
Your son, Benjamin, has just gone to university has he not?

ALICE:   

Yes.

PROSECUTOR:
And this is strictly against your wishes.

ALICE:   

What?

PROSECUTOR:
Is it not true that you did everything you could to stop your son embarking on this next crucial stage in his education?

ALICE:   

No.

PROSECUTOR:
Did you, or did you not, say to your husband and I quote, ’I don’t want him to go. He’s my little boy.’

ALICE:   

Well yes, but..

PROSECUTOR:
Does this not clearly show, you did not want him to go to university?

ALICE:   

He was my little Ben. I just keep thinking about him when he was small. He nearly died. We sat by the bed for three days just praying...

PROSECUTOR:
Come come, Mrs Golding. This was years ago.

ALICE:   

Yes, but you see, he’s still my baby, laying in that tiny cot trying to get his breath, he always will be. Haven’t you got children?

PROSECUTOR:
Relevance, Mlud!

JUDGE:   
You have to answer the questions, Mrs Golding, not ask them. All my children were at prep school by the time they were eight. Best place for 'em I say, the little buggers.  Now let’s move on.

PROSECUTOR:
Now Lauren and Victoria - do you get on well with your other two children?

ALICE:   

They’re adolescents. All adolescents are difficult.

PROSECUTOR:
All of them? Every single one? Surely not. That Harry Styles seems like a nice boy - not difficult at all. Let’s look at this another way - what do Lauren and Victoria think of you?

ALICE:   

They seem.. they seem..

PROSECUTOR:
Yes?

ALICE:   They seem to despise me. I don’t know why. All I ask is that they  tidy up their rooms occasionally. And maybe do the washing up once in a while. Buy they don’t – they just lie there all day, on the sofa. They don’t talk to me. They just grunt when I speak to them. Or they shout when I ask them to do anything. They never tell me anything about what they’re doing, who their friends are. And they talk to me as if I was an idiot, as if I don’t know anything about anything. Vicks smokes all the time. Lauren always seems to be drunk or stoned.

PROSECUTOR:
And these are typical teenagers are they?

ALICE:   

Yes.

PROSECUTOR:
Typical - or the product of a deprived upbringing? Too lax perhaps in childhood. Neglected, while you pursued an unsuccessful second career. Overindulged, spoilt.

ALICE:   

I can’t have spoiled them and neglected them.

PROSECUTOR:
You seemed to have managed.

ALICE:   

I’m not perfect..

PROSECUTOR:
Clearly..

ALICE:   

But I did my best. I did give up my career.

PROSECUTOR:
Briefly

ALICE:   

For twenty years. The kitchen sink, that was my horizon for twenty years. I wasn’t going to farm my children out to some child minder. I devoted my life to those children.

PROSECUTOR:
And yet, as you said yourself, they clearly hold you in contempt. 

JUDGE:   
Contempt – who’s in contempt. I won’t have contempt in my courtroom.

PROSECUTOR:
I’m referring to the plaintiff’s children

JUDGE:   
Are they in contempt?

PROSECUTOR:
Of their mother.

JUDGE:   
Oh I see.  That's alright then.

ALICE:   
 They’ve no reason to hold me in contempt. I have a brain, I have a first class honours degree.   

PROSECUTOR:
Do they despise your husband?

ALICE:   

He’s never there.

PROSECUTOR:
Yes, but do they despise him?

ALICE:    

No.

PROSECUTOR:
Why not?

ALICE:   

I don’t know. Ask them? If you can keep them awake for long enough.

PROSECUTOR::
Mrs Golding, you’ll be familiar with the Freudian concept of childhood traumas having a catastrophic effect on adult life.

ALICE:   
Yes

PROSECUTOR:
Did you ever shout at your children when they were younger? 

ALICE:   
Sometimes.

PROSECUTOR:
Sometimes means what: once a day, once a week, once a month?

ALICE:   
Once a week, I suppose. Everybody shouts at their children.

PROSECUTOR:
Do they? Do they indeed? There are surely many parents who don't find such - verbal violence - necessary, surely. 

ALICE:   
They used to drive me mad, the three of them, when David was away.

PROSECUTOR:
So. To relieve your depression, you shouted at your children.

ALICE:   
It wasn’t like that.

PROSECUTOR:
Did you strike them?

ALICE:   
No! Never!

PROSECUTOR:
You've never struck them?

ALICE:   
I might have given them a smack, once or twice.

PROSECUTOR:
Perhaps I could remind you of one particular incident on a Saturday afternoon when, not only did you strike your children, but you locked them in the garden shed and told them you were going to sell them to the gypsies.

ALICE:   
(CONFUSED) I don't remember. I'm not sure.

PROSECUTOR:
It's quite simple. Did you or did you not threaten to sell your children to the gypsies.

ALICE:   
No. Yes. Maybe. I'd been up all night. David was away. I had the flu. The cat had been sick....

PROSECUTOR:
Oh I see! So a cat being sick is sufficient reason to terrorize your children.

ALICE:   
Of course not. (BEAT) But when you haven't slept for weeks and you're lonely and frightened, and you've had about as much as you can take… I made it up to them. We all sat on the sofa and cried. They understood. Mummy was tired.

JUDGE:   
Sounds like a madhouse to me.

ALICE:   
It is. Sometimes. Sometimes normal homes are like madhouses.

JUDGE:   
You need a good nanny. We had one. What was her name? Mary Poppins, was it?

PROSECUTOR: Mary Poppins was a fictional character, your honour.

JUDGE
Was she? Was she indeed?  I knew there was something strange about that  woman.

PROSECUTOR:
Yes. Right. So. Let’s turn to the question of your own mother shall we - Mrs Wilson. Do you consider your mother leads a happy life?

ALICE:   
It's not too bad.

PROSECUTOR:
Not too Bad. You regard living in Winchester. Alone. In your seventies. With Irritable Bowel Syndrome...a happy life?

ALICE:   
She's got her friends, a nice home, plenty of money.

PROSECUTOR:
Material things perhaps. But would she not be happier in the bosom of her family?

ALICE:   
There really isn't room for her.

PROSECUTOR:
You could buy a bigger house. With a granny annex, perhaps.

JUDGE
A what?

PROSECUTOR: A granny annex, your honour. It's a small flat, attached to one's home where an aged relative can live under the dutiful eye of their family.

JUDGE: To stop them getting involved with loose women, drinking too much brandy and getting thrown out of the King's Arms with no trousers, that sort of thing?

PROSECUTOR: More to protect them than to contain them, m'lud.

ALICE:   
I've thought about it, of course, but it wouldn't work.

PROSECUTOR:
Why not?

ALICE:   
She has lots of interests, and friends, in Winchester. If she was here. It would just be me. 

PROSECUTOR:
Surely that is not too much to ask for a vulnerable and aged relative? All she wants is to move in with you.

ALICE:   
I don't know why. She doesn't even like me. 

PROSECUTOR:
(SHOCKED) Your own mother doesn't like you?

ALICE:   
She criticises me all the time.

PROSECUTOR:
And you, of course, are above criticism.

ALICE:   
No. But she criticises everything I do - the way I look, the way I bring up my children, the way I treat my husband.

PROSECUTOR:
Frankly, I find it hard to believe that this delightful old pensioner - a popular and respected figure in Winchester - would openly criticise her only daughter in this manner

ALICE:   
She doesn't do it openly.

PROSECUTOR:
What does she do then?

ALICE:   
She tuts.

PROSECUTOR:
She tuts.

ALICE:   
Yes, she tuts.

PROSECUTOR:
And that's it?

ALICE:   
It's enough. Every time I do something she disapproves of - which is practically everything except breathing - she tuts. I hoover the living room and she tuts. I turn on the television for the kids and she tuts. I tell them off and she tuts. I don't tell them off and she tuts.

PROSECUTOR:
So, you are prepared to leave your dear mother to live a life of isolation and loneliness in Winchester, purely because she has the misfortune to make a 'tutting' noise which you insist on interpreting as criticism.

ALICE:   
It is criticism.

PROSECUTOR:
Perhaps it is loose dentures.

ALICE:   
It is not loose dentures.

PROSECUTOR: 
Might it be, just, paranoia, perhaps.

ALICE:
I'm not being paranoid.

JUDGE: 
What is she not?

PROSECUTOR: Being paranoid, your honour.

JUDGE:  What's panaroid, some sort of modern camera?

PROSECUTOR: 
That's Polaroid. Paranoid is to constantly feel others are threatening or accusing you.

JUDGE: 
Really?  Is that in any way similar to believing you’re being stalked by an armadillo. Called Frank or something like that.

PROSECUTOR: 
No, m’lud.

JUDGE: 

Right. Pity. Be nice to get to the bottom of that one.

(SILENCE PUNCTUATED BY THROATS BEING CLEARED).

PROSECUTOR:
There is nothing, you'll agree, that would make your mother more happy than to spend her final years in the company of her daughter, and yet you feel entirely unable to fulfil this modest request.

ALICE:   
That’s just it. She wouldn't be happy. She'd be bored and lonely and we'd drive each other mad. Anyway why can't she go and live with Harry or Matthew?

JUDGE:   
Who are Harry and Matthew?

PROSECUTOR:
They are the brothers of the accused, M'lud.

ALICE:   
Why can't she go and live with them?

PROSECUTOR:
She's not as close to them as she is to you.

ALICE:   
Why? Who says?  I have her every Easter, every Christmas. Tut tutting over the bloody turkey.

PROSECUTOR: But I understood you do not cook turkey.

ALICE:
I'm a vegetarian. It's the dead carcass of an inbred monster.

PROSECUTOR:
It's a Christmas treat.

ALICE:
Not for the bloody turkey, it's not. Not for me

PROSECUTOR:
Mothers and daughters are always closer.

ALICE:   
Are they? Is that a law or something? I don't remember the debate in Parliament. 

PROSECUTOR:
It's a natural law.

ALICE:   
Is it? Natural? She hates me you know. She hates me because I'm nothing like her.

PROSECUTOR:
You mean she doesn't threaten to sell her children to the gypsies.

ALICE:   
She would never have done anything like that. Oh no, we can't have harsh words. Whatever next? No. She just shut me out.

PROSECUTOR:
In the shed?

ALICE:   
She just went silent. She wouldn't speak to me. It didn't matter how many times I said sorry. She just wouldn't speak.

PROSECUTOR:
She never struck you.

ALICE:   
No.

PROSECUTOR:
...or shouted at you.

ALICE:   
No.

PROSECUTOR:
I would have thought she was showing remarkable self-control.

ALICE:   
Yes. A lot of people thought that. But they weren't the ones trapped in that silence - that deadly bloody silence.

PROSECUTOR:
Perhaps we should draw a curtain over this rather sorry tale of familial neglect and move on to another of your failed relationships. Mrs Golding. How would you describe your husband? 

ALICE:   
Um...he's quite...ordinary.

PROSECUTOR:
And what is 'ordinary'?

ALICE:   
You know. Middle-aged, like me. Getting a bit fat, a bit bald. Drinks a bit too much.

PROSECUTOR:
And why do you think that is?

ALICE:   
I don't know. It's his way of relaxing I suppose. 

PROSECUTOR:
Wouldn't you say this drinking is evidence of a wider malaise in your husband's life?

ALICE:   
I don't think so. Most men are like that, aren't they?

PROSECUTOR:
When does your husband drink?

ALICE:   
No particular time.

PROSECUTOR:
Isn't it true that it is his habit to have a drink when he arrives home at night.

ALICE:   
I suppose. 

PROSECUTOR:
And you don't see a connection there?

ALICE:   
A connection where?

PROSECUTOR:
A connection between your husband arriving home to the sight of an untidy home, squabbling teenagers and an unresponsive wife and his need to dull the pain with alcohol.

ALICE:   
He always has a drink, whatever's going on at home. And it isn't chaos every night.

PROSECUTOR:
Always. I see. He always has a drink. Not as you said previously, 'most nights'.

JUDGE:   
I thought everyone had a drink when they got home.

PROSECUTOR:   
Hardly m'lud.

JUDGE:   
Don't you?

PROSECUTOR:   
No.

JUDGE:   
Not even a small sherry?

PROSECUTOR:   
No.

JUDGE:   
You're not a Moslem, are you?

PROSECUTOR:   
No, m'lud.

JUDGE:   
Extraordinary.

PROSECUTOR:
Perhaps we can move on to the subject of Mr Golding and the series of affairs he has had in recent years.

ALICE:   
They weren't affairs...

PROSECUTOR:
Oh I see. They weren't affairs. Pray tell us, how else would you describe a sexual liaison between a married man and a woman other than his wife?

ALICE:   
He has… been with other women.

PROSECUTOR:
All through your marriage?

ALICE:   
No. Just in the last couple of years.

PROSECUTOR:
And why do you think that is?

ALICE:   
I don't know. Perhaps you should ask him? He's the one with the cock.

JUDGE:
Mrs Golding. I will not have profane language in my courtroom.

ALICE
: Sorry. He's the one with the penis.

JUDGE:
That's even worse.

PROSECUTOR:
Your husband is not the one on trial, Mrs Golding. (PAUSE) You were an attractive woman when you married, weren't you?

ALICE:   
I suppose so.

PROSECUTOR:
Suppose. There's no 'suppose' about it. It's a very definite fact. If I may submit to the court Exhibit 'A' - a photograph of Alice - then Miss Alice McKee - on the beach at Brighton when she was 18 years old.

JUDGE:   
Let me have a look at that.

(PROSECUTOR HANDS THE JUDGE THE PICTURE. JUDGE LOOKS AT THE PICTURE AND AT ALICE)

JUDGE: Blimey. And that's you is it?

ALICE
:  Yes.

JUDGE: Blimey, I'd better keep hold of this. (SLIPS IT INTO HIS POCKET)

PROSECUTOR: Er. It is evidence, m'lud.

JUDGE: Don't worry, I won't get it wet.

(PROSECUTOR LOOKS NONPLUSSED) 

JUDGE: Proceed.

PROSECUTOR:
You'll agree, Mrs Golding, there's quite a contrast between yourself in those days, and yourself now.

ALICE:   
That was over 30 years ago. I'm not Peter Pan.

PROSECUTOR:
It is a woman's duty, you'll agree, to keep her body in good condition.

ALICE:   
I thought it was in good condition - it's just middle aged, that's all.

PROSECUTOR:
Come, come, Mrs Golding, surely you agree that, with careful dieting, abstinence from drinking and smoking, a nip and tuck here, a smidgeon of Botox there, it is possible for a women to preserve her attractiveness to men well into middle age.

ALICE:   
We get older. You try having three children ripped out of your body.

JUDGE:  There's no need to be hysterical.

ALICE:   
Hysterical. God, if only you men had to do it. 

PROSECUTOR:
My point is, that it is possible to keep an attractive figure, despite the passing years and the birth of three children.

ALICE:   
You can only keep a figure like that if you spend your days in the gym and the nights with your head down the toilet.

PROSECUTOR:
Or through yoga, Pilates, a healthy balanced diet... 

ALICE:   
I do eat a healthy and balanced diet. Anyway, he doesn’t look after his body. 

PROSECUTOR:
Your husband seems to have no trouble attracting younger women.

ALICE:   
I know. It doesn't make any sense does it. I've looked after myself. I've been careful. But we get old. Things wear out.  

PROSECUTOR:
And talking of things wearing out, Mrs Golding, how many pairs of shoes do you have?

ALICE:   
I don't know.

PROSECUTOR:
Is it not true you have forty nine pairs of shoes?

ALICE:   
Possibly.

JUDGE:   
Surely one only needs three pairs of shoes – one for work, one for the club, one for golf and one for gardening.

PROSECUTOR:
That’s four pairs.

JUDGE:   
Is it, is it really? And how many has she got?

PROSECUTOR: Forty-nine

ALICE:   
It's fifty actually. I bought some this morning. I like buying shoes. It cheers me up. 

PROSECUTOR:
And do you have a good income to pay for all these shoes?

ALICE:   
No.

PROSECUTOR:
Do you in fact have an income at all?

ALICE:   
Just the child allowance.

PROSECUTOR:
So rather than buying your children wholesome food and perhaps the occasional treat, you buy yourself... shoes.

ALICE:   
I don't have a job because I've spent my life looking after his children and his house.

PROSECUTOR:
Your children are teenagers now. Do they need you at home every minute of the day?

ALICE:   
No. I did try and get a job. They just didn’t seem to work out. I've been out of the workplace too long.

PROSECUTOR:
Is it true you have a dishwasher, a tumble dryer, a microwave?

JUDGE:
A microwave?

PROSECUTOR: 
An appliance that cooks food very quickly.

JUDGE:
What like a Chinaman?

PROSECUTOR:
Something like that.

ALICE:   
Yes, I do have those things. 

PROSECUTOR:
In years gone by, the housework would be a full time job for a woman. Now it’s a matter of pushing a few buttons, is it not? 

ALICE:   
I do want to work.

PROSECUTOR:
And nobody needs a typist, shop assistants are no longer required?

ALICE:   
I'm an educated woman. I have a first class degree. I don't want to work in a shop.

PROSECUTOR:
There must be jobs for educated women.

ALICE:   
You'd think so, wouldn't you? It seems, I'm too old. They never say that. But you know. As soon as you walk in the room, you know. 

PROSECUTOR: 
So. Let us turn now, if we may, to the holiday

JUDGE: 
Holidays is it, already. We ought to finish this case first though, don’t you think?

PROSECUTOR: 
Not our holiday, m’lud. The holiday of the accused.

JUDGE:  
Is this strictly relevant?. 

PROSECUTOR: 
This… holiday is pertinent to the case, m’lud. 

JUDGE: 
She’s not going to show us slides, is she?

PROSECUTOR: 
No, m’lud.  

JUDGE: 
Thank God for that.

PROSECUTOR: 
So. The holiday. The time things came to a head. Last July, you hired a gite in France?

ALICE:
Yes.

PROSECUTOR: 
Who booked the holiday?

ALICE:
My husband?

PROSECUTOR: 
Does he always book the holiday

ALICE:
Yes

PROSECUTOR: 
Despite his busy schedule and full-time job.

ALICE:
He likes booking the holiday. In fact, he insists on booking the holiday. he likes a nice gite in France with his own cook on tap.

JUDGE: 
Your own cook, eh. Very nice.

PROSECUTOR: 
M’lud, I believe she is referring to herself as the cook. It’s called irony.

JUDGE: 
Does that as well does she? Good girl.

PROSECUTOR: 
Not ironing. Irony! 

JUDGE: 
I know. I know.

PROSECUTOR: 
So. You spent 2 weeks in this expensive gite, in the bosom of your family.

ALICE:
Ben wasn’t there. It wouldn’t have been so bad if Ben’d been there.

PROSECUTOR: 
How would you describe this holiday.

ALICE:
Miserable.

PROSECUTOR: 
In what way?

ALICE:
They were all on at me. Mother, David, all of them. They said I shouldn’t be seen in a bikini.

JUDGE: 
Bikini. Any photographs?

PROSECUTOR: 
No, M’lud.

ALICE:
They said that every time I went in the pool there was a tsunami.

JUDGE: 
A what.

PROSECUTOR: 
A tsunami, M’lud. A tidal wave.

JUDGE: 
Well, why not say tidal wave. We’re not Japs you know

PROSECUTOR: 
And were you… overweight.

ALICE:
No (PAUSE) Well, a bit. But not terribly. I’d starved myself to get into that bikini as it was.

PROSECUTOR: 
And this was… mocking. All in the spirit of good fun. presumably.

ALICE:
To them, it was. But I don’t go on about David’s paunch, do I? And Vicks isn’t exactly anorexic. God, if I said a thing about her weight, they'd have to scrape her off the ceiling. And Lauren barely surfaces between one joint and the next. But I’m not allowed to say anything. They can say what they like about my cellulite, the lines round my eyes, if I have three glasses of wine. I’m just this fat, ancient, alcoholic mother staggering about the place. What do I matter?

PROSECUTOR: 
So you upped and left.

ALICE:
Not immediately.

PROSECUTOR: 
No?

ALICE:
I put up with it for a week. And then it got too much, so I just... walked out.

PROSECUTOR: 
Where did you go?

ALICE:
I was in the village, just having a wander, and there was the station. And then there was the train. I just got on it..

PROSECUTOR: 
And ended up in…

ALICE:
In Paris.

PROSECUTOR: 
No thought for your family, your children, your mother, your husband. No note, no phone call to ease their worries.

ALICE:
Worries. I don't think they even noticed I’d gone.

PROSECUTOR: 
And what did you do in Paris?

ALICE:
Wandered about. Went to some galleries. Booked into a bed and breakfast. I spent most of the time sitting in cafes. Drinking coffee. It was so peaceful. It was such a relief

PROSECUTOR: 
And it was here that you met the Frenchman?

ALICE:
Yes.

JUDGE: 
A frog, eh.

PROSECUTOR: 
Yes M’lud but in these days of political correctness we do not refer to the French as frogs, based as it is on the fallacy that they all live off the limbs of small amphibians.

JUDGE: 
Is that why we call them frogs? I thought it was because they were short and ugly.

PROSECUTOR: 
No, M’lud, that’s the Belgians (PAUSE) Anyway, as we were saying. You met the Frenchman.

ALICE:
Yes. He asked if he could join me. I said Yes, I didn’t mind. And we got chatting. He was very charming of course, Called me an English rose, didn’t believe I had teenage children, said I was very sexy. You know, all the usual old rubbish these people talk.

PROSECUTOR: 
And you fell for it.

ALICE:
Yes. Funny that. I sort of preferred being referred to as this mysterious and beautiful English woman rather than a beached whale in an undersized bikini frightening the ducks.

PROSECUTOR: 
And intimacy took place.

ALICE:
Yes, but it wasn’t just sex. It was so much more than that. I’ve never known anything like it. We just sort of melted into each other. I know it was stupid really. It was all just a performance for him. He was in love with himself, knew he was handsome, knew he was charming. But just at that moment, it was just what I needed. If it hadn’t all happened I think, I might have disappeared off the face of the Earth.

JUDGE: 
Disappeared? What’s she talking about now?

ALICE:
When you walk down the street do you notice all these young girls in their short skirts and boots and bare tummies.

JUDGE: 
Of course.

ALICE:
Well, there’re some other women out there too. Walking beside them. Mothers. Aunties. Grandmas

JUDGE: 
Really? I wasn't told about this. Other women you say...mmm...strange?

ALICE:
Yes. Middle aged women, old women. Nobody sees them. But I don’t mind. I’ve got used to the idea of getting old. But it’s just nice once in a while for someone to pay you a complement. Just because we don’t dress like prostitutes it doesn’t mean we don’t want to be.. you know, sexy sometimes.

PROSECUTOR: 
Returning to this sordid little affair with the Frenchman, if we may. After the act, what happened?

ALICE:
I came home.

PROSECUTOR: 
You didn’t go back to your family. You left them, worried and bereft, wondering what had happened to their dear mother, when all the time she was enjoying a dalliance with a foreigner and then skulking home and sitting in the garden sipping gin and tonics and reading trashy books.

ALICE:
I don’t think they were terrifically bereft once they knew where I was. Apart from having to cook a few meals and sort out their own clothes. I don’t supposed they cared very much.

PROSECUTOR: 
And yet you felt guilty...

ALICE:
Terribly. But then, that’s nothing new is it.

PROSECUTOR: 
You felt guilty, of course, because you were guilty. Guilty of betraying your husband, your family, everything that was precious to you. Mrs Golding, would you regard your life as a success?

ALICE:
I don't know. I don't really know what a successful life is.

PROSECUTOR: It’s quite simple isn’t it. Good job, well brought up children, a contented marriage, house in the country, 4 by 4 and a nice little sports car on the drive, sex three times a week, little granny in her annex knitting by the fire

JUDGE: 
Is that what a successful life is?

PROSECUTOR: 
Yes, your honour.

JUDGE: 
But I haven’t got any of those things.

PROSECUTOR: 
No. But. On the bright side, you do get to put people in prison.

JUDGE: 
True, true.

PROSECUTOR: 
If you could live your life again, would you do the same things?

ALICE:
Probably. I don’t know. I quite like my life really. It’s just been spoilt a bit by all the other people.

PROSECUTOR:
And on that sad sad note, m’lud, the prosecution rests.

JUDGE:   
Good. We will now hear the case for the defence?

(A LONG SILENCE WITH COUGHING, SHUFFLING AND THROAT CLEARING)

JUDGE:   
Thank you. So let is move on to…

ALICE:   :   
He didn’t say anything?

JUDGE:   
Who didn’t?

ALICE:   
Council for the defence.

JUDGE:   
It’s just as well really. It’ll only be a lot of nonsense. Mitigating circumstances, all that tripe...

ALICE:   
Am I allowed to say anything?

JUDGE:   
(WEARILY) Well, if you must. But it won't make a scrap of difference.

(THE JUDGE READS A WISDEN MAGAZINE AND THE PROSECUTOR TAKES OUT HIS  SMART PHONE. THEY BOTH IGNORE ALICE)

ALICE:   
The thing is, it’s different for men. You go through life sort of, unconnected. You think about things like cars and work and football. You live your lives and then you die. You can have a conversation with your mother and the words mean just what they say. You can shout at your children without thinking you've just destroyed their whole lives. You don't feel anything. You're numb. Comfortably numb. Me - I'm like Superman. I can hear one of my children crying half a mile away. That's why we live so long - we can't bear the idea of not being there for our children, our grandchildren. So everything that happens, everything that goes wrong, is because we shouted at them, or slapped them, or didn't go to them for the tenth time that night, and that was the one time they really were sick and we just lay there, selfishly, in our beds. And we're the same with our lovers, and husbands, and mothers. I know I'm guilty. But there's nothing I can do. Even if I was absolutely perfect. Even if I never once shouted at my children or snapped at my mother or ate an entire Colin the Giant Caterpillar Birthday Cake, I'd still feel this terrible guilt. It's the difference between men and women - guilt. We have it. You don't. And that's all there is.

(LONG PAUSE. ALICE CLEARS HER THROAT. THE JUDGE AND PROSECUTOR BELATEDLY NOTICE SHE'S FINISHED)

PROSECUTOR:  Oh, she's finished.

JUDGE:   
Is that it?

ALICE:   
(TO HERSELF) It’s enough, isn’t it?

JUDGE:    
Now, I could ask for psychological reports, but what’s the point? I’ve never met a psychiatrist who wasn’t a Guardian-reading mealy-mouthed half-wit. (BEAT) Mrs Alice Golding I find you guilty as charged.  I sentence you to life.

ALICE:
Life imprisonment?

JUDGE
No, not life imprisonment . Just life. And, if you'll take my advice, I'd stop trying to make sense of it all. I did, years ago. Makes life so much easier.

(JUDGE  BANGS GAVEL) 

JUDGE:    
Next case.

ALICE:
Er.. excuse me.

JUDGE: 
Yes?

ALICE:
What happens now?

PROSECUTOR: 
What do you mean?

ALICE:
What happens now? Do I have to go somewhere?

JUDGE:
(IMPATIENTLY) I don't know

ALICE:
Right. Okay (PAUSE) I'll just go then.

JUDGE: 
Yes, you do that.

ALICE:
Right. I will. Bye.

(ALICE WANDERS OFF BEMUSED)

JUDGE:  What's next?

CLERK:   
A woman charged with vandalism.

JUDGE:   
What did she do?

CLERK:   
Smashed a glass ceiling, apparently.

JUDGE
They'll stop at nothing, will they? The world's gone mad. I remember when women were pretty. Livened up the place, you know, like flowers.  You mark my words, they'll be female judges soon.

CLERK:  There already are.

JUDGE:  God help us  (BANGS GAVEL) Adjourned for lunch.

                         THE END  
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