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HAZEL. Long? Lonrg, I'm sixty-seven that’s / not long

HAZEL. Look if’s, what you don't—is I come from a line of very long-
living women. My granny was a hundred and three when she died
peacefully in her sleep, not bleeding from her gums not hair fallin

out nausea bloody vomit diarrhea not leukaemia, / bodyvsidaleasdth

us-by-whichtime we'll be
HA ZE] Ba; mhjch u‘me lﬂlﬂ’“ be dead an;m;a;[?
HAZEL. I AM NOT OLD.
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I'f .m —You-must-have known, what you e saping-what) e,

HAZEL. She is saying you are past your sell-by date, you are dis-
pensable, shrivelled-up cannon fodder, this bloody COUNTRY. I
should've lived in the Mediterranean! I could have sat under an
olive grove until I was a hundred and twenty like a pickled walnut,
I would've been respected, they would have called me Gerondissa,
my age would have been a badge a badge of honour, / not



