TRULY, MADLY, DEEPLY (Samuel Goldwyn Co., 1991)

INTERIOR. NINA’S LIVING ROOM – DAY

Nina enters just in time to see the carpet roll by her feet, pushed by Jamie and company.

JAMIE: Hi! (to his crew) Good work.

Kneeling to inspect the revealed floorboards.

J: We just need to scrub this up a bit.  It’s oak.  Is it oak?

ISAAC: It’s definitely a hard wood.

J:  – or ash?

NINA: Jamie, what are you doing?

J: Aren’t these boards amazing?  Who would have thought under that disgusting carpet…you need to burn it by the way…it’s full of mildew and silverfish, but these boards!  So, it was a girl.

N: I liked that carpet.

J: Don’t be perverse.

N: Well, I did like it and you can’t just go around pulling, treating my flat as – 

J: Nina, the carpet was threadbare, and it’s full of mold and mildew and…and these boards, even you must acknowledge that, these are in a different – !

N: I feel like I’m being burgled!  Every time I come home I feel like I’m being burgled!

J: What?

N: Oh God.  The flat – chairs are moved!  The the the…pictures are different, they’re not where, and, it’s my flat!  It’s my flat!  I mean – !

J: Do you want to have a row in public?  It’s actually quite embarrassing for everybody…for me..and uh…

N: Well no, I don’t, no I don’t want to be in public in my own home.  That’s right!  That’s absolutely right!  So, in fact, could your friends go, please, could everybody just go, do you think?  Is that possible?  That I could have some time in my – now!  Please.  Is that, is that asking too much.

J: (to his cronies) Sorry.

The ghosts leave.

J: Satisfied! (he starts to sneeze)

N: It’s only dust.

J: Nina, that was really humiliating.  You ask people to give you a hand, they don’t need to, they lug your furniture around half the day and then you come back and throw a tantrum.  That was really really really humiliating!

N: Was it like this before?

J: What?

N: Before, were we like this?

J: What?  Like what?  Look, you’re tired, your friend just had a baby, you were up half the night, it’s traumatic, it’s an emotional experience, let’s not turn that into – 

N: Tell me about the first night we spent together.

J: Why?  Seriously?  You want me to?

N: What did we do?

J: We talked.

N: What else?

J: Well, talking was the major component!  Uh, uh, we, you played the piano – and I played and we both played a duet – something I can’t remember…and you danced for about three hours until I fell asleep, but you were fantastic! – and then we had some corn flakes and when we kissed – which was about eleven o’clock the following day – we were trembling so much we couldn’t take off our clothes.

N: You see, I held that baby – so…It’s life, It’s a life I want.  And, and, and all my taste…my things, after you died.  I found stuff in my trunk I’d put there because you disapproved or laughed at them – books and photographs and I couldn’t, I didn’t know how to mend a fuse or find a plumber or bleed a radiator but – and now I do.  It is a ridiculous flat, but I’ll get there, it’ll be beautiful, it could be, I think it could be.  I, I, I – I so much longed for you, I longed for you.

J: How’s your Spanish?

N: What?

J: There’s a poem I want you to translate.  I read it, there’s a bit I wanted to tell you, I wanted you to hear – 

N: Okay.

Jamie recites an extract from the poem, “The Dead Woman” by Pablo Neruda.

J: Uh – Perdoname.

N: (translating) Forgive me…

J: Si tu no vives,

N: I know this poem.  If you are not living…

J: Si tu, querida, amor mio, Si tu te has muerto

N: If you, beloved, my love, If you have died

J: Todas las hojas caeran en mi pecho

N: All the leaves will fall on my breast

J: Llovera sobre mi alma noche y dia

N: It will rain on my soul, all night, all day

J: Mis pies querran marchar hacia donde tu duermes

N: My feet will want to march to where you are sleeping.  Your accent’s terrible.

J: Pero seguire vivo

N: My feet will want to march to where you are sleeping but I shall go on living.

J: Do you want me to go?

N: No, never, never, never, never, never.

