
Sofas and Subsidence

This conversation took place in an Indian restaurant on the Shepherds Bush Road, Hammersmith, London on 2013.11.13, my birthday. I was at the next table, alone. Names have been changed to protect the innocent and guilty. I kept thinking, I have to remember that. I typed it out as soon as I got home. Some words have been added in order to compliment the flow rather than to alter the sentiments expressed. No ‘key’ words have been added. 
PAT:
…I tried to be nice to them, but they weren’t very pleasant to me.  

LIZ:
The trouble with people like that is that they think success is making money, and they’re not very nice people. Success can be… well, being successful in other ways, being interesting, or something, and nice. You don’t need money to be like that. You can go to the theatre, and the opera, and read books; you can do lots of things and feel successful. 

PAT:
I know! I’ve just given up with them. 
LIZ:
Have you thought anymore of getting a smaller place?  

PAT:
Not for a while. Now that all the shares I have in the company have gone. Before I just thought of them as shares but now it’s in the bank.  It was a company in Glasgow making some kind of rubber something.

LIZ:
Something that industry needs. You could have one of those lift chairs in your house. 

PAT:
I don’t know… How about you? 

LIZ:
I wondered if I should turn the top floor into a flat and get a live-in housekeeper.

PAT:
What would you do without your nine rooms? 

LIZ:
I don’t know; we’re so used to having our own space. I need my own office; we’d be on top of one another; it doesn’t bear thinking about.  How’s Peter?
PAT:
We get on so well.

LIZ:
You’re so lucky having a friend you can trust. 

PAT:
I think we read the same books. He’s sixty. 

I just don’t want to go to bed with him, that’s all. 

LIZ:
How’s George? 

PAT:
He’s good company, but not a great softy. But I think I should have got something else. The breed is prone to thyroid problems. 

LIZ:
Isn’t that what’s wrong with your brother?
PAT:
No, he’s diabetic. And he drinks too much; he’s overweight. 

And his place is so untidy. 

LIZ:
Doesn’t he have a cleaner? 

PAT:
No.

LIZ:
Don’t his sons insist on him having one?
PAT:
What do they know about it!
LIZ:
I know what you mean. 
PAT:
He’s planted a tree right in the middle of the garden. It’s a small square. Right in the middle! No imagination. He’s got no imagination. 

LIZ:
How’s John? 

PAT:
He’s in Mumbai looking for customers. Here, have a look at my new sofa and chairs. I took the photos when they were in the shop window. I just had to try them for comfort. I got 40% off; it was an absolute bargain. It was cheaper than getting something in a sale. 

LIZ:
Is that where you got them? You’re such a snob. When did you get them?

PAT:
After I came back from Mongolia. 


I tried everywhere and no one wanted my old sofa and chairs.

LIZ:
Why don’t you telephone the council? They take furniture for the very poor… 

PAT:
I don’t want any strangers in my house.

LIZ:
They take furniture for refugees; they come with nothing. The council give furniture to people who can’t afford things like that. Poor people! People who live in council houses! 
PAT:
Council houses! Jenny lives in a council house. Here I’ve got some photos of the place. Just scroll down. 

LIZ:
Is she the art teacher you don’t like? 

PAT:
Oh, I think she’s great fun; she has no taste, no taste at all. People give her things and she thinks she’s being patronised. If I buy her anything I buy her flowers. Besides, the furniture wasn’t fireproof; it was over thirty-five years old. It makes a difference. Nowadays you have to be so careful; you can’t just give anything away. Anyway, the men who delivered it took them away. They said they wouldn’t just take it to the refuse tip.  

LIZ:
I need a new sofa myself, but I can’t afford to get new furniture. The house has subsidence. 
PAT:
Aren’t you insured?

LIZ:
Yes, but there are costs they won’t cover. The whole garden has to be dug up, and I’ve just spent a fortune on new plants.  They have to dig down to Australia and put supports under the house. My lovely rose… What am I going to do with my beautiful rose? Every summer my neighbours admire it. They’ll have to dig it up. They have to dig everything up.  

PAT:
Don’t you know someone with a greenhouse? 

LIZ:
They have to dig down to Australia. And my sofa has to be propped up at the back – the legs have gone. When I bought the suite it looked so small, but when I got the sofa and chairs into my house they seemed huge. They seem out of place. I just don’t like them anymore. 

PAT:
Cushions, that’s the answer. They can make a sofa and easy chairs. 

LIZ:
I have lovely cushions. 

PAT:
I know someone who makes lovely upholstery covers. She’s very famous, what’s her name, never mind; she uses the most wonderful fabrics. 

LIZ:
I know who you mean, she’s… 
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