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THE REAL THING

ACT ONE
Scene One

MAX doesn’t have to be physically impressive, but you wouldn’t
want him for an enemy. CHARLOTTE doesn’t have to be
especially attractive, but you instantly want her for a
friend.

Living-room. Architects drawing board, perhaps. A partly
open door leads to an unseen hall and an unseen front door.
One or two other doors to other rooms.

MAX is alone, sitting in a comfortable chair, with a glass of
wine and an open bottle to hand. He is using a pack of play-

ing cards to build a pyramidical, tiered viaduct on the coffee
table in front of him. He is about to add a pair of playing
cards (leaning against each other to hold each other up), and
the pyramid is going well. Beyond the door to the hall, the
[front door is heard being opened with a key. The light from

there changes as the unseen front door is opened. MAX does

not react to the opening of the door, which is more behind him
than in front of him.
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Max. Don’t slam—

(The front door slams, not violently. The viaduct of cards
collapses.)

Max. (superfluously, philosophically) ...the door.

(CHARLOTTE, in the hall, wearing a topcoat, looks round the
door just long enough to say two words and disappear

again.)

CHARLOTTE. I's me. (MAX leaves the cards where they have
fallen. He takes a drink from the glass. He doesn’t look up at all
CHARLOTTE, without the topcoat, comes back into the room car-
rying a small suitcase and a plastic duty-free airport bag. She puts
the case down and comes up behind MAX's chair and kisses the top
of his head.)

CuarLoTTE. Hello.

Max. Hello, lover.

CHarLoTTE. That's nice. You used to call me lover. (She
drops the airport bag on his lap and returns towards the
sultcase.)

Max. Oh, its you. I thoughtitwas my lover. (He doesn’t
look at his present. He puts the bag on the floor by his chair.)
Where is it you've been?

CHARLOTTE. (The question surprises her. She is deflected from
picking up her suitcase — presumably to take it into the bedroom
— and the case remains where it is.) Well, Switzerland, of
course. Weren’t you listening?

Max. (Finally looks at her) You look well. Done you
good.
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CHARLOTTE. What, since yesterday?

Max. Well, something has. How's Ba'I?

CHARLOTTE. Who?

Max. (Affects to puzzle very briefly over her answer.) 1 meant
Ba’l. Do you say ‘Basel’? I say Ba’l.

CHARLOTTE. Oh ... yes. I say Basel.

Max. (lilts) ‘Let's call the whole thing off...’

CHARLOTTE. (Studies him briefly, quizzically) Fancy a
drink? (She notes the glass, the bottle and his behaviour. Pointed-
by, but affectionately.) Another drink? (He smiles at her, empties
hus glass and holds it up for her. She takes the glass, finds a second
glass, pours wine into both glasses and gives MAX his own
glass.)

Max. How’s old Basel, then? Keeping fit?

CHARLOTTE. Are you a tiny bit sloshed?

Max. Certainly.

CuarLotTE. I didn’t go to Basel

Max. (discreetly but definitely interested by that) No> Where
did you go, then?

CHARLOTTE. Geneva

Max. (Surprised, he cackles.) Geneva! (He drinks from his
glass.) How’s old Geneva, then? Franc doing well?

CHArLOTTE. Who?

Max. (He affects surprise) The Swiss franc. Is it doing
well?

CHarLOTTE. Are you all righe

Max. Absolutely.

CHArLOTTE. How have you got on?

Max. Notbad. My bestwas eleven pairs on the bottom
row, but I ran out of cards.

CHarLOTTE. What about the thing you were working
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on? ... What is i©?

Max. An hotel.

CHARLOTTE. Yes. You were two elevators short

Max. TI've cracked it

CHArLOTTE. Good.

Max. I'm turning the whole place on its side and mak-
ing it a bungalow. I still have a problem with the rooftop
pool. As faras I can see, all the water is going to fall into
the shallow end. How's the lake, by the way?

CuarLoTTE. What lake?

Max. (He affects surprise.) Lake Geneva. You haven’t
been to Loch Ness, have you? Lake Geneva It is at
Geneva? It must be. They wouldn't call it Lake Geneva if
it was at Ba'l or Basel. They'd call it Lake Ba'l or Basel.
You know the Swiss. Utterly reliable. And they've done it
without going digital, that's what I admire so much. They
know it's all a snare and a delusion. 1 can remember
digitals when they first came out. You had to give your
wrist a vigorous shake like bringing down a ther-
mometer, and the only place you could buy one was
Tokyo. But I looked all over for the fifteen-jewelled

movement. Men ran through the market place shouting,
“The cog is dead.” But still the Swiss didn’t panic. In fact,
they made a few digitals themselves, asa feintto draw the
Japanese further into the mire, and goton with number-
ing the bank accounts. And now you see how the Japs are
desperately putting hands on their digital watches. It's
yodelling in the dark. They can yodel ill the cows come
home. The days of the digitals are numbered. The
metaphor is built into them like a self-destruct mech-
anism. Mark my words, I was right about the skate-
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board, I was right about nouvelle cuisine, and I'll be proved
right about the digital watch. Digitals have no class, you
see. They're science and technology. Makes nonsense of
a decent pair of cufflinks, as the Swiss are the first to
understand. Good sale?

CHARLOTTE. (Stares at him.) Whar?

Max. (He affects surprise.) Good sale. Was the sale good?
The sale in Geneva, how was i? Did it go well in Geneva,
the sale?

CHARLOTTE. What's the matter?

Max. I'm showing an interest in your work. I thought
you liked me showing an interest in your work. My show-
ing. Save the gerund and screw the whale. Yes, I'm sure
you do. I remember how cross you got when I said to
someone, ‘My wife works for Sotheby's or Christie’s, 1
forget which.” You misjudged me, as it happens. You
thought I was being smart at your expense. In fact, I had
forgotten. How’s old Christie, by the way? (Strikes his

Jorehead) There 1 go. How's old Sothers, by the way?
Happy with the Geneva sale, I trust?

. CHARLOTTE. (Puls her glass down and moves to stand facing
him. To call a halt) All right

Max. Just all righ? Well, that's the bloody Swiss for

you. Conservative, you see. The Japs could show them a
thing or two. They' d have a whaling fleet in Lake Geneva
by now. How's the skiing, by the way? Plenty of
snow?

CHARLOTTE. Stop it — stop it — stop it What have
I done?

Max. You forgot your passport.
CHarLoTTE. I did whae?
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Max. You went to Switzerland without your pass-
po(r:LHARLOTl‘E. What makes you think thae?
Max. I found it in your recipe drawer.
CHARLOTTE. (quietly) Jesus God.
te.
?:fug‘::s. (Moves away and looks al him with some
curiosity.) What were you looking for?

Max. Your passport

CuarLOTTE. Ifs about the last place 1 would have
looked.

Max. It was.

CHARLOTTE. Why were you looking for i?

Max. Ididn’t know itwas going to be your passport. If
you see what 1 mean. ‘

CuarLoTTE. 1 think I do. You go through my things
when I'm away? (pause, puzzled) Why?

Max. Iliked itwhen I found nothing. You should have
just put it in your handbag. We'd still be an ideal couple.
So to speak. N

CharLoTTE. Wouldn’tyou have checked to see if it had
been stamped?

Max. That's a very good point. I notice that you never
went to Amsterdam when you went to Amsterdam. I
must say I take my hat off to you, coming home w_vith
Rembrandt place mats for your mother. I¢'s those little
touches that lift adultery out of the moral arena and make
it a matter of style.

CuarLOTTE. | wouldn’t go on, if I were you.

Max. Rembrandt place mats! I wonder who's got the
originals. Some Arab, is it ‘Dinner's ready, Abdul, put
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the Rembrandts on the table.’

CHArLOTTE. I's like when we were burgled. The same
violation. Worse.

Max. I'm not a burglar. 'm your husband.

CHARLOTTE. As I said. Worse.

Max. Well, I'm sorry. I think I just apologized for
finding out that you've deceived me. Yes, I did. How
does she do it? (She moves away, to leave the room.) Are you
going somewhere?

CHARLOTTE. I'm going to bed.

Max. Aren’t you going to tell me who it is?

CHarLOTTE. Who what is?

Max. Your lover, lover.

CHarLOTTE. Which lover?

Max. T assumed there’d only be the one.

CuarLOTTE. Did you?

Max. Well, do you see them separately or both
together? Sorry, that's not fair. Well, tell you what, nod
vour head if it's separately. (She looks at him) Heavens. If
you have an opening free, I'm not doing much at the
moment. Or is the position taken? It is only two, is it?
Nod your head. (She looks at him.) Golly, you are a dark
horse. How do they all three get away at the same time?
Do they work together, like the Marx Brothers? I'm not
upsetting you, I hope?

CHARLOTTE. You underestimate me.

Max. (interested) Do I? A string quartet, you mean?
That sort of thing? ( He ponders for a moment.) What does the
fourth one do? (She raises her hand.) Got it. Plays by him-
self. You can slap me if you like. I won’t slap you back. I
abhor cliche. It's one of the things that has kept me
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faithful.

CHARLOTTE. (Returns to the hall and reappears wearing her
topcoat.) 1f you don’t mind, I think I will go out after all.
(She moves to close the door behind her.)

Max. You've forgotten your suitcase.

CHARLOTTE. (Pause. She comes back and picks up the suitcase,
She takes the case to the door.) I'm sorry if you've had a bad
ume. But you've done everything wrong. There's a right
thing to say if you can think what it is. (She waits a
moment.)

Max. (thinks) 1s it anyone I know?

CHARLOTTE. You aren’t anyone 1 know. (She goes out,
closing the door.)

(The front door is heard opening and closing. MAX remains seated.
After a moment he reaches down for the airport bag, puts it
back on his lap and looks inside it. He starts to laugh. He
withdraws from the bag a minature Alp in a glass bowl He
gives the bowl a shake and creats a snowstorm within it
Then the snowstorm envelops the stage. Music — a pop
record — makes a bridge to the next scene.)

search among the records. )

Scene Two

HENRY is amiable but can take care of himself CHARLOTTE 1s

less amiable and can take even better care of herself. MAX is
nice, seldom assertive, conciliatory. ANNIE is very much like
the woman whom CHARLOTTE has ceased to be.

A living room. A record player and shelves of records. Sun-
day newspapers. The music is coming from the record player.
HENRY, with several record sleeves around him is search-
ing for a particular piece of music. There are doors to hall,
kitchen, bedroom. CHARLOTTE enters barefoot, wearing
HENRY’s dressing-gown which is too big for her. She is

unkempt from sleep and seems generally disordered
HENRY looks up briefly.

Henry. Hello.
CHARLOTTE. (Moves forward without answering, sits down

and looks around in a hopeless way.) Oh, God.

HEenry. 1 thought you'd rather lie in. Do you want

some coffee?

CHARLOTTE. Idon’t know. ( Possibly referring to the litter of

record sleeves, wanly.) What a mess.

H » 3 .
ENRY. Don’t worry ... don’t worry... (He continues to

CHARLOTTE. T think Il just stay in bed.

15
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Henry, Actually, I phoned Max.

CHaArLOTTE. What? Why?

Henry. He was on my conscience. He's coming
round.

CHARLOTTE. (quite strongly) T don't want to see hi,

HEenry. Sorrv.

CHarLOTTE. Honestly, Henry.

Henry. Hangon— Ithink I've found it. ¢ He remores the
pop record, which might have come to its natural end by now, from
the record plaver and puts a different rvecord on. Meamehile— )

CHARLOTTE. Are vou still doing vour lise

Henry, Mmm.

CHARLOTTE. Have vou got a favourite book?

HEeNRrY. Finnegans Wake.

CuarLoTTE. Have vou read i?

Henry. Don't be sillv. ¢ He lowers the arm onto the record
and listens to a few bars of alpine Strawss — or sub-Strauss. Then
he lifts the arm again.) No ... No ... Damnation. ( He starls to
put the record away.) Do you remember when we were in
some place like Bournemouth or Deauville, and there
was an open-air dance floor right outside our window?

CHARLOTTE. No.

Henry. Yes vou do, I was writing my Jean-Paul Sartre
plav, and there was this bloody orchestra which kept
coming back to the same tune every twentv minutes, o1
started shouting out of the window and the hotel
manager—

CHARLOTTE. That was St Montz (scomfully) Bournemouth

Henry. Well, what was 12

CHARLOTTE. What was what?

Henry. What was the tune called? It sounded like

p 7
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Strauss or somebody.

CuarLoTTE. How does it go?

Hengy. 1 don't know, do I? '

CHARLOTTE. Who were you with 1in Bourne |

Hengy. Don’t mess about I'm supposed to give them
my eight records tomorrow, and so far I've got five and
Finnegans Wake. )

CuarLotte. Well, if you don’t know what 1r’s ca!led
and you can’t remember how it goes, why in Christ’s
name do you want it on your desert island?

Henry. I¢s not supposed to be eight records you love
and adore.

CHARLOTTE. Yes, it is.

Henry. Itis not If's supposed to be eight records you
associate with turning-points in your life.

CHarLOTTE. Well, I'm a turning-point in your life, and
when you took me to St Moritz your favourite record was
the Ronettes doing ‘Da Doo Ron Ron'.

Henry. The Crystals. (scomfully) The Ronettes.

CHARLOTTE. (Gets up and during the following searches, suc-
ft’SSﬁt!{)',ﬁni a record, which she ends up putting on the machine.)
You're going about this the wrong way. Just pick your
Zlgil:ltg a.:l:ll[— t:}?;etig;eeatw;i' ;hf:n remm.nber what you were

. wrong with that?

]HEm.wil I’Il:l sup;.)osed to be one of your intellectual
5:3{::53(;?;)1 mgoingto looka [0[?{1 prick, aren‘_t [, going
5 to announce that while 1 was telling Jean-

aul Sartre that he was essentially superfici

- ) perhicial, 1T w
spending the whole time listening to the Crystal e
‘Ea Doo Ron Ron’. Look, ages ago Debbicr?):::los smgmgf
tho : 5% noneo
se classical but not too classical records — she must

mouth?
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have been about ten or eleven, it was before she dyed her
hair — and I said to you, “That's that bloody tune they
were driving me mad with when I was trying to write
“Jean-Paul is up the Wall” in that hotel in Switzerland.’
Maybe she’ll remember.

CHARLOTTE. Where is she? (She has placed the record on the
machine, which now starts to play the Skater’s Waltz.)

Henry. Riding stables. That's it (Triumphant and
pleased, examining the record sleeve,) Skater's Waltz! How did
you know?

CHArLOTTE. They don’t have open-air dance floors in
the Alps in mid-winter. They have skating rinks. Now
you've got six.

HEenRry. Oh, I can’t use that. It's too banal.

(The doorbell rings.)

HENRY. (Goes Lo take the record off the machine) That's
Max. Do you want to let him in?

CHArLOTTE. No. Say I'm not here.

Henry. He knows perfectly well you're here. Where
else would you be? I'll say you don’t want to see him
because you've seen quite enough of him. How's
thav

CHARLOTTE. (giving up) Oh, I'll get dressed. (She goes out
the way she came in, towards the bedroom.)

HENRY. (Goes out through another door into the hall. His voice
and MAX’s voice are heard, and the two men come in immedaately
afterwards) Hello, Max. Come in.

Max. Hello, Henry.

HENRY. (entering) 1Cs been some time.

ACT I THE REAL THING 14

Max. (enters unassertively) Well, you've rather been
keeping out of the way, haven’t you?

Henry. Yes. I'm sorry, Max. (imndicating the bedroom)
Charlotte’s not here. How are you?

Max. I'm all right

Henry. Good.

Max. And you?

Henry. I'm all right

Max. Good.

Henry. Well, we all seem to be all right

Max. Is Charlotte all right?

Henry. I don’t think she's terribly happy. Well, is it
coffee or open a bottle?

Max. Bottle, 1 should think

Henry. Hang on, then. (He goes out through the door to the

kitchen. MAX turns aside and looks at a paper without
interest.)

(CHARLOTTE enters from the bedroom, having dressed without
trying hard. She regards MAX, who then notices her.)

Max. Hello, darling

CHArLOTTE. Don’t I get a day off?

Max. (apologetically) Henry phoned...

CHARLOTTE. (more kindly) 1¢s all right, Max.

HENRY. (Enters busily from the kitchen, carrying an open
champagne bottle and a jug of orange Juice. Wine glasses are avail-
c-zb!e in the ling-room. HENRY puts himself in charge of arrang-
ing the drinks.) Hello, Charlotte. I was Just telling Max you

we.ren‘t here. So nice to see you, Max. What are you
doing with yourself?
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Max. Is he joking? B
Henry. Imeanapart from that Actors are so sensitive,
They feel neglected if one isn’t constantly going round to

the theatre to check up on them.

Max. 1 was just telling Henry off for keeping out of
the way.

ChartotTt. You'd keep out of the way if you'd written
it (To HENRY) 1f that orange juice is for me, you can
forget it

Hingry. No, no — buck's fizz all round. 1 feel reckless,
extravagant, famous, in love, and I'm next week's cast-
away on Desert Iland Disc.

Max. Are you really?

Henry. Head over heels. Here you are, lover. How
was last night, by the way? (/e hands MAX and CHAR-
LOTTE their glasses.)

Cuartotte. Hopeless. 1 had to fake it again.

Henry. Very witty woman, my presentwife, Actually, |
was talking about my play.

CHarLoTTE. Actually, so was L. I've decided it's a mis-
take appearing in Henry's play.

Max. Not for me, itisn't,

CuarLoTTE. Well, of course not for vou, vou idiot,
you're not his wife.

Max. Oh, I see what you mean.

CHARLOTTE. Max sces what 1 mean. You're right,

Max.

Max. I never said anvthing!

Henry. How was it really? — last night

CharLoTTE. Not good. The stalls had a deserted look,
about two-thirds, 1 should think. rauth false tnnocence) Oh,
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sorry, darling, is that what you meant?

Max. (disapproving) Honestly, Charlote. It was all
right, Henry, really. All the laughs were in place, for a
Saturday night anyway, and I had someone who came
round afterwards who said the reconciliation scene was
extremely moving. Actually, that reminds me. They did
say — I mean, it’s a tiny thing but I thought I'd pass it on
because I do feel rather the same way ... I mean all that
stuff about the Japanese and digital watches — they
suddenly have no idea what I'm talking about, you see,
and I thought if we could just try it one night with-
out—

HENRY. (Halts him, like a traffic policeman.) Excuse me,
Max. ( He turns to CHARLOTTE.) Two-thirds empty or two-
thirds full?

CHARLOTTE. (Laughs brazenly) Hard luck, Max. (She
toasts) Well, here’s to closing night. To the collapse of
House of Cards.

Max. (shocked) Charlotte!

CHarLOTTE. Well, you try playing the feed one night
instead of acting Henry after a buck’s fizz and two re-
writes. All kis laughs are in place all right So’s my groan.
Groan, groan, they all go when they find out. Oh, groan,
so she hasn’t got a lover at all, eh? And they lose interest
in me totally. I'm a victim of Henry’s fantasy — a quiet,
faithful bird with an interesting job, and a recipe drawer,
and a stiff upper lip — ‘I'm sorry if you've had a bad time
... There’s a right thing to say now...’

Max. Jesus, Charlotte—

CHARLOTTE. (quite genially) Oh, shut up, Max. If he'd
given her aloverinstead of atemporary passport, we'd be
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in a play. _

Hengy. I¢s a litte early in the day for all this.

CuarLOTTE. No, darling, iU's a little late.

Max. Er, where’s young Deborah today?

CHARLOTTE. Who?

Max. Debbie.

CHarLOTTE. (baffled) Debbie?

Max. Your daughter.

CuarLotTe. Oh, daughter.

Henry. Riding school.

CHARLOTTE. Must be some mistake. Smart talk, that's
the thing Having children is so unsmart Endless
dialogue about acne. Henry couldn’t do that. He doesn’t
like research.

Henry. True.

Max. (to CHARLOTTE) Lots of people don’t have
children, in real life. Me and Annie...

Henry. Oh, don’t— Itold her once that lots of women
were only good for fetching drinks, and she became quite
unreasonable. ( Blithely, knowing what he is doing, He holds his
emply glass towards CHARLOTTE) 1s there any more of

thar

Max. (Glances at CHARLOTTE and hastily tries to defuse the
bomb.) Let me... (He takes HENRY’s glass and fills it from the
bottle and the jug.)

CHarLOTTE. Lots of men are only good for fetching
drinks — why don’t you write aboutthem? (MAX hands the
glass back to HENRY.)

HEeNry. (smiling up at MAX) Terribly pleased you could
come round.

CHARLOTTE. Oh, yes, you owe him a drink. What an
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ego trip! Having all the words to come back with just as
you need them. That's the difference between plays and
real life — thinking time. You don’t really think that if
Henry caught me out with a lover, he’d sit around being
witty about Rembrandt place mats? Like hell he would.
He'd come apart like a pick-a-sticks. His sentence struc-
ture would go to pot, closely followed by his sphincter.
You know that, don’t you, Henry? Henry? No answer.
Are you there, Henry? Say something witty.

HEenRy. (Turns his head to her.) Is it anyone I know?

Max. (starting to rise) Well, look, thanks for the
drink—

CHARLOTTE. Oh, sit down, Max, for God's sake, or
he'll think if's you.

Henry. Itisn't you, is i, Max?

Max. Oh, for Christ's sake... (He subsides unhapprly.)

Henry. Just kidding, Max. Badinage. You know,
dialogue.

(The doorbell rings.)

Henry. See what I mean?

Max. Annie said she’d come round if her committee
finished early. She’s on this Justice for Brodie Committee
... you know... (pause) I'll go, should I?

Henry. I'll go.

Max. No, stay where you are, I'll see if i’s her. ( He goes
out to the front door.)
CHarLOTTE. Thanks very much. Anyone else coming?

HEenry. Just give them a cheese stick They won't
stay.
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CrarLoTTe. What did you phone him for in the
first place?

Henry. Well, I only have to write it once. He has to
show up every night I had a conscience.

CharLOTTE. Do you have a conscience about me
too?

Henry. Absolutely. You can have a cheese stick

CharLoTTE. Well, don’t ask her about Brodie.

Henry. Right

CuarLoTTE. If she starts on about scapegoats and
cover-ups, she'll get a cheese stick up her nostril.

Hengry. Right

CHARLOTTE. (enthusiastically) Darling! 1¢s been ages!

(ANNIE has entered, followed by MAX. ANNIE is carrying a car-
ner bag loaded with greengrocery.)

Annie. Hello, Charlotte. This is jolly nice of you.

Max. We can only stay a minute.

ANNIE. How are you, Henry?

Henry. Fine.

Max. Anni€’s stewarding at the protest meeting this
afternoon, so we can’t—

Henry. Oh, do shut up. Don’ttake any notice of Max.
I made him nervous.

Annie. What did you do to him?

Henry. Nothingatall Tasked him if he was having an
affair with Charlotte, and he was offended.

ANNIE. Was he?

Henry. Apparently not Been shopping?

AnNIE. Notexactly. I saw a place open on my way back
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and... Anyway, you might as well take it as an of-
fering.

CHARLOTTE. (taking the bag from her and investigating 1)
Darling, there was absolutely no need to bring ...
mushrooms?

ANNIE. Yes.

CHARLOTTE. (not quite behaving well) And a turnip...

ANNIE. (getting unhappy) And carrots... Oh, dear, it
must look as if—

Henry. Where's the meat?

CHARLOTTE. Shut up.

ANNIE. I wish I'd brought flowers now.

CHarLoTTE. This is much nicer.

Henry. So original. T'll get a vase.

ANNIE. IU's supposed to be crudités.

Henry. Cruditées!

CuarLoTTE. I'll make a dip.

Max. We're not staying to eat, for heaven’s sake.

HENRy. Just a quick dip.

AnnNie. Would you like me to?

CHArLOTTE. No, no. I know where everything is.

Henry. Yes, Charlotte will provide dips for the crudi-
ty. She knows where everything is. (CHARLOTTE takes
charge of the vegetables. HENRY gets a fourth glass.) Sit down,
have some buck's fizz. 1 feel reckless, extravagantg
famous, and I'm next week’s castaway on Desert Island
Discs. You can be my luxury if you like.

ANNIE. I'm not sure I'm one you can afford.

Max. What are your eight records?

HEenry. This is the problem. I hate music.
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CuarLoTTE. He likes pop music. .

Henry. You don’t have to repeat everything I say.

Max. 1 don't understand the problem.

CrarLOTTE. The problem is he’s a snob without being
an inverted snob. He's ashamed of liking pop music
(CHARLOTTE takes the vegetables out into the kitchen, closing the
door.)

Henry. This is true. The trouble is I don’tlike the pop
music which i s all right to like. You can have a bit of Pink
Floyd shoved in between your symphonies and your
Dame Janet Baker — that shows a refreshing breadth of
taste or at least a refreshing candour — but/ like Wayne
Fontana and the Mindbenders doing ‘Um Um Um Um
Um Um’.

Max. Doing what?

Henry. That's the title. (He demonstrates it) ‘Um-Um-
Um-Um-Um-Un. 1 like Neil Sedaka. Do you remember
‘Oh, Carol?

Max. For God's sake.

HeNRY. (cheerfully) Yes, 'm not very up to date. I like
Herman's Hermits, and the Hollies, and the Everly
Brothers, and Brenda Lee, and the Supremes ... I don’t
mean everything they did. 1 don't like arfusts. 1 like
singles.

Max. This is sheer pretension.

Henry. (insistently) No. Itmoves me, the way people are
supposed to be moved by real music. I was taken once to
Covent Garden to hear a woman called Callas in a sort of
foreign musical with no dancing which people were
donating kidneys to get tickets for. The idea was that |
would be cured of my strange disability. As though the
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place were a kind of Lourdes for the musically disadvan-
taged. My illness at the time took the form of believing
that the Righteous Brothers’ recording of ‘You've Lost
that Lovin’ Feelin’” on the London label was possibly the
most haunting, the most deeply moving noise ever pro-
duced by the human spirit, and this female vocalist per-
son was going to set me right

Max. No good?

Henry. Noteven close. That woman would have had a
job getting into the top thirty if she were hyped

Max. You preferred the’Brothers.

Henry. I did. Do you think there’s something wrong
with me?

Max. Yes. I'd say you were a moron.

Henry. What can I do?

Max. There’s nothing you can do.

Henry. I mean about Desert Island Discs.

AnNie. You know damned well what you should
do.

Henry. Cancel?
Max. Actually, I remember it (He sings, badly.)

You've lost that lovin’ feeling...

Henry, That's an idea — aversion therapy.
Max. (Sings.)

That lovin' feeling ... You've lost that lovin’

feeling...

Henry. I think it's working.
Max. (Sings.)

Is gorn, gorn, gorn ... oh-oh-oh-yeah...

HENRy. (happily) God, it's rubbish! You've cracked it

Now do ‘Oh Carol’.
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Max. 1 don’t know that one.

Henry. Il play it for you.

Max. I think I'll go and help Charlotte.
AnNIE. | should go.

Max. No. I thought of it first.

(CHARLOTTE enters, carrying a bowl)

CHARLOTTE. One dip.

Max. I was coming to help.

Cuarcotte. All right, you can chop.

Max. Fine. Chop... (MAX goes out into the kitchen
CHARLOTTE places the bowl and is about to follow MAX

out.)

HENRY. (Dips his finger into the bowl and tastes the dip.) It
needs something.

CHarLOTTE. | beg your pardon?

Henry. It needs something. A bit of interest. Garlic?
Lemon juice? T don’t know.

CHARLOTTE. (coldly) Perhaps you should employ a
cook.

Henry. Surely that would be excessive — a cook who
spends all her time emptying jars of mayonnaise and
adding lemon juice? What would we do with the
surplus?

CHARLOTTE. Presumably putit on stage with the rest of
your stuff. (She goes out into the kitchen, closing the door.)

HENRY. (pause) Are you all nighe

ANNIE. (nods) Are you all righe (HENRY nods.) Touch
me. (HENRY shakes his head) Touch me.

Henry. No.
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ANNIE. Come on, touch me. Help yourself. Touch me

anywhere you like.

Henry. No.

ANnie. Touch me.

Henry. No.

ANNIE. Coward.

Henry. I love you anyway.
ANNIE. Yes, say that
Henry. 1 love you.

ANNIE. Go on

Henry. 1 love you.

AnNie. That's it

Henry. I love you.

Annie. Touch me then. They'll come in or they won't

Take a chance. Kiss me.

Henry. For Christ's sake.

ANNIE. Quick one on the carpet then.

Henry. You're crackers.

ANNIE. I'm not interested in your mind.

Henry. Yes, you are.

ANNIE. No, I'm not, [ lied to you. ( Pause. HENRY smules

at her.) 1 hate Sunday.

Henry. Thought I'd cheer you up with an obscene

phone call, but Max got to it first, so I improvised.

AnNiE. I might have come around anyway. ‘Hello,

Henry, Charlotte, just passing, long time no see.’

Henry. That would have been pushing it
ANNIE. T'm in a mood to push it Let's go while they're

chopping turnips.

HEenry. You are crackers.
Annie. We'll go, and then 1t will be done. Max will
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suffer. Charlotte will make you suffer and get custody.
You'll see Debbie on Sundays, and in three years she’ll be
at university not giving a damn either way.

Henry. I€s not just Debbie.

ANNIE. No, you want to give it time—

HENRY. Yes—

ANNIE. ...time to go wrong, change, spoil. Then you'll
know it wasn’t the real thing.

Henry. I don't steal other men’s wives.

Annie. Thanks a lot

Henry. You know what I mean.

ANNIE. Yes, you mean you love me but you don’t want

it to get around. Me and the Righteous Brothers. Well,
thanks a lot.

(The kitchen door is flung open and MAX enters rather
dramatically, bleeding from a cut finger.)

ihx. Don’t panic! Have you got a hankie?
NNIE. Max? (ANNIE and HENR
7 ¥
nately,each searching for a handkerchief)) SRS Sl
HENRY. (Produces one first, L : 1
vl i first, a clean whige one, from his
Max. Thanks. No, let me—
ANNIE. Let me see.
Max. I¢sallright, it s notasbad asit]

i : ks.(to H
Typical of your bloody kitchen — ] 00ks. (to HENRY)
paper towels. champagne and no

ANNIE. Poor love, just hold the cut f,
_ or -
Max. I think I'll put it back under the ;:l;;:m
: oves
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towards the kitchen.)

Henry. Sorry about this, Max. She tried to do it to me
once. (MAX leaves.)

ANNIE. I'm sorry.

Henry. No, I'm sorry.

ANNie. I¢s all right. Anything’s all right

HENRY. (Moves forward and hisses her lightly.) Iell get
better.

ANNIE. How?

Henry. Maybe we'll get found out

AnNIE. Better to tell therih. Whoever comes in first, eh?
If its Max, Tll tell him. If its Charlotte, you start. All
right? It's easy. Like Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid
jumping off the cliff. 1t's only a couple of marriages and a
child. All righe

(CHARLOTTE enters from the kitchen, carrying a tray of chopped-
up vegetables.)

ANNIE. (to HENRY) All righe (This is bold as brass and
consequently, safe as houses: in this way ANNIE and HENRY
continue to speak quite privately to each other in the interstices of
the general conversation, under or over the respective preoc-
cupations of CHARLOTTE and MAX.)

CHarLOTTE. Did Max tell you? It's red cabbage. I've
taken him off the knives. He's making another dip. He
says it s Hawaiian. I's supposed to be served in an empty
pineapple. We haven’t got a pineapple. He’'s going to
serve it in an empty tin of pineapple chunks. I do envy
you being married to a man with a sense of humour.
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Henry thinks he has a sense of humour, but what he has
is a joke reflex. Eh, Henry? His mind is racing. Pineap-
ple, pineapple... Come on, darling.

HEeNRY. (to ANNIE) No. Sorry.

ANNIE. 1U's all right

CHARLOTTE. (busy with cutlery) 1s Debbie expecting

lunch?

HEeNRrY. (to ANNIE) Not really.

CHARLOTTE. What?

Henry. No. She wants to stay out.

ANNIE. (Dninks what remains in her glass) Where is
Debbie?

Henry. Riding school. Drink? (He takes her empty glass
oul of her hand.)

ANNIE. Love you.

CHArLOTTE. She used to eat like a horse, till she
had one.

HENRY. (Refills ANNIE’s glass) 'm picking her up this
afternoon. (He returns ANNIE's glass) Buck's fizz all
righe?

CHArLOTTE. Picking her up?

AnNIE. T don't care.

(MAX enters with the Hawanan dip in the pineapple tin.)

Max. Here we are.

ANNIE. Anything’s all right.

Max. 1t's Hawaiian.

Henry. You're a lovely feller,

CharLotTe. Well done, Max.

ANNIE. S0 are you. (She meets MAX, dips her fi

nger into the
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tin and tastes the dip.)

Max. 1hopeI've gotitright. What do you think? (In his
other hand MAX has HENRY's somewhat blood-stained
handkerchief, which he now offers back To HENRY) Thanks.
What should 1 do with i

HENRY. (taking it) 1ts okay, I'll take it (He puts the
handkerchief in his pocket.)

ANNIE. (to MAX) Not bad. (to CHARLOTTE) May I?

CuarLOTTE. Feel free.

ANNIE. Hang on a sec. (She takes the tin from MAX and
leaves the room with it, going to the kitchen.)

CHARLOTTE. (to HENRY) You're over-protective. She
could walk it in half an hour.

Max. Who, whar?

CHarLoTTE. Debbie.

Henry. By the ume she finished mucking out,
whatever they call it..

CHARLOTTE. Grooming the mount, mounting the
groom...

HEeNRY. (unamused) Hilarious.

Max. Iwouldn’t let her walk. Someone got murdered
on the common not long ago. Mustn't put temptation in
the way.

CHarLOTTE. Debbie wouldn’t murder anyone. She’'d
just duff them up a litde bit I can’t make her out at

all.
(ANNIE re-enters with the dip.)

CuarLOTTE. Some people have daughters who love
ponies. (Passing HENRY, ANNIE casually puts her finger in his
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mouth, without pausing.)

ANnNIE. What do you think?

CHarLOTTE. Some people have daughters who go
punk. We've got one who goes riding on Barnes Com-
mon looking like the Last of the Mohicans.

Henry. Crackers. (ANNIE delivers the dip to CHAR-
LOTTE.)

CHARLOTTE. (to ANNIE) Is yours a case of sperm count
or twisted tubes? Or is it that you just can’t stand the
little buggers?

Max. Charlotte!

Henry. What business is that of yours?

CHarLOTTE. H€'s in love with his, you know.

ANNIE. Isn’t that supposed to be normal?

CHARLOTTE. No, dear, normal is the other way
round.

HEenry. I say, Annie, what's this Brodie Committee all
about? Charlotte was asking.

Max. You know, Private Brodie.
AnNIE. Its all right.
Max. Annie knows him.
AnNiE. 1 don’t know him.
Max. Tell them about meeting him on the train.
ANNIE. Yes, I met him on a train.
y }-:I)mnv. (Pause. Exhibiting avid interest, disobliges her.)
€S

ANNIE. (laughs, uncomfortably.) 1 seem to have told this
story before.

Henry. But we haven’t seen you for ages.

Max. Annie was travelling up to London from our cor.
tage, weren’t you?
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Henry. Were you?

ANNIE. Yes.

HEeNRY. (fascinated) You have a cottage in...?

Annie. Norfolk

Henry. Norfolk! What, up in the hills there?

ANNIE. (testily) What hills? Norfolk is absolutely— (She
brings herself up short.)

CHARLOTTE. Oh, very funny. Stop it, Henry.

Henry. I have no idea what you are talking about. So,
you were coming up to London from your Norfolk flat —
cottage — and you met this Private Brodie on the train.

ANNIE. Yes.

Max. It was quite remarkable. Brodie was on his way
to the anti-missiles demonstration, just like Annie.

HENRY. Really?

ANNIE. Yes.

Henry. How did you know? Was he wearing a
‘Missiles Out’ badge on his uniform?

ANNIE. He wasn’t in uniform.

Max. The guts of it, the sheer moral courage. An
ordinary soldier using his weekend pass to demonstrate
against their bloody missiles.

Henry. Their? 1 thought they were ours.

Max. No, they're American.

Henry. Oh, yes — their...

Max. Pure moral conscience, you see — I mean, he
didn’t have our motivation.

Henry. Our?

Max. Mine and Annie€’s. (HENRY appears not to under-
stand.) Owning property in Little Barmouth.

Henry. Yes, of course. Private Brodie didn’t own a
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weekend cottage in Little Barmouth, you mean,

Max. No, he's a Scots lad. He was stationed at the
camp down the road. He was practically guarding the
base where these rockets are making Litde Barmouth
into a sitting duck for the Russian counter- attack, should
it ever come to that

Henry. (to ANNIE) 1 see what you mean.

Annie. Do you?

Henry. Well, yes. Litde Barmouth isn’t going to
declare war on Russia, so why should Little Barmouth be
wiped out in a war not of Little Barmouth’s making?

Max. Quite.

CHarLOTTE. Shut up, Henry.

Max. Is he being like that?

CuarLOTTE. Yes, he’s being like that

Max. T don’t see what he’s got to be like that about

Hmtlnv. (caprtulating enthusiastically) Absolutely! So you
met his Private Brodie on the train, and Brodie said, ‘I see
you're going to the demo down Whitehall’ Right?

e e s

— of the Royal Infirmary when he

Max. How about that? It seems like the day before yes-

terday Annie was doi ] ’ ‘
; kid'y oing Rosie of the Royal Infirmary. He’ s still
ANNIE. Yes. Twenty-one.
Max. He's a child.

Henry. He kicked two poli insi
. policemen inside out, didn’t

M Piss off. (to CHARLOTTE)
what it's all about, you should co

If you wany o know
me to the meet'mg
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CHARLOTTE. | know 1 should, but I like to keep my
sundays free. For entertaining friends, I mean. For-
tunately, there are people like Annie to make up for peo-

ple like me.
Henry. Perhaps I'll go.
CuarLoTTE. No, you're people like me. You tell

him, Annie. o
AnNIE. You're picking up Debbie from riding

school.

Hengy. Actually, I think I'll join the Justice for Brodie
Committee. I should have thought of that before.

CrarLoTTE. They don’t want dilettantes. You have to
be properly motivated, like Annie.

Henry. Brodie just wants to get out of jail. What does
he care if we're motivated by the wrong reasons.

Max. Like whae?

Henry. Perhaps one of us is worried that his image is
getting a bit too right-of-centre. Anotheris in love with a
committee member and wishes to gain her appro-
bation...

CuarLoTTE. Which one are you?

Henry. You think I'm kidding, but I'm not Public
postures have the configuration of private derange-
ment

Max. Who said thar?

Henry. 1 did, you fool

Max. I mean first

Henry. Oh, first (to ANNIE) Take him off to your
meeting, I'm sick of him.

ANNIE. He's not coming.

HENRY. (savouring it) You are not going to the
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meeting?

Max. No, actually. Not that I wouldn’t, but it would
mean letting down my squash partner.

Henry. Squash partner? An interesting moral dilem-
ma. I wonder what Saint Augustine would have done?

Max. I don’t think Saint Augustine had a squash
partner.

Henry. I know that Nobody would play with him.
Even so. I put myself in his place. I balance a pineapple
chunk on my carrot I ponder. On the one hand, Max’s
squash partner. Decent chap but not a deprivation of the
first magnitude. And on the other hand, Brodie, an out-
and-out thug, an arsonist, vandalizer of a national
shrine, but mouldering in jail for years to come owing
ps:rhaps, to society's inability to comprehend a ma.r’x
divided against himself, a pacifist Hooligan.

. Max. 1don’t condone vandalism, however idealistic. T
just—

Henry. Yes, well, asacts of vandalism go, starting a fire
on a war memorial using the wreath to the Unknown
Soldier as kindling scores very low on discreti 1
assumed he was trying to be provocative o

Max. Of course he was, you idiot B .
mered by an emotional backlash.

Henry. No, no, you can’t—

Max. Yes, he bloody was!
doI;ENRY. I mean ‘hammer and ‘bac

Max. Oh, for Christ’s sake. This is
I'm drinking your wine, but if you don’
so, Henry—

ut he got ham-

Klask’. You can't

your house, and
tmind me saying
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Henry. My saying, Max.

Max. Right (He puts down his glass definitively and stands
up.) Come on, Annie. There's something wrong with you.
You've got something missing. You may have all the
words, but having all the words is not what life’s
about.

Henry. I'm sorry, but it actually Aurts

Max. Brodie may be no intellectual, like you, but he
did march for a cause, and now he’s got six years for a
stupid piece of bravado and a punch-up, and he'd have
been forgotten in a week if it wasn’t for Annie. That's
what life’s about — messy bits of good and bad luck, and
people caring and not necessarily having all the answers.
Who the hell are you to patronize Annie? She’s worth ten
of you.

Henry. I know that

Max. I’'m sorry, Charlotte.

CuarLoTTE. Well done, Henry. (MAX leaves towards the
front door. CHARLOTTE, with a glance at HENRY, rolling her
eyes in rebuke, follows him out of the room. ANNIE stands up. For
the rest of the scene she is moving hardly looking at HENRY,
perhaps fetching her handbag.)

Henry. It was just so I could look at you without it
looking funny.

ANNIE. What time are you going for Debbie?

Henry. Four o'clock. Why?

AnnIE. Three o' clock. Look for my car.

Henry. What about Brodie?

ANNIE. Let him rot (She leaves, closing the door.)

(Pop music: Herman’s Hermuls, ‘I'm Into Something Good’.)




Scene Three

A lving-room. MAX is alone, listening to a small radio, Jrom
which Herman’s Hermuts continue to be heard, at an ad-
Justed level The disposition of furniture and doors makes the
scene immediately reminiscent of the beginning of Scene
One. The front door, off stage, is heard opening with a key.
The door closes. ANNIE, wearing a topcoat, appears briefly
round the door to the hall She is in a hurry,

ANNIE. Have you got it on? (She disappears and reappears
without the coat.) How much have I missed?

Max. Five or ten minutes.

ANNIE. Damn. If I'd had the car, I'd have caught
the beginning,

Max. Where have you been?

ANNIE. You know where I've been. Rehearsing,

(The music ends and 15 followed by HENRY being interviewed on
Desert Island Discs, but the radio dialogue, during the
Sew moments before MAX turns the sound down, s
meaningless under the stage dialogue.)

Max. How's Julie?
ANNIE. Who?

Max. Julie. Miss Julie. Strindberg’s Miss Tulj i
. ; ul
Julie by August Strindberg, how is she? e

40
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A~NIE. Are you all right?

Max. This probably—

AnNie. Shush up.

Max. This probably isn’t anything, but—

ANNIE. Max, can I listen? (MAX turns the radio sound night
down.) What's up? Are you cross? o

Max. This probably isn't anything, but1 found this in
the car, between the front seats. ( He shows her a soiled and
blood-stained white handkerchief.)

ANNIE. What is i©?

Max. Henry's handkerchief.

ANNIE. Well, give it back to him. (She reaches for it.)
Here, I'll wash it and you can give it to Charlotte at
the theatre.

Max. Idid give it back to him. Whenwas hein the car?
(pause) Tt was a clean handkerchief, apart from my blood.
Have you got a cold? It looks filthy. It's dried filthy.
You're filthy. You filthy cow. You rouen filthy—(He starts
to cry, barely audible, immobile. ANNIE waits. He recovers his
voice.) 1t's not true, 1s it?

ANNIE. Yes.

Max. Oh, God. (He stands up) Why did you?

Annie. I'm awfully sorry, Max—

Max. (interrupting, suddenly pulled together) All right It
happened. All right It didn’t mean anything.

ANNIE. I'm awfully sorry, Max, but I love him.

Max. Oh, no.

ANNIE. Yes.

Max. Oh, no. You don’t

ANnNIE. Yes, I do. And he loves me. That's thag, isn’t i?
I'm sorry is awful. But i's better really. All that

lying,
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Max. (breaking up agan) Oh, Christ, Annie, stop it |
love you. Please don’t—
AnNIE. Come on, please — it doesn’t have to be

like this.
Max. How long for? And him — oh, God. (He kicks the

radio savagely.)

(The radio has gone into music again — the Righteous Brothers
singing ‘You've Lost That Lovin’ Feelin’* — and MAX’s
kick has the effect of turming up the volume rather loud. He
flings himself upon ANNIE in something like an assault
which turns immediately into an embrace. ANNIE does no
more than suffer the embrace, looking over MAX's shoulder,
her face blank.)

Liwving-

Scene Four

room. QObutously temporary and makeshift quarters,
divided Left and Right by a clothes rail, making two areas,
‘his’ and ‘hers’. HENRY is alone, writing at a desk. On the
floor are a number of cardboard boxes containing files,
papers, letters, scripts, bills... The pillage of a filing system.
There is also a couch. The Sunday newspapers and a bound
script are on or near the couch A radio plays pop music
quietly while HENRY wnites. ANNIE enters from the bed-
room door, barefoot and wearing HENRY's robe, which s
too big for her. HENRY, in mid-sentence, looks up briefly
and looks down again

AnNIE. 'm not here. Promise. (She goes to the couch and
carefully opens a newspaper. HENRY continues to wrnite. ANNIE
glances towards him once or twice. He takes no notice. She stands
up and goes behind hus chair, looking over his shoulder as he works.
He takes no notice. She goes round the desk and stands in front of
him. He takes no notice. She flashes open the robe for his benefit. He
takes no notice. She moves round behind him again and looks over
huis shoulder.)

HEeNRy. (He turns and grabs her with great suddenness, caus-
ing her to scream and laugh. The assault turns into a standing
embrace.) You're a bloody nuisance.

43
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ANNIE. Sorry, sorry, sorry. I'll be good. Tl sit and
learn my script

Henry. No you won't

Annie. Tll go in the other room.

Henry. This room will do.

Annie. No, you've got to do my play.

Henry. I can’t write it Let me off.

Annie. No, you promised. I's my gift

Henry. Allright Stay and talk a minute. ( He turns off the
radio.) Raw material, then I'll do this page, then I'll rape
you, then I'll do the page again, then I'll — Oh (happily),
are you all nghe?

ANNIE. (nods) Yeah. Areyou all righe? ( He nods. Gleefully,
self-reproachful) 1sn'tit awful? Max is so unhappy while 1
feel so... thrlled. His misery just seems... not in very good
taste. Am I awful? He leaves letters for me at rehearsal,
you know, and gets me to come to the phone by pretend-
ing to be my agent and people. He loves me, and he
wants to punish me with his pain, but I can’t come up
with the proper guilt. I'm sort of irritated by it. 1¢'s so tir-

mg and so uninteresting You never write about that,
you lot

Henry. Whae?

ANNIE. Gallons of ink and miles of typewriter ribbon
expended on the misery of the unrequited lover; not a
word about the utter tedium of the unrequiting. It's a
very interesting...

HEenry. Lacuna?

ANNIE. What? No, I mean it's a very interesting sort

of...

HEenry. Prejudice?

FEEN
& -
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ANNIE. IUs a very interesting ... thing.

Henry. Yes, thing.

ANnNIE. No, I mean it shows — never mind — TI've lost
it NOW.

Henry. How are you this morning?

AnNiE. One behind. Where were you?

Henry. You were flat out

ANNIE. Your own fault When I take a sleeping pill, I'm
on the downhill slope. You should have come to bed
when you said.

Henry. (indicating his desk) Tt wasn't where I could leave
it. I would have gone to sleep depressed.

Annie. Well, T thought, the honeymoon is over. Fif-
teen days and fuckless to bye-byes.

Henry. No, actually, I managed.

Annie. You did not

Henry. Yes, I did. You were totallv zonked. Only vour
reflexes were working,

ANNIE. Liar.

Henry. Honestly.

ANnie. Why didn’t you wake me?

Henry. I thought I'd try it without vou talking. Look.
I'm not doing any good, why don't we—?

ANNIE. You rotter. Just for that I'm going to learn
my script

Henry. I'll read in for you.

ANNIE. (Glowers at him but finds a page m the scupt and
hands the scnipt to him.) You didn't really, did vou?

HENRY. Yes.

ANNIE. (She ‘reads’ without inflection.) "Trés gentil. Monsteur
Jean, trés gentill’

‘ .

F
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HENRY. (reading) ‘Vous voulez plaisanter, madame!’

ANNIE. ‘Et vous voulez parler francais? T
ettt e P [francais? Where did you

HEeNry. ‘In S\.mzerland. I worked as a waiter in one of
the best hotels in Lucerne’

ANNIE. ‘You're quite the gentleman in that coat... char-
mant.” You rotter.

HEnRy. ‘You flatter me, Miss Julie’

ANNIE. ‘Flatter? 1 flauer?’

Henry. ‘I'd like to accept the compliment, but mod-
esty fo.rbids. And, of course, my modesty entails your in-
sincerity. Hence, you flatter me.’

ANNIE. ‘Where did you learn to talk like that?> Do you
spend a lot of time at the theatre?’

Henry. ‘Oh ves. I get about, you know.’

Annie. Oh, Hen. Are you all righe?

Henry. Notreally. I can’'t do mine. I don’t know how
to write love. I try to write it properly, and it just comes
out embarrassing. It's either childish orits rude. And the
rude bits are absolutely juvenile. T can’t use any of it. My
credibility is already hanging by a thread after Desert
Island Discs. Anyway, I'm too prudish. Perhaps I should
write it completely artificial. Blank verse. Poetic imagery.
Not so much of the ‘Will you still love me when my tits
are droopy?’ ‘Of course | will, darling, if's your bum I'm
mad for, and more of the ‘By my wroth, thy beauty
maketh the moon hide her radiance’, do you think?

AnniIE. Not really, no.

Henry. No. Not really. I don’t know. Loving and
being loved is unliterary. It's happiness expressed in
banality and lust It makes me nervous to sce three-
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quarters of a page and no wniting on it I mean, 1talk better
an this.

: e to learn to do sub-text My

Annie. You'll hav : !
strindberg is steaming with lust, but there 1s nothing
talk round it. Then he sort of

rude on the page. We just : :
bites my fingerand I do the heavy breathing and he gives

me a quick feel, kisses mc on the neck...

Henry. Who does?

Annie. Gerald. 1€s all very exciting. (HENRY !aughs,
immoderately, and ANNIE continues coldly.) Or amusing,
of course.

Henry. We'll do that bit ... you breathe, I'll feel...

ANNIE. (She pushes him away.) GO away. You'll just get
moody afterwards.

Henry, When was 1 ever moody?

Annie. Whenever you get seduced from your work.

Henry. You mean the other afternoon?

Annie. What other afternoon? No, 1 don’t mean
seduced, for God's sake. Can’t you think about any-
thing else?

Henry. Certainly. Like what?

Annie. 1 mean ‘seduced’, like when you're seduced by
someone on the television.

Hengy. I've never been seduced on the television.

ANNIE. You were seduced by Miranda Jessop on the
television.

Henry. Professional duty.

ANNIE. If she hadn’t been in it, you wouldn’t have
watched that play if they'd come round and done it for
you on your carpet

Henry. Exactly. I had a postcard from her agent,
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would 1 be sure to watch her this week in Trotsky Playhouse
or whatever they call it

Axnie. You only looked up when she stripped off.
Think I can’t see through you? That's why I took my pill.
Screw you, 1 thought, feel free.

Henry. You're daft. I've got to watch her if she’s going
to do my telly. I¢'s just good manners.

ANNIE. Her tits are droopy already.

Henry. I'm supposed to have an opinion, you see.

Annie. 1 think she’s bloody overrated, as a matter
of fact

Henry. | have to agree. I wouldn’t give them more
than six out of ten. (She clouts him with her script.) Four. ( She
clouts him again.) Three.

AnNIE. You think you're so bloody funny.

Henry. What's up with you? 1 hardly know the
womar.

Annie. You'll like her. She wears leopard-skin
pants.

Henry. How do you know?

ANNIE. | shared a dressing-room with her.

Henry. I don’t suppose she wears them all the
time.

AnNIE. T'm bloody sure she doesn’t

Henry. ‘By my troth thy beauty maketh the moon—’

ANNIE. Oh, shut up.

Henry. What are you jealous about?

ANNIE. I'm not jealous.

Henry. All right, what are you cross abour?

ANNIE. I'm not cross. Do your work (She makes a show
of concentraling on her script.)

vf—
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HEeNRY. (Makes a show of resuming work. Pause.) T'm
SOTTY.

A~nIE. What for?

Henry. I don't know. I'll have to be going out to pick
up Debbie. I don’t want to go if we're not friends. Will
you come, then?

AnNIE. No. It was a mistake last time. It spoils it for
her, being nervous.

Henry. She wasn’t nervous.

ANNIE. Not her. You.

Henry. (pause) Well, I'll be back around two.

ANNIE. T won't be here.

HEeNRy. (pause, remembering) Oh, yes. Is it today you're
going prison-visiting? You're being very — um — faith-
ful o Brodie.

Annie. That surprises you, does 12

Henry. I only mean that you haven’t got much time
for good causes. You haven’t got a weekend cottage
either.

ANNIE. You think I'm more like you.

HENry. Yes.

ANNIE. IUs just that I happen to know him.

Henry. You don’t know him. You met him on a
train.

AnNie. Well, he’s the only political prisoner I've ever
met on train. He's lucky.

Henry. Political?

ANNIE. It was a political act which got him jumped on
by the police in the first place so it's...

HEenry. A priori?

ANNIE. No, 10s—
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Henry. De facto?

ANNIE. If's common sense that resisting arrest isn’t the
same as a criminal doing it

Henry. Arson is a criminal offence.

ANNIE. Arson is burning down buildings. Setting fire
to the wreath on the war memorial is a symbolic act
Surely you can see the difference?

HENRy. (carefully) Oh, yes... That's ... easy to sec. (not
carefully enough)

ANNIE. (Looks at him narrowly.) And, of course, he did
get hammered by an emotional backlash.

HENRY. (pause) Do you mean real leopard skin or just
printed nylon?

ANNIE. (Erupts and assails him, shouting.) You don’t love
me the way I love you. I'm just a relief after Charlotte,
and a novelty.

Henry. You're a novelty all right. I never met anyone
so silly. I love you. 1 don’t know why you're behaving
like this.

AnNIE. I'm behaving normally. It's you who's abnor-
mal. You don’t care enough to care. Jealousy is
normal.

Henry. 1 thought you said you weren’t jealous.

AnnNiE. Well, why aren’t you ever jealous?

Henry. Of whom?

Annie. Of anybody. You don’t care if Gerald Jones
sticks his tongue in my €ar— which, incidentally, he does
whenever he gets the chance.

Hengy. Is that what this is all about?

Annie. 1Us insulting the way you jg:;t ]z}ugh_

Henry. But you've got no interest in him.

Annige. 1 know that, but why should you assume jp
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Henry. Because you haven’'t. This is stupid.

A~NIE. But why don’t you mind?

Henry. 1 do.

Annie. No, you don't

Henry. That's true, Idon’t Why is thae? It's because I
feel superior. There he is, poor bugger, picking up the
odd crumb of ear wax from the rich man’s table. You're
right. I don’t mind. I like it I like the way his presump-
tion admits his poverty. I like him, knowing that that's all
there is, because you're coming home to me and we
don’t want anyone else. I love love. I love having a lover
and being one. The insularity of passion. I love i.. I'love
the way it blurs the distinction between everyone who
is’t one’s lover. Only two kinds of presence in the world.
There's you and there’s them. I love you so.

Annie. 1 love you so, Hen. (They kiss.)

(The alarm on HENRY’s wristwalch goes off. They separate.)

HeNRry. Sorry.

Annie. Don't get kicked by the horse.

Henry. Don’tget kicked by Brodie. (He goes to the door to
leave. At the door he looks at her and nods. She nods al him. He
leaves. ANNIE goes slowly to HENRY's desk and looks al the
pages on it. She turns on the radio and turns it from pop to Bach.
She goes back o the desk and, almost absently, opens one of the
drawers. Leaving it open, she goes lo the door and disappears
briefly into the hall, then reappears, closing the door. She goes to one
of the cardboard boxes on the floor. She removes the contents [from
the box. She places the pile of papers on the floor. Squatting down,
she starts going through the pile, methodically and unhurriedly. The
radio plays on.)




ACT TWO

Scene One

Living-room/study. Three doors. Two years later. A different house.
The two years ought to show on HENRY and on ANNIE.
Perhaps he now uses glasses when he is reading, as he is at
the beginnung of the scene, or he may even have grown a
moustache. ANNIE may have cut her hawr short. Opera
(Verdi) is playing on the record player. There is a TV and
video and a small radio on HENRY's desk. onwchich there is
also a typewriter. HENRY is alone, reading a script which
consists of a sheaf of typed pages. HENRY reads for a few
moments. ANNIE enters from bedroom or kitchen and
glances at HENRY. not casually, then sits down and
waltches him read for a moment. Then she looks away and
listens to the music for @ momeni. HENRY ghmu's'up at
her. ANNIE looks al him.

AnNIE. Well?

Henry. Oh — um — Strauss.

AnNIE. What?

Henry., Not Strauss.

AnNie. T meant the play.

Henry. (mndicating the sapt) Ah. The play.

52
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ANNIE. (scornfully) Strauss. How can it be Strauss? It's

in Italian. o

Henry. Isit? (He listens.) So itis. 1
the Italian operas. Verdi.

Annie. Which one? _ N

Henry. Giuseppe.(He  fudges from her expression that this is
nol the night answer.) Monty?

ANNIE. I mean which opera

Henry. Ah. (confidently) Madame Butterfly.

ANnNIE. You're doing iton purpose. ( She goes to the record
player and stops it playing)

Henry. [ promise you.

Annie. You'd think that something would have sunk in
after two years and a bit.

Henry. 1 like it — I really do like it — quite, i’s just
that I can’t tell them apart. Two years and a bitisn’tvery
long when they re all going for the same sound. Actually,
I've got a better ear than you — jou can’t tell the dif-
ference between the Everly Brothers and the Andrews
Sisters.

Annie. There isn't any difference.

Henky. Or we could split up. Can we have something
decent on now?

ANNIE. No.

Henry. All right Put on one of your instrumental
numbers. The big band sound. (He does the opeming of
Beethovan’s Fifth) Da — da — da — dah..

Annie. Geton

Henry. Right (He turns his attention to the scnipt.) Stop me
if anybody has said this before, but it's interesting how
many of the all-time greats begin with B: Beethoven, the

talian opera. One of
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Big Bopper...

ANNIE. That's all they have in common.

Henry. T wouldn't say that They're both dead. The
Big Bopper died in the same plane crash that killed
Buddy Holly and Richie Valens, you know.

ANNIE. No, I didn’t know. Have you given up on the
play or what?

Henry. Buddy Holly was twenty-two. Think of what
he might have gone on to achieve. I mean, if Beethoven
had been killed in a plane crash at twenty- two, the history
of music would have been very different. As would the
history of aviation, of course.

ANNIE. Henry.

Hengy. The play. (He turns his attention back to the
script)

ANNIE. How far have you got?

Henry. Do you have a professional interest in this or is
it merely personal?

ANNIE. Merely?

HENRY. (pause) Do you have a personal interest in this
or is it merely professional?

AnNIE. Which one are you dubious abour?

HENRY. (pause) Pause.

ANNIE. I could do her, couldn’t I?

Henry. Mary? Oh, sure — without make-up.

AnNIE. Well, then. Three Sisters is definitely off.

Henry. Nothing’s definite with that lot

ANNie. The other two are pregnant.

Henry. Half a dozen new lines could take care of
that.

ANNIE. If this script could be in a fit state, say, a month
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from now— o
Henry. Anyway, [ thought you were commitung

incest in Glasgow. _
AnnIE. 1 haven't said I'll do it
Henry. 1 think you should. I¢s classy stuff, Webster. I
love all that Jacobean sex and violence.
A~nie. Its Ford, not Webster. And it's Glasgow.
Henry. Don't you work north of the West End,

then? ' .
Annie. 1 was thinking you might miss me — pardon

my mistake. . .
Hengry. I was thinking you mightlike me to come with

you — pardon mine. - .
AnniE. You hadn’t the faintest intention of coming to

Glasgow for five weeks.

Henry. That's true. I answered out of panic. Of course
I'd miss you.

AnNIE. Also, it is somewhat north.

Henry. (He ‘shoots’ her between the eyes with hus forefinger.)
Got you. Is it rehearsing in Glasgow?

ANNIE. (nods) After the first week. (indicating the script)
Where' ve you got to?

Henry. They're on the train. “You're a strange boy,
Billy. How old are you?’ ‘Twenty. But I've lived more
than you'll ever live. Should I read out loud?

Annie. If you like.

Henry. Give you the feel of it

Annie. All right

Henry. T'll go back a bit ... where they first meet All
right? (ANNIE nods. HENRY makes train noises. She is defen-
stve, not quite certain whether he is being wicked or not. He reads.)
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‘Excuse me, is this seat taken?” ‘No.” ‘Mind if T sit down
‘It’s a free country.” ‘Thank you.” He sits down o Or?.
her. MARY carries on with reading her book. ‘Goiﬁgfas.::
‘To London.” ‘So, you were saying... So you think it’s‘
free country.” ‘Don’t you?’ ‘This is it, we're all free (o dz
as we're told. My name’s Bill, by the way. What's yours»
‘Mary.”‘I'm glad to make your acquaintance, Mary.’ ‘I’lln
glaFi to make yours, Bill’ ‘Do you know what lim.e this
train is due to arrive in London?’ ‘At about half- past one
I belim_fe, if it is on time’ ‘You put me in mind o.f
Mussolini, Mary. Yes, you look just like him, you've got
the same eyes.’ ’ )

bo?}:lel\:-l.ﬂ. If you're not going to read it properly, don’t
H-E.NRY. Sorry. ‘At about half-past one, I believe, if it is
-on time.” ‘You put me in mind of Mussolini, Mary. Peo-
ple used to say about Mussolini, he may be a Fascist, but
at !c:asr the trains run on time. Makes you wonder wh
British Rail isn’t totally on time, eh?’ ‘What do 01);
mean?” ‘I mean it's a funny thing. The Fascists arz in
charge but the trains are late often as not” ‘But this isn’t a
Fascist country.” ‘Are you quite sure of that, Mary? Take
the army—" You're not going to do this, are you?
ANNIE. Why not? .
HEeNry. If's no good.
ANNIE. You mean if's not literary.
wrli-lléwxv. Ifs not literary, and if’s no good. He can't
ANNIE. You're a snob.
ilmnv. I’'m a snob, and he can’t write.
Say.NNIE. I know it's raw, but he’'s got something 1o
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something to say. It happens to be
nd bigoted. But leaving that
m that he can’ twrite. He can

Henry. He's got sof
something extremely silly a
aside, thereis still the proble

n things down, but he can’t write.
buANNIE. Give it back. I shouldn’t have asked you.

HEenNry. For God's sake, Annie, if it wasn't Brodie
you'd never have got through it '

ANNIE. But itis Brodie. That's the point Two and a
half years ago he could hardly put six words together.

Henry. He sull can't

ANNIE. You pig.

Henry. I'm a pig, and he can’t—

ANnie. I'll smash you one. Ifs you who's bigoted.
You're bigoted about what writing is supposed to be like.
You judge everything as though everyone starts off frorn
the same place, aiming at the same prize. English Lit
Shakespeare out in front by a mile, and the rest of the
field strung out behind trying to close the gap. You all
write for people who would like to write like you if only
they could write. Well, screw you, and screw English
Lit!

Henry. Right

AnniE. Brodie isn't writing to compete like you. He's
writing to be heard.

Henry. Right

Annie. And he's done it on his own.

Henry, Yes. Yes ... I can see he's done a lot of
reading,

ANNIE. You can’t expect it to be English Lic

Henry. No.

AnNIE. He's a prisoner shouting over the wall
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Henry. Quite. Yes, I see what you mean.
ANNIE. Oh shut up! I'd rather have your sarcas
Henry. Why a play? Did you suggest it? "
ANNIE. Not exactly.
Henry. Why did you?
ANNIE. The committee, what's left of it, thought ... |
Elear:i pf:;)lple hﬁve got bored with Brodie. People“g.e[
ored with anything afte
o needs.“yt g after two or three years. The cam-
HEenry. A shot in the arm?
ANNIE. No, it needs...

Henry. A kick up the arse?

ANNIE. (flares) For Christ's sake, will you stop finishing
my sentences for me!

HEenry. Sorry.

ANNIE. T've lost it now.

HEenry. The campaign needs...

ANNIE. A writer is harder to ignore. 1
plays get talked about, make somg impact. t(];z?i}ilst’caj;\é
:}c;?lﬁgned. Do you think? I mean, Henry, what do you

Henry. I think it makes a lot of sense.

ANNIE. No, what do you really think?

HENRV._ Oh, really think Well, I reaily think writing rot-
ten plays is notin itself proof of rehabilitation. Still less of
wrongful conviction. But even if it were, 1 think that an
one who thinks that they're bored with Brodie won)‘,.
know \:vhat boredom 1is till theyve sat through h't
§p01og1a. Not that anyone will get the chance, becay 15
i's half as long as Das Kapital and only twice as fu T
also think you should know better. g s
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ANNIE. YOu arrogant bastard.
Henry. You swear too much.
AnNIE. Roger is willing to do i
Henry. What Roger? Oh Roger. w

Roger do it? -
ANNIE. He'son the committee. (HENR Y looks at the ceil-

ing,) It just needs a bit of work
Henry. You're all bent
ANNIE. You're jealous.
Henry. Of Brodie?
AnnIE. You're jealou

t, in principle.
hy the hell would

s of the idea of the writer. You
want to keep it sacred, special, not something anybody
can do. Some of us have it, some of us don't. We write, you
get written about. What gets you about Brodie is he
doesn’ t know his place. You say he can’t write like a head
waiter saying you can't come in here without a tie.
Because he can’t put words together. What's so good

about putting words together?
Henry. 1ts traditionally considered advantageous for

a writer.

AnNIE. He's not a writer. He's a convict You're a
writer. You write because yow're a writer. Even when you
write about something, you have to think up something to
write about just so you can keep writing. More well
chosen words nicely put together. So what? Why should
that be 12 Who says?

Henry. Nobody says. It just works best.

Annie. Of course it works. You teach a lot of people
what to expect from good writing, and you end up with a
lot of people saying you write well. Then somebody who
isn’t in on the game comes along, like Brodie, who really
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has something to write abou i
, : t, something real
ca}? tget through it. Well, ke couldn’t get tl%roug’hzzjrsy r
where are you? To you, he can’t writ I e
you can do. rie Tohim, writeisa

HENRY. Jesus, Annie G inni

: , you're beginning to appal
There's som.ethfn-g scary about stupidity made cl:ﬁler::n&
I can cifa.l with idiots, and I can deal with sensible argn:
ment, but I don’t know how to deal wi .
e eal with you. Where's my

ANNIE. Your cricket bar?

HENRY. Yes. It
e s a new approach. (He heads out it

ANNIE. Are you trying to be funny?

HEenry. No, I'm serious. (He i

RY. No, : goes out while she watches 1
wary disbelief He returns with an old cricket bat.) "

ANNIE. You better not be.

Henry. Right, you silly cow—

ANNIE. Don’t you bloody dare—

HEN:RY. Shut up and listen. This thing here, which
lpoks like awooden club, is actually several pieces of par-
ticular wood cunningly put together in a certain way so
t}?at- the Vir'h()lﬂ thing is sprung; like a dance floor. I¢'s for
hl_mng cricket balls with. If you getitright, the cricket ball
will travel two hundred yards in four seconds, and all
you've done is give it a knock like knocking the top off a
bottle of stout, and it makes a noise like a trout taking a
f'[y... (He clucks his tongue to make the noise.) What we' re [g 2
mg_to do is to write cricket bats, so that when we throw uly
an idea and give it a litle knock, it might ... fravel (HI;
clucks his tongue again and picks up the script) Now. ;Vhat
we’ve got here is a lump of wood of roughly the same

g THE REAL THING 61
A
1 i it a ball with
. o 10 be a cricket bat, and if you hlt-a
A | about ten feet and you will drop the

it, the ball will trave

bat and dance about shouting «Ouch!” with your hands

stuck into your armpits. ( z’nda’cazmg the cricket bat) This isn't
better because someone says 1Us better, or because
there’s a conspiracy by the MCC t0 keep cudgcl's. off the
field. It's better because it's better. YOE,I don’t believe me,
so I suggest you go outto bat with this and see how you
e a strange boy, Billy, how old are you?’
e lived more than you'll ever live.” Ooh,
he script and hops about with his hands i hts

get on. ‘You'r
“Twenty, but I'v
ouch! (He drops t
armpits, going ‘Ouch!’)

ANNIE. (She watches him expressionlessly until he desists.) 1

hate you.
Henry. | love you. I'm your pal. I’

look after you. You're the only chap.

Annie. Oh, Hen... Can’t you help?

Henry. What did you expect me to do?

Annie. Well ... cut it and shape it...

Henry. Cutitand shape it Henry of Mayfair. Look —
he can’t write. I would have to write it for him.

Annie. Well, write it for him.

Henry. | can’'t

Annie. Why?

Henry. Because it's balls. Announcing every stale
revelation of the newly enlightened like stout Cortez
coming upon the Pacific — war is profits, politicians are
puppets, Parliament is a farce, justice is a fraud, property
is theft.. 1¢'s all here: pages and pages of it It's like being
run over very slowly by a traveling freak show of favourite
simpletons, the india rubber pedagogue, the midget

m your best mate. 1
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1

intellectual, the human panacea...

ANNIE. Its his view of the world. Perhaps from wh
he's standing you'd see it the same way. o

Henry. Or perhaps I'd realize where I'm standing. 0
at least that I'm standing somewhere. There is, [suppti l‘
world of objects which have a certain form, like this cZE
fee mug, [ turn it, and it has no handle. I tltit, and it has
no cavity. But there is something real here which is
a']ways a mug with a handle. I suppose. But politics, jus-
tice, patriotism — they aren’t even like coffee mugs.
There’s nothing real there separate from our perception
of them. So if you try to change them as though there
were something there to change, you'll get frustrated
an‘d frustration will finally make you violent. If you knm;
this and proceed with humility, you may perhaps alter
people’s perceptions so that they behave alittle different-
1}; at that axis of behaviour where we locate politics or jus-
tce; but if you don’t know this, then you're acting on a
mistake. Prejudice is the expression of this mistake.

ANNIE. Or such is your perception. -

Henry. All right

ANN_:E. And who wrote it, why he wrote it, where he
wrote it — none of these things count with you?

HE.NRY. Leave me out of it. They don’t count. Maybe
Brodie got a raw deal, maybe he didn’t I don’t knm\.)r/ It
doesn’t count. He's a lout with language. I can't hlel
somebody who thinks, or thinks he thinks, that editin :
newspaper _is censorship, or that throwing bricks ifa
anlonstratlon while building tower blocks is sq ';ﬁ
violence, or that unpalatable statement is provoca 2
while disrupting the speaker is the exercise of tfllzz
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AcT I
t deserve that kind of malarkey.

They re innocent neutral, precise, §tanding for thi:;,h de
scribing that, meaning the other, s0 ifyou look af'ter them
u can build bridges across incomprehension and
cﬁaos. But when they get their corners knocked off,

they re no good any more, and Brodie knocks their cor-

ners off. 1 don’t think writers are sacred, but words are.

They deserve respect Ifyou get the rightones in the right
order, you can nudge the world a little or make a poem

which children will speak for you when you're dead.

ANNIE. (Goes to the typewriter, pulls out the page from the
machine and reads it.) ‘Seventy-nine. Interior. Comman-
der's capsule. From ZadoK's p.o.v. we se€ the green glow
of the laser strike-force turning towards us. BCU Zadok’s

im smile. Zadok: “‘1 think if's going to work. Here they
come!” Kronk, voice over “Hold your course!”
Zadok:—’

Henry. (interrupts) That's not words, thats pictures.
The movies. Anyway, alimony doesn’t count If Char-
lotte made it legal with that architect she’s shacked up
with, I'd be writing the real stuff.

ANNIE. (Lets the page drop onto the typewnier.) You never
wrote mine.

Hengry. That's true. I didn’t I tried. I can’t remember
when I last felt so depressed. Oh yes. Yesterday. Don’t be
rotten to me. I'll come to Glasgow and I'll sit in your
dressing-room and T'll write Kronk and Zadok every
night while you're doing "Tis Pity She’s a Whore.

ANNIE. P'm not going to Glasgow.

Henry. Yes, you bloody are.

Annie. No 'm bloody not. We'll get Brodie’s play off

speech... words dor’
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ACT y
the ground. I'wantto do it 7 want to do it
Her'u? (pause) Well, I can see it's difficult fo
fastidious tastes. Let's have some liter.
decent (She stabs her
HENRY’s desk.)

Don'tf Couny?
raman of yoy,

acy. Somethip
finger onto the small radio oE

(Quuetly 1t starts playin /
2ol playing pop. ANNIE starts to go out of the

HENRY. (exasperated) Why Brodie? Do you fancy him or

what? (She looks back at him and h
ake) 1 take it back e sees that e has made @ mis-

ANNIE. Too late. (She leaves the room. )

Scene Two

ANNIE is sitting by the window of a moving {rain.. She is
immersed in a paperback book. BILLY walks tnto view anfi
pauses, looking at her for a moment. She is unaware of his
presence. He carries a zipped grip bag. He speaks with a
Scottish accent.

BiLy. Excuse me, is this seat taken?

ANNIE. (Hardly raises her eyes) No.

BiLLy. (Sits down next to or opposite her. He puts the grip on
the seal next to him. He looks at her. She doesn’t look up from her
hook. He looks at his watch and then out of the window and then
back at her.) You'd think with all these Fascists the trains
would be on time.

ANNIE. (Looks up at him and jumps a mile. She gives a little
squeal ) Jesus, you gave mea shock. (She looks at him, p[eased
and amused.) You fool.

BiLLy. (Drops the accent) Hello.

Annie. I didn’t know you were on the train.

BiLy. Yes, well, there you are. How are youw?

Annie. All right I gather you read it, then.

BiLLy. Brodie's play? Yes, | read it

ANNIE. And?

BiLLy. He can’t write.

ANNIE. (small pause) 1 know. I just thoughtit was some-
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thing yowd do well,
BiLLy. Oh

» Yes. I could do ajobonit Are You going
0

ANNIE. Thope so.
reading it anyway.

BILLY. Do you ming

ANNIE. No, not at all,

BiLLy. It doesn’t mean

ANNIE. Ifs all right

BiLLy. How do you feel?

ANNIE. Scared. i is i
e where § oot fourzdal(::iys scared. I think, this is the

BiLLy. Well, better in Glasgow.

ANNIE. s anyone else on this train?

BiLLy. No, we're completely alone.

ANNIE. | mean any of us, the others,

BiLLy. I don’t know. §
the shuttle.

ANNIE. 1 fancied the train,

BiLLy. 1 fancied it with you.

ANNIE. (Meets his look ) Billy...

BiLLy. What did you think when you saw me?
ANNIE. Just now?

BiLLy. No. On the first day.
ANNIE. I thought God, he's so young.

BiLvy. (Scottish) I've lived more than you'll ever live,
ANNIE. All right, all right.

BiLLy. I'm the one who should be scared. You're
smashing.

ANnie. T don’t feel right
BiLry. You seem right to me.

we have (o talk

ome of them are flying up, on
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Annie. I'TD older than yoel:,
. esn’t matter. ' e
. Trh;]f : cl)«:-t older. ’'m going to look mor
ANNIE- I
n your Sis o )
"B moq;;;;}sl;l }:‘ight, so long as it's incest. Anyway
BILLY.

like older women.
annie. Billy, YO
BiLy. Why not?
Annie. Well, because
top? )
S ff[LLY. No. Is that all right?
ANNIE. (pause) Did you know
is train? ‘ .
thlls?m.rw. (nods) Watched you get on. I thought I'd co
and find you when it got started. _
Annie. You certainly thought. about 1t _—
Biry. I had to wait until the inspector came i
: - icket.
haven't got a first-class ticket
ANNIEjg What will you do if he comes back? s
BiLy. I'll say you're my mum. How come you g
first-class ticket? ‘ ‘
1 Annie. 1 don't really. 'm afraid 1 upped it myself.
BiLy. You approve of the class system? .
ANNIE. YOu mean on trains or in glcneraL
ing first-class.
BiLLy. In general Travelling
Annie. There's no system. People group Eogetl_xer
when they ve got something in common. Someumez)i ‘1t‘ s
religion and sometimes it's, I don't know, breeding
budgies or being at Eton. Big and small groups oYcrlap-
ing. You can’'t blame them. It's a cultural thing; if's not
Sassa or system. (She makes a connection.) There's nothing

irting with me.
u mustn’t keep fliring

ther¢'s no point will you

I was going to be on
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ACT 1

really there — ivs j

just the wa I

perception. T B o
E%ILI:Y. Blony brilliant. There’s people who've spent

their h-ves‘trymg to get rid of the class system, and you’

done it without leaving your seat. i
ANNIE. Well...

BiLLy. The only problem with your argument is that

you've got to be traveli -
Srles veling first-class to really appre

ANNIE. L..

B:u.-v. Where do you get all that from? Did you Just
m.ake itup? I¢s daft. 1 prefer Brodie. He sounds like rub-
bish, but you know he’s right. You sound all right, but
you know it's rubbish.

ANNIE. Whly won’t you do his play, then?
do?;;L:Ll didn’t say I wouldn’'t Tl do it if you're

ANNIE. You shouldn’t do it for the wrong reasons

BiLLy. Why not? Does he care? .

ANNIE. You said he can’t write.

BiLLy. He can’twrite like your husband. Butyour hus-
band’s a first-class writer.

ANNIE. Are you being nasty about Henry?

BILLY. No. 1 saw House of Cards. 1 thought it was
quite good.

Annie. He'll be relieved to hear that

BiLLy. (pause) Don’'t go off me.

AnniE. If you weren’t a child, you’d know that you
won't get anywhere with a married woman if you're

snotty about her husband. Remember that with the
next onec
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BILLY. rfaith, I mean no harm, sister. I'm just scared
sick of you. How is't with ye?

ANNIE. 1 am very well, brther. o

BiLy. Trustme, butlam sick: 1 fear so sick’twill cost
my life. o _

ANNIE. Mercy forbid it *Tis not so, I hope.

iry. I think you love me, sister.

ANNIE. Yes, you know I do.

BiLLy. I know't, indeed. You're very fair.

Annie. Nay, then, I see you have a merry sickness.

BiLLy. That's as it proves. The poets feign, I read,
That Juno for her forehead did exceed
All other goddesses; but I durst swear
Your forehead exceeds hers, as hers did theirs.

Annie. *Troth, this is pretty!

BiLLy. Such a pair of stars
As are thine eyes would, like Promethian fire,
If gently glanced, give life to senseless stones.

AnNiE. Fie upon ye!

BiLLy. The lily and the rose, most sweetly strange,
Upon your dimpled cheeks do strive for change:
Such lips would tempt a saint; such hands as those
Would make an anchorite lascivious.

ANNIE. O, you are a trim youth!

BiLLy. Here! (His ‘reading’ has been getting less and less dis-
creet. Now he stands and opens his shart.)

ANNIE. (giggling Oh, leave off. (She looks around
nervously.)

BiLLy. (starting to shout)
And here’s my breast; strike home!
Rip up my bosom; there thou shalt behold
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ACT n

gcene Three

The living-T00™ of Act Oné, Scene Two, without all the records.
CHARLOTTE s searching through a file of newspaper cul-
tings and programmes. A large, loaded ruck-sack is sutting
by the door. DEBBIE is smoking.

Henry. Since when did you smoke?
Despie. 1 don’t know. Years. At school. Me and Terry

used to light up in the boiler room.

Henry. I and Terry.
Despie. 1 and Terry. Are you sure?
Henry. It doesn’t sound right but it's correct I paid

school fees so that you wouldn't be barred by your
natural disabilities from being taught Latin and learning

to speak English.
CuarLoTTE. 1 thoughtitwasso that she’d be a virgin a

bit longer.
Hengy. It was also so that shed speak English. Virgo

syntacta.
Dessie. You were done, Henry. Nobody left the boiler

room virgo with Terry.
Henry. I wish you'd stop celebrating your emancipa-
tion by flicking itatme like a wet towel. Did the staff know

about this lout, Terry?
Despie. He was on the staff. He taught Laun.
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ACT 11
HENRY. Oh well, thars

all right then,
CHARLOTTE. Apparently she'd already lost i Tiding
anyway.
HENRY. That doesn’t count

CHARLOTTE. In the tackroom,
HENRY. God's truth. The groom.

about being carried away.

DEBBIE. You don’t get carried away
needs absolute determination.
Henry. Will you stop this.
CHARLOTTE. No. I camt find it 1t was yonks ago. |
mean, not being catty, 1 was nearer the right age.
HENRY. Does it really matter who Played Giovanni 1o
your Annabella in ’Tjs Pity Sh

¢s a Whore?
CHARLOTTE. I just think ics awful
his name,

in jodhpurs, 1y

to have forgoten

DesBie. Perhaps he's forgotten yours.
CHARLOTTE. But it was my virginity,
DEBBIE. Was it actually on stage?
CHARLOTTE. Don't be silly — it was a British Council

tour. No, it was in a boarding house in Zagreb.
DesBIE. A bawdy house?

CHARLOTTE. The British Council has
for.

not his,

a lot to answer
HENRY. Look, we're supposed to be discussing a
family crisis,

CHARLOTTE. What's that?

Henry. Our daughter going on the streets,
DeBBie. On the road, not the streets.

| 7%
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ACT I |
i o dramatc.
. Stop being s e
CHAuoTiave a right to be dramati
HEN:z.oﬂE. I see what you mean.
o y. P'm her father. .
. . Oh, I see what yo e
- Sh'e-’s too young to go 0 wil o
. She's certainly too yogng to % sibgies
Cﬂhuglﬁféhn He s nice. (She has grven up he
one. IU's

¢a

fore you
hen he comes I want to see you both be y
bath when
i She goes out.) biank) Ma
dls]ippejf-&haf does he play? (DEBBIE looks )
ENRY. d
id he’s a musician.
sngBB'E- O = s Stwﬁr;ﬁ??e (pause) He's not
1 team
Henry. A travelling s
a musician. .
. Fairground.
EIE;BI:YE Welfrswings and roundabom:;.
Deseie. Tunnel of love. How’'s Annie:
v. In Glasgow. ‘ -
gz::m. Don’t worry, Henry, I Il be i;;p;;);?
Henry. Happy? What do you mean hap
Dessie. Happy! Like a warm pv.l.ppz‘r-.ll e down o7
HENRY: Dear Chrisg, 1s thatwha_t 1:’:d mf ome down o
1 hy that can’t be p_rm . s R
;iﬁ n’c: p:tﬂ\(r)iss?tzdyby happiness like being lucky with
wZngr. The weather is the weather.
Dessie. And happiness?
Henry. Happiness 1s ..
ight
we;)gmsalz. Are you happy, Henry?

equilibrium.  Shift your
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don’t mych like Henry |
called Fa. Fa anq i, '
DeBgig. Happy days, eh>

¢ Everlys 8etting
on? And the Searchers, How's o]d Elvis>
Hengry, He's deaqd.

DeBBiE. T dig know thac | mean how's he holding up
apart from thap
Henry, |

your Ca.lling me

never went for him mych, ‘All Shook Up’ was
the last good one. However, | Suppose that's the fate of 4
US artists,

Deggig Death?

Henry

- People saying th

- Well, maybe yq

€y preferred (he carly stuff
Henry. Dig

U were better thep,
't you like the last one»
hat, Hoyse of Cards? Well, it wasn't aboyt
Ptdid she havye o

fford

idn’t she? whg a
Crisis, Infidelity among the architect (|

ass. Again
HENRY, It was about self: knowledge through pain
DEBBIE. No, i was about did ]
she. As if

HENRY. Mogt people think i i

DEBBIE. Mg, People think 5oy having i off Is fidelty,
They think a] relationships hinge in the middle. Sex o
N0 sex. What a fantasy

range of possibiljy;
off switch. pig she or dj
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mo, amas,

. was none of YoU;~ ?ICL and it
rix! This wthe forbidden p aex, art was
h from FrenCh was s y

s1G,

2 was sex, . mes, mu
here. History enfriends, ga obviously
! ible, poetry, p‘ 1 which was and
x the BIbI& except biology hich was secret ant

erything was Sex not the one whi d all the things 1t
o but not really sex, d a sacrament an nd the same
sex Jtic and wicked a;‘ couldn’t be at one a s pULA0
ecst ut it tu
was supposed 10 '[:::1 the boiler room anf(i):re is free of —
ame — 1 go;;h?tall That's what free
. ter all.
be b]OlOg)"
da t that
propagf:ﬂ Don't get too good a hrase so
HENRY. . : nras
2 mnap
Dessie. What sive nonsense. SOPh!St?:l unravel it ICs
HENRY. Pe;rsui the loose end that wouca“ do that wu_h
[EAEyORER:ESE A perfect dud. You love is free of, is
flawless but wrong. bout ‘What free ‘what on the
words, bless’em. How a You could put a"wi free of is
love’? Another little gem. ter, ‘What free love 1s plicating
e 1 0O0SIET, e
end of it, like Bemz\:;\e words would EO ?cl:ve is free of
: ©’ — an . ‘What
1?1‘:3‘1:*;1:3}11\'2::5 like a spiral of DNti‘laG —*
;ovc° = free love is what lo;zll‘rﬁ going on. 1 suc-
) nterrupting) Fa he first time
DEBBIE. (interTu I, 1 remember, th e was dispens-
HenNRY. Ye;. :iisa[ion that the univers
cumbed to the

: u
- . > firstume yo
able minus one 1ad;{te it, Fa Justsayit The
¥y wr
Dessie. Don’t
ki Sl T
v. IUs to eem
HENTTber how it stoppcdf 5‘_ i
gme; knowing was used fo
ree

ing known. I
' d being knowr
e a::dd that in biblical
Esg love. Whosit knew
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has been wired up
brajl;l where imagi
no bi

DE1BngIZr than a torch bulb, Pain.
HENRY.
DEBBIE.
HENRy.
DEBBIE.

s

THE REAL THING
ACtqy

(ﬁﬂu! ) lla‘s Annie

ot som
Not as far as [ lmog eone else thep?

W, thank you for asking
Don't worry.

D b‘ -
S
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AcT I

colonization. ‘
Henry. Christ almighty. Another ersatz masterpiece.

Like Michelangelo working in polystyrene.
Despie. Do you know what your problem 1s, Henry?
Henry. What?
DesBlE. Your Latin mistress never took you into the
boiler room.
Henry. Well, at least 1 passed.
Dessie. Only in Latin.

(Doorbell)

Dessie. Do me a favour.

Henry. What?

Dessie. Stay here.

Henry. That bad, is he?
Despie. He's frightened of you.
HEenry. Jesus.

(CHARLOTTE enters in a bathrobe, a towel round her hair
perhaps. She carnes a bunch of postcards.)

CharLoTTe. Ten postcards — stamped and addressed.
Every week 1 get a postcard you get ten quid. No
postcards, no remittance. ( She gives DEBBIE the posteards.)

Dessie. Oh — Charley— (Kisses CHARLOTTE.) Sec

you, Henry.
Henry. There; my blessing with thee. And these few

precepts in thy memory...
Dessie. Too late, Fa. Love you (Kuisses hum. She leaves
with the Ruck-sack followed by CHARLOTTE. HENRY wais




78 THE REALTHINC

until CHA RLOTTE

returns, )
CHARLOT‘rE. w

at a good j

CHARLOT‘I‘E. I was i
(pause) How

first nighe?

Y seventeen,

n I was Seventeen
to Glasgow for the

n Zagreb whe

S Annie? Are you going

t know.
CHARLOTTF.. Ar

€'t you interested>
HEnry. Should 1 be?

CHARLOTTE. There's something touching aboy you,
Henry. Everybody shoulg b
used to bother

You were never bothered. Even
when I got talkeq into th '

PPosed to be ar

God, that dates me, doesn’t jr2 Debbie’s ingo Australian
films. Austratign Not Chips Raffert
HENRy. You've gone off again,

CHARLOTTE. Yes, well, it didp', bother
it meant you were having i

wasn’t supposed to

HENRY. Well, now that
— roughly how many—?
CHARLOTTE. Nine.
HENRY. (pause) Gosh.
CHARLOTTE. And look wh

it doesn’t . How Many — ,m

atyour one did Compared (o
HENRY. Nine?

-

R

¥ i

79
HE REAL THING
g 2

crll mmi['

A Feel betrayed? ht we'd made a €0
CHARLOTTE: rised. I thoug bar-

HenRy. SUrP commitments, only
ment no

_ You
ore. There arebc made again every day
RL

. think it sets
isit. Finish. YOU. nt
ing acommitment1s llr' er any strain you “’a‘re
(hinkmahng[e platform and 1[:;11 ?ou don’t have tj Il’rz o
: re i . indulg
likea COﬂC_ 're committe itde neglect, in (
ton it You ord alit > oursel
o f:i:ing' In factyou Ca‘;}zf:e and there, 150}‘:1::“5{’& I'ma
:nilitde bit of sarcasﬁldemeath it's con che‘;f/:ﬂe an idiot.
when you want:;s’ but you're an idio
in some W ime.
cow 1n Better luck next nm drink? _—
HENRY. You too. Have a u. How are thing
CH“RLOTTE& 't think so, thank 1}{Oh' >
n ¢ s’ (=
HENRY. :_ ; (:1(1? An arChltC(;L st Ibow. Well, he sort
with your frie 1 had to give him the €0OW. 07 " 0
CHARLOTTE. d him the architect 9f n}?i(m’
of left I caﬂ; t was the matter wlth] am-e home from a
Henry. W aVel'}' possessive type. CS and he said, why
CHARLOLER. only acouple Gtidays: en through my
job, Fd been awayd'a hragm? He’d_ bt’a And then, not
did I take g Erould you beh?ve‘ else. Can’'t have
bathroom }-:\ablr::ntet through everything
finding 1t, he w
that.

i say? . it just
e Wha; dlfid,y?‘;idz‘t take my diaphragm,
CHARLOTTE. 1 sa1

f
the tube ©
So he said, what about

. (8]
went with me.

- e there 2
1> 1 must admit he h:il’rp[)urageh — nowonde
Duragel: 14 hive's
You shou
HENRY.

the

" ynd they have 10
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C
H::ri:to;rs. (laughs) Cheers
. (toast ' .
s o ing with an emply hand) C},
i cers. ¢
o RLOTTE. Do you have 1o o2 )
. NRY. Yes, [ ought to 5
HARLOTTE .
o - You don’t fancy o
C i Nl ne for the road>
HHARLO'I"'I‘E. Or a drink>
ENRY. (smules) No offence

CHARLOTTE
. Remembe i
HENRY. What was that?r o bty

... your

Eorsl. Is that romant;
eromantic. Love
of virginity... ‘

@ Well, good. Everyth

- 80 ing sh
rk, music, literature, vi n

rginity, lo
CHarL g -
OTTE. You've still got one 10 lose, H
enry.

(Quiet music begins, continuing

B without break ¢y the end of

P
Scene Four

e ANNIEand BILLY arekissing embracng: wear

emply spac
- }?ng rehearsal clothes.

me, Annabella, — no more sister Now,
ame more gracious, — do not blush,

Beauty's sweet wonder, but be proud to !mow
That yielding thou hast conquered, an?l inflamed
A heart whose wribute is thy brother's life.

Annie. And mine is his. O, how these stol' n contents
Wwould print a modest crimson on my cheeks,
Had any but my heart's delight prevailed!

BiLwy. 1 marvel why the chaster of your sex
Should think this pretty oy called maidenhead
So strange a loss, when, being lost, 'tis nothing,
And you are sl the same.

Annie. "Tis well for you,

Now you can talk
BiLLy. Music as well consists
In the ear as in the playing.
ANNIE. O, you're wanton!
Tell on’t you're besg do.
BiLLy. Thou wilt chide me, then.
Kiss me:— (He hisses her lightly. She returns the

giLy. Co
But love, a

kiss n

earnest)

*In order to accommodate a scene change, Scene 4 was s oken twice,
once as a ‘word rchearsal’ and then again as an racting rehearsal’.
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!mveﬂmg bag

ANNIE.

the bag and goes to
HEnry. Hello,

i?

ANNIE.
audience was sick. Bi

(From the trq velling
ner bag uath hanc}t'es a

ANNIE,

(‘;JH.' g”-t“ { T
3 w b [ 4

ANNIE.

HeNgy.

ANNIE,
lunch?

.

Hello, 'm back (She
kiss HENRy )
(She starts taking

u
puts down the syycqs, and

off her coal) H
We had ; o

‘ave!fmg bag )
mﬁ back Overnight
nall smart-|,
¥ e Purchase from a boutique ) e
¢ you been doing? Hon the fi
ENRY, k o
»Ivthought you were O‘:”‘K ok
hat's the marer?
I was wor
Nothing

ghl You were com
ag ANNIE takes q s»

Imp

the sleeper.

dering what h
appened to
happened o me. Have y{)OL:J-h d
d
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acT it
Henry. NO. Did you catch the early train this morn-
ing then?
ANNIE. YCS. scratch lunch, all v
hutchen and returms after a moment.)
| since Sunday. Hasn't

ight? (She goes onto the
My God, 1t's all gone
downhil Mrs. Chamberlain
been?

Henry. 1 phoned the hotel.

Annie. When?

Henry. Last night They said you'd checked out.

Annte. Did they? (She picks up her suttcase and goes oul tnlo
the bedroom. HENRY doesn’t move. A few moments later ANNIE
reappears. without the switcase and almost walking backwards.)
Oh, God, Hen Have we had burglars?> What were
vou doing?

Henry. Where were you?

Annie. On the sleeper. I don't know why 1 said [ came
down this morning, It just scemed casier. [ wasn't there
last night because 1 caught the train straight from the
theatre.

Henry. Was the train late arriving?

AnNIE. Do you want to see my ucket?

Henry, Well, have you been to the zo0? ( She meets his
look expressionlessly.) who were you with?

Annie. Don't be like this, Hen. You're not like this.

Henry. Yes, 1 am.

Annie. 1 don't want you to. I¢s humihaung

Henry. | really am not trying to humiliate you.

Ansie. For vou, | mean 1¢'s humiliating for you.
(pause) 1 travelled down with one of the company. We had
breakfast at Euston Staton. He was waiting for a train. 1

stayed talking. Then [ came home, not thinking that sud-
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ACT 11
denly after two and a half ye

for my movements,
HENRY. You got off the sleeper and spent the Morning
sitting at Euston Station?
ANNIE. Yes,

ars, I'd be asked 10 accoup,

? (She turns away,)
HeNry. How

did you sleep? (She tumns ¢, look at hum
blankly) Well, did you?

ANNIE. Did [ whap What's the poinp You'd only won.
der if I was lying,

HEenry. Would you lie?
ANNIE. T might.
Henry. Did you?
ANNIE. No. You se

e?
everything back.

ANNIE. No. Did you find i

No. (She turns lowards the bedroom y)
HENRY. Was it Billy? (She

turns back )
ANNIE. Why Billy?
HeNRY. T know ips him, Billy, Bill
keeps droppin
can’t help isel
blip. Billy,

bedroom,

HEenry,

¥, Billy, the name
significance, buy
1 a computer. Blip,
I'm sorry abouy, the

8 cach time without
£ Hapless as a secret iy
Billy. Talk to me.

ANNIE. You should haye Put everything back. Every.
thing would be the way it was,

HENRY. You can't putthings back. They won't go back.
Talkto me. I'm your chap. I know about this, We start off
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icular
act !l ; igned for a particul
f those caterpillars des,lg And then not How
like on¢ © ive voracity of love. ended to meet
leaf The exclusiv av of things is not susp ¢ anyone else
; ne ";uy( it never is. I dc:n twslton& not the
ouk Speaal‘ ca: surprisingly, there's S(:)u know that in
but s_ometlmthé most available, b:ut {ion'l you find?> A
pretuest ?r it would be her. Or h‘m’d lightly to being
another l.lfe lt_n The room responds s tgendt‘d- svid a
small qu‘cﬁfma gr-ais-:‘d blind. Nothing Icr::lch the glint of
entered. Ifl fn doing anything, but )’0}; s a sort of polite
long way fro eelsc’SPOSSibility'-atldl u push it a little,
being 50;:160‘;0‘1 haven't missed it, sO yoscpof a promise
ow ) sen .
"ol within safey, but there’s ;?S; and kissing withou!
we - in the touc : in this
int 12 1
dimost being ma:;:: seem to say good m?;nd"ogiL Billy.
which e ?ncsscand one more push wou
busine
poncy
Right?
ANNIE. Yes. y ¥ 50
Henry. I love you 't be here if I didn't
. And I you. I wouldn't
ANNIE. AN '
Henry. Tell me, then.
ANNIE. T love you.

L ; now.
iy \l’\:f(:,t :::L That's all T'd need to k
ANNIE.

re.
Henry. You'd need mo

grange that ¢

v did but
AR e d it 1 can manage knowing if you
Henry. [ nee

ing 1
not knowing
I can’t manage

work -
ab}:N{::lE. Don’t blackmail

Henry. You'd ask me.

f you did or not. I won't be




THE REAL THNG ACT |

ANNIE, Dozens,
Henry, [ your head.

ANNIE. Whaps the difference» For the firs, Yearatleas,
every halfway deceng looking woman under fifry you
WEre ever going o meet.

HENnry. By¢ you learned beyeer.

No, I just learned no

L 1o care. There was no-
thing to keep you here so I assumed You wanted 1o stay, |
stopped caring aboy, the rest of j.

HeNry. 1 care. Tell me.

ANNIE. (hardering) 1 dig tell you, |
talking 1o Billy in a station cafeteria
straight home 1o YouandIfibbed ab,
that seemed ke infidelity — py, all
did 1 sleep with him firse?

HENry. Yes. Dig you?

ANNIE. No.

Henry. Did You want o?
ANNIE. Oh, for

instead of coming
utthe trajn because
YOou want to know js

God's sake!
Henry. You €an ask me,
ANNIE. T prefer 1o res

pect your Privacy.
HENRY. T have none. 1 disclaim it pig you?
ANNIE. What abouyq your dignity, then?
Hengy, Yes, you'd behave better than me. | don't
believe in behaving well | don’t believe in debonajr
rc]ationships. "How’s your lover today, Amanda> ‘Inthe
Pink, Charles. How's yours» | believe in mess, te
Pain, self-abasemne

nt, loss of se]
caring doesn' seem much

ars,

Frespect, nakedness, No;
different from not loving. Did
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ACT 1

. » ? I i u}.d be
» You did, d'dnctaynzl; I 1 had an affair, itwo
you This isn’t :
ANNIE'

ilt
't play on my gul
d. Care about that You can't piay
o ne.
o fronie K oK o u talk about?
or Iy T eed? What did yo
NRY. ’
. ie. Brodie mos}Jy. i
. v Yes. 1 had it com 'die's g |
e illy wants to do Bro v I
o are you going to seeh o i
i w:’lcgoing straight into anothe
. He's = |
| EN:::ES& s Wa“‘hto lsgivzg()’ I¢s all right
o i hen shou :
Henry. Fine, w
is i
o \l:.l'lll; no? Don't let me ou
ANNIE. B
o When were you thinking of going:
5 d
HE:TE I thought Lho:: \f(;eken
‘:‘;::'NR‘;'. And where 1s 1t
AnniE. Well, Glasgow. T
Henry. Billy travelled ]3
E ' .
and then took a train bac

C 7 P

to come

h you from Glasgow

ts for dignity.
thought I¢ll

e , d a partof
-place thinking ‘ that You haveto findap
'sE You mustn’t do
ANNIE.

;on't be worth
; or )Jou \'\-01’1 )

*m not important lothes and every-
yourself Whe::} ll]r:hat you did to my ;’l;)lfs not you. And
loving. I¢s a ‘:hat you did to yoursel '
thing. I mean

it's you § love.

HE
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w
eziillld. I hope it goes wel]
E. Thank you, (s, mt;ves

ACt

towards b,
b
of Brodije's edroom,)

Scene SiX

ANNIE sits reading on the train. BILLY approaches the seat next
" 1 ANNIE He speaks with a Scottish accent. He carries a

grip. The dialogue is amplified through a mike.

BiLy. Excuse me, is this seat taken?

AnniE. No.

giLy. Mind if I sit down?

Annie. I's a free country.

BiLLy. (Sits down) D’you reckon?

ANNIE. Sorry?

BiLy. You reckon it's a free country? (ANNIE ignores
him) Going far?

AnniE. To London.

Biry. All the way. (ANNIE starts to move to an empty
seat) T'll let you read.

Annie. Thank you. (She sits in the empty seal)

BiLy. My name's Bill. (She ignoes him,) Can 1 just ask
you one question?

AnNIE. Mary.

BiLLy. Can I just ask you one question, Mary?

Annie. One
BiLy. Do you know what time this train is due to

arrive in London?
Annie. At about half-past one, I believe, if ifs on

ume.
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BiLry. Yo
’ u put AC
used to sa Putmein mipd T
M : of M ..
ANNIE, I{To uSSollnl’ hC may b uSSo]lnl’ Mary P
BiLry, ¢ Swe-_ that's wrong — fha Fascist, by, pl
RogGer ars under his breqth ars the old s
- (voice off) ) So Cript
ANNIE. From th Okay, cut the ta;y Roger...
RoOGER. ; € top, Roger? =
(voice offf Give s ie:;lin
(A light chq Hie
n
ANN]i;e reveals that the se i
8ets up and moyes a?ug is a fake, in g IV st
a

exchange a fe y. BILLY j

T w . BILLY jo;

ing him estrange ;rds, and she moyes back t]f:m her.

a moment the m“}tzhappy feeling betwurn s }Zﬁf,f leay-
€ Jades ﬂut.) Aﬁef

Scene Seven

HENRY s alone listening to the radio, which i piaying Bach’s Air
ma G string ANNIE enters from the bedroom, dressed to

go out, and she is in a hurry.

HENRY. (urgently, on seemng her) Listen—

AnniE. I can’t T'm going to be late now.

Henry. Ifs important Listen.

AnNIE. What?

Henry. Listen. (She realizes that he means the radio. She lis-
tens for a few moments.) What is it?

ANNIE. (pleased) DO you like 12

Henry. 1 love it

ANNIE. (congratulating him) 1t's Bach.

Henry. The cheeky beggar-

AnnNiE. What?

Henry. He's stolen it

ANNIE. Bach?
Henry. Note for note. practically a straight lift from

Procul Harum. And he can’t even get it right Hang on.
rll play the original. (He moves to get the record.)
AnnNiE. (Pleased by im but going, moves Lo him.) Work well.

(She kisses him quickly and lightly.)
Henry. (He forces the kiss into a less casual one. His voice,

however, keeps 1ts detachment.) You to0.
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ANNIE, Last
. da -
shrugs.) No, all Tig})it Why don’t you comes

Henry, p
m only the ghost writer an
yway.

(The phone rings,)

* ars th ,
HENRY. (ingg the 4 €m, say I've left.

. hon

your f ¢) She

A;Nll';en(d?: (She hesz'lates.) ]usstle&(;” Oh..

~yes o.f akes the Phone. Into phaig. g

ri h y Course___ Ism .ustl ) Bl“}’...? YCS—_
ght.. Yes, fine. Good g e

You understand? )
HEnry. No,
ANNIE,

(00 ANNIE) 1¢5

whagp?

youd stop so e that When 1
t
becau b o § 5Y flokio ger upset. Igc(ljcanhv‘?set you said
get pathetic

se Is . :
min pain. No

ood .
g taste. So. Dignifie good. Notin very

. d c N
itcanb 4 uckold ;
¢ done. Think of it as modr:rlrsx ‘:n‘:fﬁcu]t trick, but

Mage. We h

ave

got beyond h :

; ypocrisy,

R i CO]Oniza(iorZ you and I. Exclusjye rights j
Sisn’t

ANNIE. Stop it —
HEenRry, (paus
myself where y

Please stop it.
¢) The trouble 1s, I can't

ou're not i
mportant. [ writ

}?nd 2 part of
€1norder g e
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ur while and to finance the way I want to live
t the way you want 1o live. The way [ want to
without you I wouldn’t care. I'd eat tinned
put on yesterday’s clothes. But as it is I
and tart up Brodi€’s

ks, and make money,
le drivel so he can be an

do him much good. A

worth YO
with you- No
Jive with you

gpaghetti and

change my sOC
unspeakable drivel into speakab
author too, like me. Not that it will
touch meretricious. Meretrix, meretricis. Harlot.

Annie. You shouldn’t have done it if you didn’t think
it was right.

Henry. You think its rig
than one moral system at a ti
think is right is right. Whatyou do is right. What you want
is right There was a tribe, wasn't there, which wor-
shipped Charlie Chaplin. It worked just as well as any
other theology, apparently. They loved Charlie Chaplin.
1 love you.

Annie. So you'll forgive me anyth
I'm a selfish cow but you love me sO you'll overlook 1t, 15
that righ? Thank you, but that's not it. 1 wish I felt selfish,
everything would be easy. Goodbye Billy. I don’t need

him. How can I need someone I spend half my ume tell-
_ what's a petard?, T've often

ht 1 can’t cope with more
me. Mine is that what you

ing, 1s that it, Hen?

ing to grow up? I'm...
wondered.

Henry. What?

ANNIE. A petard. Somet
of rope?

Henry. 1 don't think so.

ANNIE. Well, anyway. All righ?
Henry. All right what? 1 keep marrying people who

hing you hoist, 1s i, piece
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suddenly lose a wheel,

ANNIE. I don’t fee] selfish, I fee] hoist. | send g,
waves, you know. Not free, No¢

3 interested. He sort of got

means less than | thought
him as if it was nothing, a pick-
that. T just want him to stop

Y, I won't drop
up, it wasn’t that, I'm not

needing me so I can stop

(The phone rings. )

ANNIE. Maybe irs just me.

HENRY. (into phone) Roger—» she's
minutes ago — yes, I know, dear, but —
about unprofessional, Roger —
ing the war memorial with a bo

left, about ten
dor’t talk to me
you lost half 3 day shoot-

starts to go. Going.) Bye,
HENRY. Annie, (pause) Yes, all right,
ANNIE. T need you.
HENRY. Yes, I know.
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u feel for
- don’t let it wear away what yo
Please,

NIE. e

ANIL wor't, will it -
me No, not like t b

HENIw;ite. What time W1 dy »
i‘s Opplz Not late. (He nods

ANNIE-

tarts
- he gets up and s
leaves.) He sits down in his chair. Then he g

) tor Shade of Pale’,
HENRY. ( Procul Harum’s ‘A Whiter

" o, ds listening
laymg = T o G String’. Hestan le get
the recoﬂ_i P jon of ‘Airona the smile gets
whichis 1"‘“"‘1,“.585211, z{ntil the vocals start. Then

g l Y
to it, smiling a

lease, don't
lease, please, p

Oh, pleaSC, p

ovﬂﬁaken)

Tt will go on or it will flip into

back?
::1: She nods back and

t, but the music continues.)

(Then blackou
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Scene Eight

In the blackoyt the muys;

¢ gives
ANNIE and BILLy whway to recorded diaZOgu,, betwee
’ n

0 speaks with i
a Scot
BiLLy. (voice) tish acceny

Wai
ANNIE, t for me,

BiLLy ((vt?ice) Yes, I will
—— vozce) EVe thi .
Don’t yoy change, Tything’s got 1o change, Except y
ou.

ANNIE. (o
. ¢e) No, 1 P
everythmg to Change won't, |

BILLy. (voice
: ) Tha
have 0 do j m)’selt could take longer,

Il wait for you and for
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ACT
machines. when did they come out? -

Heny. Well, 1 suppose they were coming out about

the time you were going in.

BropIE. You can set them two weeks ahead.

Henry. Yes.

gropte. How much?

Hengy. A few hundred. They vary.

ropie. Pl have to pinch one sometime.

Henry. If you leave it a bit, they 1l probably improve
them so that you can have it recording concurrently with
your sentence.

Brobie. (Looks at HENRY without expression.) Annie
looked nice. She’s come on a bit since Rosie of the Royal In-
firmary. A good-looking woman. (HENRY doesn’t answer.)

(ANNIE enters from the kitchen with a dip, peanuls, etc. on a tray.
She puts the tray down. HENRY pours wine into a third

glass.)

BrobIE. Just saying, you look nice.
AnNie. Oh, yes?
Brobie. The pretty one was supposed to be me, was he?
AnNiE. Well...
Bropie. He's not a pansy, is he?
Annie. 1 don't think so. (HENRY hands her the glass of
wine.) Thank you.
HEeNRy. (to BRODIE indicating

think?
Bropie. 1 liked it better before. You don’t

the TV) What did you

mind me

saying?
Henry. No.
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ANNIE. Tt did work,

BRODIE. You mean getting me Sprung?
ANNIE. No, I didn’t mean that.
Brobie. Thars right. 1 got Sprung by the militarises,
Henry. 1 don'e think I follow th

at.
Brobie. Halfa billion

ACT 1

€asy, fine the bas.
four, five to a cell.

blow up. Even the

Slight pause. HENRY stays still )

ANNIE. Please help yourself.
BRODIE. (He does 50,

HENRY. Is it against your principles to say thank yoy
for anything, even a drink?

Brobie. Fair enough.
It probably needed so
prejudices.

HENRY. Yes, the

You had ago. You dj

dyour best
mething,

10 work in with their

y are a bit prejudiced, these dram,
on’t like plays which g0 ‘clunk’
ens his mouth, They gang up a
with no idea that everything

cve

gainst
haS a

time someone op
soap-box bigots
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ACT I

1 to ANNIE, puz-
h thinkTVisavisual medium. (fo
length.T ey

is bt i were
Jed) 1s th1s him? lever with me, Henry, like you

B be C 'nto 1[1 and
BROD‘F’hD(;nptlay. lived itand put my gues!
clever with m

I'm not stupl No, this isn't hi rain.
A ﬂ;){ HEif f){?)ody is. That was me on the
BrODIE. €s,

[- . ] " -)

I forget, he
some row, .
been in some trouble at the camf{e didn’t know anything

: twithout leave. : utanything,
was going achE“He didn’tknow a-“Ythmll]g a:;;:)ne we got 1o
aboutamarch. ary. By the Klux
e of the Royal Infirm : the Ku
except Roste of 1d fave followed me mtoassing the war
London he woz on. And when we were I;e of those big
Klan. H.e i t his lighter out. I.[ was © die goes over
memorial .he go click, snap. Private E?r(; ad except 1o
the top to t ewhat else could 1 do? HeThat one 1 would
impress me should have told me.
Henry. YOu

rite.
have known how to W

- I'm sull here. . ill you?
i - . wi
BRooiE. L:stez are, Bill Finish your drink, y
So yo ]
ANNIE.

tands up.) 1
hy not? (He finishes his dn.nk ar;de ket
A bw kyfor some dip another ume.
can come bac

bowl of dip and hands it to ANNIE)
0w
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ACT 1
ANNIE. No time lik

€ the present, (s, Lakes the poyy of dip

T, leaving it

as so interesting o meet yoy, rd
heard so much about you,

Brobig, | don’t real

No way in, I
Was in prison. You know what |
the door holding BRO

DIE’s coat, He
Tas he walks gyt She follows him, and
ing. ANNIE Teturns.)

it scared

(The phone rings.)

HEnry. (He pcks it up) Hello,

(1nto the phone, suddenly
uncomfortable) Qh, hello. Did You want to speak (o
ANNIE. No,

(to
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to marry
B one actress is ur.lfort;nmatfl, ¢ covers the
g m;f:;)é for it (ANNIE kme;{e;lly? Across a
wois SMPY SV, Into phone)
4 wi
ﬂwidhf’w“

om, Ch? e.
CIOWdef 1FI?ve had it. Look after m
ANNIE.

; . ’'myour
vers the mouthpiece.) Don t‘f"o(rz to say 5O,
Henry. (Heco Well, it's very decent 0 goes hemean?
chap. (into phone) ‘No hard feelings?’” What d now. (ANNIE
Max. (to ANEV IEI)ne, he wouldn’t be engage
If it wasn’t 1ot

nd turning
i ile and goes arou

him with a sm ¢ bedroom door.
disengages hme{qt?l:lonly light is coming from fr:’hlel be so upset
out the lights unh orofeaid she 1sn't.. Sl'l1 heiihE missed
Into Ph:m&)l 1’:0- No, 1 mean when I tel

when I tell her... )

. Max. Isn't
. delighted,
delighted. T'm
No. she'll be
you... t]

out
] ights and goes
derful? (ANNIE finishes with the lig

love wonde

; ith MAX
- being impatiently patient w d to
RY is being impa k forwar
into the bedroom. H Etf end it.) Yes, well wt’l: 1‘;:; clicks on the
on the phone, m?\rghat? Oh, yes? (Absenty
meeting her.

little radio.)

very Wi

)
( ' f

: still
Henry. (He is immediately beguhim—) Sppurys ¥ S

through to

kle gets back ek

e )
ere.




