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CHARACTERS
TURAL. . . . Playwnight and collaborator with Gal, of middle age

GAL . .. Playwright and collaborator with Turas, of middle age

ADAM...... ... ..ol A young composer, aged 25
NATASHA .................. An actress, aged 35 to 40
IVOR ..ovivvivisinsins smamens An actor, aged 45 to 50
DVORNICHEK ..................... A cabin steward

The action takes place on board the SS ITALIAN CASTLE
sailing between Southampton and New York via Cher-
bourg.

A NOTE ON THE ACCENTS

Little or nothing hinges on the nationality of the charac-
ters. In the original production TURAI and GAL, who
retain their names from the Hungarian, spoke virtually
without an accent. NATASHA spoke with a Hungarian
accent invoking the tradition of English-speaking Con-
tinental stars, but this is not a vital matter. More point is
made of ADAM’s being French, so he spoke with the
appropriate accent. IVOR is English. My assumption
about DVORNICHEK is that whatever his nationality his
English is mysteriously perfect.



ROUGH CROSSING

ACT ONE

The private verandas of the two most expensive suites on the
Italian Castle. Turai’s veranda is needed more than
Natasha’s veranda. Entrances on to this little deck are made
from upstage through the interior, partly visible, of Turai’s
sitting room.

It is late at night. There is enough moonlight and electric
light around to ensure that we are not peering into the
gloom.

TURAI is standing by the rail.

DVORNICHEK approaches from within, balancing a
silver tray on one hand, and also balancing himself as
though the boat were in a storm.

(Later when the boat is in a storm, and when everybody else
is staggering about, the boat’s movements seem to cancel out
DVORNICHEK’s so that he is the only person moving
around normally.)

DvornicHek. (Entering) Here we are, sir! One cognac!
Turar. Oh ... Thank you.

5
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DvornicHEK. For those in peril on the sea there’s no-
thing like a large cognac as a steadying influence.

Tural. You could do with a steadying influence your-
self. You’d better put it down.

DvornicHek. Thank you, sir. Your health. (He drinks
the cognac.) And may I say what an honour it is to serve
you, sir! (He stands swaying.) Quite a swell!

TuralL (modestly) Thank you.

DvornicHek. Will there be anything else, sir?

Turar. Perhaps a cognac.

DvornicHEK. I recommend it, sir. It calms the waters
something wonderful.

Tural. Thank you ... er ...

DvornicHEK. Dvornichek, sir.

Tural. Dvornichek. But surely we're still in har-
bour.

DVORNICHEK. (surprised) Are we, sir? I see no sign of
it.

Tural It's on the other side of the boat.

DvornicHEK. By God, you’re right. I thought the front
end was that way, but that’s the back end, is it?, and
you’ve got a right-hand-side room.

Tural Starboard.

DvornicHEK. I beg your pardon, sir?

Turan Er...

DvornIicHEK. Dvornichek.

Tural. Dvornichek. So this is your first crossing?

DvoRrNICHEK. (impressed) That's miraculous. I suppose
in your line of work you can tell a character at a
glance.

Turar It's agift. 1take no credit for it. Where was your
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last position?

DvoRrNICHEK. Paris, sir. The George. (French pro-
nunciation)

Turar. Cing?

DvornicHEK. No, it’s a hotel. 'd be grateful if you
didn’t mention it to anyone. I told them it was the
Mauretania. They suspect nothing in the basement.

TuraL I should try to pick up a few nautical ex-
pressions.

DvornicHEK. That's a very good idea, sir. I shall
start immediately.

Tural. And could you find Mr. Gal for me.

DvornicHEK. No problem. He went to the telegraph
office.

Tural. Where is that?

DvornICcHEK. On the ... starboard side, sir. Up by the
chimneys. I'll be back with your drink in no time.

Tural Get one too for Mr. Adam - his cabin is
opposite mine on the other side of the boat.

DvORNICHEK. Yes, Sir.

Tural. Port.

DvorNICHEK. Yes, sir. And a cognac.

Tural Er...

DvoRrNICHEK. Dvornichek.

Tural. Dvornichek. Present my compliments and ask
Mr. Adam what he’d like to drink. And, by the way, be
patient when you speak with him - he suffers from a
nervous disability, in fact a speech impediment, which
takes the unusual form of ... (He sees that ADAM has entered
the cabin and is approaching. As ADAM enters the deck:) Ah,
dear boy, how are you! Come out here—

DvornIcHEK. Good evening, sir.
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(Everything stops. ADAM’S nervous disability takes the form of a
pause of several seconds before he can embark on a sentence. Once
he starts, he speaks perfectly normally without stuttering. One
result of this, in certain situations, is that ADAM is always
answering the last question but one. Later on in the play, unless
otherwise indicated, ADAM always hesitates before embarking on
a speech but usually the hesitation is notional.)

ApaM. (finally) Good evening.

DvornicHEK. Welcome aboard, sir. If there’s anything
I can do for you don’t hesitate to ask. (pause)

Apam. Thank you, I won’t.

Tural. All unpacked? Found a place for everything?

DvornicHek. I expect you'd like a drink, sir?

Apam. Oh, yes, but I haven’t brought much with
me.

DvornicHEK. No problem, we’ve got plenty, youw’ll be
all right with us.

Apam. No, I don’t think I will.

DvornicHEk. Course you will - I trust your cabin is
satisfactory?

Tural. How did you find your lady love?

ApaM. Most comfortable, thank you.

Tural. Have you seen her yet?

DVORNICHEK. Are you going to get one in?

Apam. Not yet, she’s still at dinner.

DvornicHEK. No, I mean a drink. A port, wasn’t it?

Tural. Why don’t we wait for her together?

ApaMm. No, really, thank you.

DvornicHEK. We've got a Rebello-Valente 1911, or
there’s the ’24.
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Apam. Thank you, I'd like that very much.

DvornicHEK. Which?

TuraL (Crossly, to DVORNICHEK ) What do you want?

DvornicHek. Oh, thank you, I'll have a cognac.

Apam. I don’t drink port.

Tural. We could send word to her table that we're
on board.

DvornICcHEK. Forget the port - we’ve got everything.
Just name it.

Apam. No, I'd like it to be a surprise.

DvorNICHEK. A surprise. Right.

TuraL Er...

DvorNICHEK. Dvornichek.

Tural. Dvornichek - go away.

DvornicHEK. Go away ... right. No problem. (He goes
away. If there are chairs, TURAI and ADAM make themselves
comfortable. There is quite a long pause while ADAM struggles
into speech.)

ApaM. Let's not talk if you don’t mind because my
starting motor is behaving worse than ever no doubt
from the excitement of seeing Natsha again and I feel so
silly having to choose between on the one hand strug-
gling to resume each time the flow is interrupted and on
the other hand gabbling non-stop so as to give an impres-
sion of easy conversation which isn't in fact easy when
you are trapped like a rat in a runaway train of ever more
complicated sentences that shy away from the approach-
ing full stop like a - like a - damn!

TurAL (TURAI waves him courteously to silence.) Like a
moth shying at a candle flame. Too boring. At a lepidop-
terist, then. Too banal. Like a girl shying at her first
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compliment. Oh, I like that. Like a boy shying at a
coconut, no, I've gone too far again. How ironical that
tongue-trippery should come in my shape and tripped-
uppery in yours. I sound like a leading man, and you
look like one, and between us we have to rely on clods
like Ivor Fish to present the warld with our genius. Oh,
hello, Gal, your genius too, of course.

(This is because GAL has emerged from inside the cabin. He is
perhaps not as clothes-conscious as TURAI but has at least an
equal dignity. This is not impaired by the fact that he happens to be
eating a stick of celery.)

GaL. There you are, Turai. Good evening, Adam. Any
sign of Natasha? Don’t reply. And don’t listen to Turai.
He has no genius. He can write a bit but unfortunately
writes a lot. I have no genius either. Economy of expres-
sion I have. I have cabled New York.

Tural. We really would have taken your word for it.

ApaM. No, she’s still at dinner.

GaL. I've ordered a cognac.

Turar. What did you say?

GaAL. ‘Bring me a cognac.’

Tural. This was the cable to New York?

GaL. You have become confused. We have an excel-
lent cabin steward. I forget his name. I asked him to
bring me a cognac. The cable to New York was another
thing altogether: ‘Safely embarked SS Italian Castle, arriv-
ing Sunday with new ending, don’t worry.” I thought it
best not to mention the new beginning.

Tural. What's wrong with the beginning?
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GaL. Won’t do. Curtain up. Chaps talking. Who are
they? We don’t know. They’re talking about something
they evidently know all about and we know nothing
about. Then another chap. Who is he? They know so they
won’t tell us. Five minutes have gone by. Everything
must fall into place or we’ll stop caring. They mention a
woman. Who is she? We don’t know. They know so they
won’t tell us. So it goes.

Tural. The Merchant of Venice begins like that.

GaL. There you are, you see. Won’t do.

Tural. What do you suggest?

GaL. Introduce a character part, on board the boat
but outside the main story; comes in at the beginning
and recognizes everybody, knows exactly what they are up
to and fills in the whole jigsaw with one speech. He could
be an Irish policeman called Murphy.

Turar. Yes ... I don’t know, though ... an Irish police-
man called Murphy right at the beginning of The Merchant
of Venice.

GaL. Pm not talking about The Merchant of Venice.

Tural. Oh, I see. But why should the policeman do
such a thing?

GaL. Why shouldn’t he?

Turar. And why is he Irish?

GaL. I had a reason for that but I've forgotten what
it was.

Tural. And what is an Irish policeman doing on the
boat anyway?

GaL. Emigrating.

TuralL But it's a round-the-world cruise.

GaL. That’s what it was.
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Turat. No, no, no. 'm disappointed in you, Gal. Fills
in the jigsaw indeed! From now on you just do the
cables.

(DVORNICHEK arrives with a tray on which there are a cognac
and a revolting looking cocktail.)

DvornicHek. Here we are, gentlemen! One cognac
and a Mad Dog.

Tural At last. (GAL takes the cognac. TURAI arrives at the
tray too late.) What is this muck?

DvornicHEK. That's the surprise.

Tural I don’t like surprises, especially when one is
expecting cognac. How would you like it?

DvornicHek. Thank you, sir, most considerate - your
health! But first - if I may be so bold - a toast! A toast to
three passengers who have honoured the steamship
Italian Castle by their embarkation at Cherbourg tonight
bound for New York To Sandor Turai and Alex Gal,
world-famous playwrights and men of the theatre,
friends and collaborators over twenty years and count-
less comedies, dramas, light operettas, revues, sketches,
lyrics and libretti, on five continents and in as many
languages, joint authors, as ever, of the new comedy with
music, The Cruise of the Dodo! And to their discovery, friend,
protege, the young maestro, plucked from obscurity to
imminent fame, their new composer, Adam Adam! -
Coupled with their lovely leading lady in the room
above*® - the darling of the gods, Natasha Navratilova, or

*Or ‘next door’, depending on the staging.
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as she is known among the readers of the society pages ...
Natasha Navratilova! - Oh, and her leading man in D4,
the matinée idol, Ivor Fish! Both of whom are now at din-
ner having boarded at Southampton earlier this after-
noon! I raise my glass to your success in New York and
I’m only sorry you’re not taking the romantic lead your-
self, Mr. Adam; I saw you last year at the Chapeau Rouge
in One, Two, Button My Cabbage and youw’d be better than
Ivor Fish any jour of the semaine but let that pass, on
behalf of the management I bid you welcome within the
four walls of the SS Italian Castle, and may I say how
thrilled I am personally that you have booked the Pisa
Room for shipboard rehearsals! (DVORNICHEK drains his
glass.)

Tural. This is outrageous.

GaL. Thank you ... er ...

DvornicHEK. Dvornichek.

GaL. Do you mind if I call you Murphy?

DvorNICHEK. Not at all, sir. Will there be anything
else, sir?

GaL. Well, we’re also having a little trouble with the
ending.

DvornicHEk. 1 know what you mean.

GaL. You do?

DvorNICHEK. Miss Navratilova was kind enough to let
me read your play.

Tural. Look, what does one have to do to get a drink
round here?

GaL. Murphy, another cognac.

DvORNICHEK. Yes, sir.

GaL. And a little something to eat.
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(ADAM is trying to speak to DVORNICHEK.)

DvornicHEK. No problem ... (to ADAM) Dvornichek.

GAL. (to TUARI) That man could do a lot for The
Merchant of Venice. He’s got everything in except why
Natasha isn’t expecting us until the morning. (DVORNI-
CHEK is in the process of misunderstanding why ADAM is having
difficulty addressing him.)

DvornicHEK. Dvornichek ... (ADAM tries again.)
Murphy.

ApaMm. (Finally succeeding.) 1 know I would but unfor-
tunately, shortly after appearing in that revue at the
Chapeau Rouge, I was struck by this curious disability
which has made it impossible for me to continue my car-
eer as a performer.

DVORNICHEK. (Sympathetically) Why, what's the problem?

TuraL (to DVORNICHEK) Are you still here?!

DVORNICHEK. (turning away from ADAM) Yes, sir—

ApaM. (Just too late) Timing.

DVORNICHEK. (continuing) Just off, sorry - you gentle-
men caught me on the hop arriving by private launch in
the middle of dinner. Miss Navratilova told me you were
in Deauville working on the ending and would be joining
the ship with the Cherbourg passengers in the morning
after breakfast.

GaL. Yes, well—

DvornicHEk. Dor’t tell me - you got tired of work,
tired of Deauville, and Mr. Adam couldn’t wait another
night to be reunited with his lady-love.

GaL. (gratefully) Murphy - have a cognac.

DvornicHek. Thank you, sir! I'll be back in no time.
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(DVORNICHEK leaves.)

TuRrAL (exasperated) Are you paying that man?

GaL. (to ADAM) You know, Murphy’s quite right. It's
tragic that you can’t play the role of Justine Deverell.
Especially as we’ve got Ivor Fish. Ivor’s very popular with
the public, of course, a couple of hours of Ivor’s com-
pany every eighteen months being just about right, but
they don’t knowingly get on boats with him. (ADAM has
been gearing up to speak.)

ApaM. (finally) 1 could play it all right if only this
ridiculous hesitation were the same each time.

Turar. How do you mean?

Apam. All I'd have to do is anticipate my lines.

GaL. That's a good idea. I see what you mean.

Apam. Then I'd start speaking just as it’s my turn.

GaL. Of course you would! Do you see what he’s get-
ting at, Turai?

Apam. Unfortunately I can’t time it.

GaL. But you’re timing it perfectly!

Apam. It's a matter of luck if I come in at the right
moment.

GaL. Luck? What luck? You’ve solved it

Apam. It could go wrong at any moment because
sometimes my voice comes out in a couple of seconds,
sometimes 1 seem to be hesitating for minutes on end,
and I never know which it’s going to be.

GaL. (ignoring him) T'll cable New York. ‘Fish over-
board, a star is born.’

Turar. Well, what is it normally, would you say?

GaL. We'll need costume fittings. What's your hat
size?
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Apam. It varies according to my state of mind.

GaL. That's remarkable. What is it at the moment?

TuraL (to GAL) Be quiet. (to ADAM) Perhaps the other
actors could fill in until you’re ready to speak, though it
would be an enormous problem if the hesitation is
too long.

GaL. What about your feet?

ApaM. Enormous.

GaL. Enormous feet.

Tural. He's not talking to you! (2o ADAM) Whart's the
longest it’s ever been?

Apam. The longest was two days, that night at the
Chapeau Rouge when it all began.

Tural. Two days? The audience would have gone
home.

ApaM. (pause) They did. (pause) Ilooked up in the mid-
dle of my first song and there at a table in the front row
was my mother.

Turar. And you fell silent for two days?

Apam. I hadn’t realized she’d got out of gaol. She’'d
been arrested in front of the Mona Lisa, which is where
she’d spent a surprising part of her time since becoming
convinced that she was the reincarnation of that lady, and
1 could tell by the enigmatic way she was smiling at me
she hadn’t changed a bit. I found I couldn’t speak.

GaL. It had happened before?

Apam. From childhood, every time she got out of
gaol.

GaL. But why did they keep putting her in gaol?

ApaM. Assault, battery, attempted incestuous rape of a
minor, and committing a nuisance in a public place,
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namely in front of the Mona Lisa.

GaL. Remarkable woman.

Apam. Terrifying.

Turar. Well you’ve given her the slip now.

Apam. I hope so. But it’s just as well we’ve got Ivor
Fish, and I don’t mind a bit who plays Natasha’s lover so
long as ’'m her lover because Natasha is my muse and
without her love 1 would fall silent truly and forever.

GaL. How the papers would have loved it. Adam
Adam and Natasha Navratilova, the love birds on stage
together every night, and it would have given the ending
a wonderful quality, too, if we had an ending.

Tural. We have four and a half days. We wrote Lottie
From Brest-Litousk in four and half days.

GaL. It also ran four and a half days. It was the first
play ever to close after a matinee.

Tural. That's because we didn’t have Adam’s music.

GaL. That's true. (ADAM tries to speak.) Don’t say any-
thing unless you have an ending.

ApaM. Or Natasha either.

Turar. What?

ApaM. (pause) You didn’t have my music or Natasha
either.

GaL. Also true.

Tural. And, don’t forget, even if Deauville let us down
with the ending, we have brought her a new song for the
second act.

GaL. All wrue. With Adam’s music and Natasha and
the new song and a new ending and an Irish policeman,
we shall have a wonderful success in New York if we do a
little work on the middle ... even if we are stuck with
Ivor.
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TuraAlL (hopefully) Tvor and Natasha have been very
good together in the past, that play where Ivor had the
motorbike ...

GaL. Yes, they had a wonderful eighteen months in
Pauline Rides Pillion, and a slightly disappointing three
weeks in Romeo and Juliet. God that was a mistake, people
do the silliest things when they’re in the middle of
an...

TuralL (hurriedly) Tve got a wonderful idea! Lets
welcome her back from dinner with the new song! Adam,
go and get the score from your cabin, and a piano or
something of the sort—

GAL. Yes, yes, and if she comes back we’ll keep quiet as
mice till you return and then we’ll serenade her together
with the new number. What do you think? (ADAM tries to
speak.) Just nod. (ADAM nods and leaves.) ’'m sorry. It
slipped out.

Tural. You know ... we should have sent her a
telegram: “Arriving tonight”.

GaL. Adam wanted to surprise her.

Tural. He may succeed.

GaL. Oh, come now, all that was years ago. She was
just a young girl flattered by an older man’s attentions.
Ivor was the bigger name then, and naturally one thing
led to another, but everything’s different now - she’s a
star and he’s a middle-aged clod with a wife and four
children and anyway she’s in love with Adam - no, it’s out
of the question. (He reflects.) We should have sent a
telegram.

TuraAL (nodding gravely) Never surprise awoman. They
love surprises so long as they’ve been warned.
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Gar. Look, 'm sure this isn’t necessary but why don’t
I keep Adam busy until Natahsa is safely back in her
room? Then let us know the good news and we’ll all sur-
prise her. We must have a happy composer to compose
and a happy actress to sing and then we’ll have a happy
ending when we have an ending.

(DVORNICKEK enters with a cognac and boiled potato on a
tray.)

DvornicHEK. Here we are, sir, one cognac and a
little something.

GaL. What's this?

DvornICHEK. A boiled potato, sir.

GAL. (taking it and leaving) Thank you, Murphy.

Turar. What kept you?

DvornicHEK. You wouldn’t beieve it. I went up the
wrong staircase and found myself on the roof.

TurAL (irritated) The top deck.

DvornicHEK. And then I nearly fell down the trap
door—

TuraL (exasperated) Down the hatch, Murphy!

DvornicHEk. Down the hatch, sir! (He knocks back the
brandy in one) — and tripped over a rope strung
between bollocks.

Tural. Look, would you please try to learn the proper
names of things—

DvornicHEK. Yes, sir. Will there be anything else,
sir?

TuralL (faintly) Perhaps a cognac.

DvornicHEK. No problem, sir. (solicitously and innocently)
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Is everything all right, sir?
Tural. No. Everything —

(At that moment he hears NATASHA’S VOICE singing from
within her cabin.)

TuralL Yes! Yes, everything is fine, Murphy. Go and
fetch - no, T'll go and fetch them. Get a bottle of cham-
pagne. Perrier. Jouet ’21.

DVORNICHEK. Yes, Sir.

Tural. And four glasses.

DvornICHEK. No problem. (TURAI hurriedly follows
DVORNICHEK out through the cabin. NATASHA’S VOICE
still continues singing and she emerges on to her verandah, singing
to herself.)

NATASHA. (sings)

THIS COULD BE THE TIME.
NEVER BEEN SO FANCY FREE
TILL I KISSED YOU

AND YOU KISSED ME.

ISN'T IT SUBLIME?

THIS COULD BE THE TIME.
WHEN I SAW YOU

MY KNEES WENT WEAK

MY THROAT WENT DRY.

1 COULD HARDLY SPEAK.

(IVOR FISH in evening dress and holding a bottle of champagne
and two glasses appears in the doorway and joins her on
deck.)
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Ivor. Do you have to sing that song?

NATASHA. (sings)
ISN’T IT HEAVENLY?
I'm singing it because I like singing it, and because he
wrote it for me to sing ... (sings)
TURTLE DOVES SANG TWO FOR TEA
YES, IT'S TRUE, WHEN I KISSED YOU
WEDDING BELLS RANG TEA FOR TWO

. and if it bothers you, you have your own cabin.

(sings)
LALALATLATLATLA
In fact I don’t know why you’re not in it. I never invited
you into mine.

Ivor. Natasha, Natasha, how can you forget?!

NatasHA. I haven’t forgotten - you barged in and started
opening my champagne.

Ivor. I sent you the champagne.

NatasHa. That’s why it's mine.

Ivor. How can you speak to me like that? I was the
love of your life!

NatasHA. That was another life. Now please go to bed,
Ivor - it’s very thoughtless of you to risk compromising
me like this.

Ivor. I? I compromise you? I who discovered you? Is
this the thanks I get? I who picked you for my pillion!

NATAsHA. (primly) I've already thanked you for that.

Ivor. I who climbed up to your balcony!

NATAsHA. (coldly) Only for three weeks.

Ivor. And what about this afternoon in that very
cabin?

NatasHA. It’s very bad form to dig up the past like
this.
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Ivor. Natasha!

NatasHa. I weakened for a moment when you said
youwd kill yourself.

Ivor. You weakened for twenty-five minutes.

NatasHA. You said you'd exterminate your entire
family. If you had any soul you would have understood
that this afternoon was my farewell to that part of my life.
I'm going to be a different woman from now on. My
Adam will be here in the morning. He calls me his
madonna. So there’ll be no more of that.

Ivor. You don’t love me?

NaTtasHA. No.

Ivor. Ill kill myself.

NATASHA. Now, now.

Ivor. I'll kill my wife and children and then myself.

NatasHa. It's no good, I’'m not in the mood. Anyway,
your wife is much more likely to kill you if she finds out
what youre up to. You remember your wife? Pir-
anha?

Ivor. Paloma. But she’d still kill me. (keroically) P'm
willing to take the risk - do you want a man or a boy?

NatasHA. A boy.

Ivor. I'll kill him!

NatasHA. That would not be very sensible. If I know
Gal and Turai those three will show up in the morning
with half the second act still to come.

Ivor. (unheroically) Oh, how can you treat me like this
when I love you so dreadfully.

NatasHA. Now don’t be such a baby. I can’t bear you
to cry. Come on, you must go to bed.

Ivor. All right, I'll go. Only let me wait ull you’re
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ready for bed so I can kiss you goodnight and then I
swear I'll leave you.

NatasHa. All right. But you wait out here while I
change, and no peeking.

Ivor. Oh, thank you, thank you, every moment is
precious.

NaTtasHA. T'll only be a minute. (NA TASHA disappears
inside continuing to sing to herself. IVOR stands looking moodily
at the sea.)

(Below, TURAI GAL and ADAM creep back into view and on to
their deck. GAL carries sheet music and is eating a chicken leg.
ADAM is carrying a banjo. TURAI takes charge in mime, getting
the group into serenading position. Irritably he dispossesses GAL of
his snack. He examinies the manuscript score closely. When he is
satisfied and everything is ready, he takes up the stance of a conduc-
tor. Above, NATASHA reappears having changed into a very
beautiful but high-collared néglige. She pauses in the doorway as
TURAI’S hand is about to descend.)

NatasHA. There! I'm ready!

Ivor. My darling! (The THREE TROUBADOURS freeze.)

NaTasHA. Now you may kiss me.

Ivor. My angel! (The TROUBADOURS turn.)

NatasHa. Now, you promised not to get carried
away.

Ivor. I can’t help it.

NatasHa. You're not going to begin again!

Ivor. Yes, again! (The TROUBADOURS recoil in'silent con-
fusion.) And again! And again!

TurAL . (urbanely to ADAM) This doesnt necessarily
mean—
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Ivor. I love you, I adore you, I worship you!

GaL. (thoughtfully) He’s always been a tremendous fan
of hers.

Ivor. I worship you as the moth worships the candle
flame! (TURAI gives a professional wince.) 1 love you as the
Eiffel Tower loves the little fleecy cloud that dances
around it in the summer breeze. (ADAM sits down.)

NatasHa. You'll soon forget me!

Ivor. No, no, I'm mad about you. But you’ve plucked
out my heart like the olive out of a dry Martini and
dashed me from your lips! (Despite everything, GAL and
TURALI turn to each other in wonder.)

NaTAsHA. Don’t spoil everything we’ve had together.
(ADAM breaks a banjo string.) Give me your hands - T will
remember your hands, such clever, wicked hands, too,
when I think of what they have done. (ADAM breaks two
more banjo strings.) Please be a good boy - remember this
afternoon. (ADAM stands up.) Here, let me kiss you.

Ivor. That’s not a kiss. That's a tip!

NatasHa. Keep your voice down.

Ivor. I don’t care. Let the whole world know that I
mean nothing to you. I'm a dashed Martini!

TuraL (quietly to ADAM) Come on—

NaTtasHa. That's not true - you will always be the first. I
was a girl and you made me a woman. If I had ten hus-
bands no one can take your place. (ADAM takes the score
from TURAI and rips it once across, and throws it down.) But ’'m
engaged to be married so please be kind and leave me
now. (ADAM makes to leave but is given further pause by the next
lines.)

Ivor. All right, I will. Only let me see you as I want to
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remember you. Lift your hair. Let me move your collar
just a litde.

NatasHA. Oh, youre impossible. What are you
doing?

Ivor. One last look, one touch, I beg you! Oh, that
pink rounded perfection! Let me put my lips to its
rosy smoothness.

GaL. Her shoulder.

Ivor. And the other one!

GaL. Her other shoulder.

Ivor. How beautifully they hang there!

GaL. We should have sent a telegram.

NatasHA. Now stop it—

Apam. I will throw myself overboard. (ADAM leaves.)

TuraL (to GAL) Go with him. (GAL leaves.)

Ivor. Oh, forgive me.

Natasua. I'll forgive you, you donkey, if only you'd
go.

Ivor. I'm going now. Goodbye, Natasha, goodbye
forever.

NatasHA. See you after breakfast. I'm going to be up
early to meet Adam. And those two old rogues. (TURAI
looks pained.) 1 do hope they’ve looked after my poor boy.
(TURAI looks even more pained.)

Ivor. One more kiss! (TURAI almost loses patience.)

NatasHA. Good night, Ivor. There ... good night ...

fvor. Good night. (IVOR leaves.)

NATASHA. (sings)

THIS COULD BE HEAVENLY
THIS COULD BE THE ONE.
(NATASHA returns to her cabin.)
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TuraL At last. (TURAI collapses into a chair or against the
rail. NATASHA sings quietly for a few moments and then the soft
light inside is extinguished. TURAI picks up the torn score.)

(GAL returns, eating.)

GaL. All quiet? (TURAI nods.) Interesting silence?
(TURAI shakes his head.)

Turar. He’s gone. (bitterly) Eiffel Tower ... How’s
Adam?

GaL. He's fine. The banjo isn’t so well.

Turar. Did he say anything?

GaL. He was trying.

Turar. Nodding his head, or shaking it?

GaL. Banging it against the wall.

Turar. Will you explain to me about you and food?

GaL. No.

Tural 1 only eat once a day.

GaL. That's going to be a very convenient habit from
now on.

TuraL It's the poor boy I'm worried about.

GaL. You don’t have to worry about him - young peo-
ple can always get their hands on a sandwich.

Tural. Look - we're being much too pessimistic.
Natasha is a trouper and Adam will realize that his music
means more to him than any woman.

Gar. Meanwhile he’s torn up the rest of the score:

TuraL A gesture. Whish! - once across and tomorrow
the glue. No? S

GaL. Itlookslike ahoneymoon suite in there. Without
of course, the bride. (venomously) Fleecy little cloud ... she
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shouldn’t be let out without a general alert. And as for
that damned Martini ...

Tural Dashed.

GAL. Dashed Martini. Well, he certainly solved the pro-
blem of the ending: we won’t be needing one.

TuralL (thoughtfully) Yes ... yes ...

GaL. I'll cable New York “Disembarked. Don’t
worry.”

Tural. Wait! I've got the strangest feeling ... that
everything is going to be all right.

GaL. I think you need to eat something.

TuralL Sssh! ... (He freezes with intense concentration.) We
will have our premiére!

GaL. With Adam’s music?

Tural. With Adam’s music, with Natasha, with an
Irish policeman if you like! I feel it. I see light... a vision
... Ican’t quite make it out but the edges are incandescent
with promise! I see success - happiness - a wedding...

GaL. Low blood sugar.

TurAL (excitedly) Stay with the boy! All night! Don’t
leave his side. Give him a sleeping pill.

GaL. I haven’t got one.

Turar. Don’t be obtuse! Make him drunk! I want him
asleep for eight hours at least. Tomorrow is going to be a
day to test our mettle!

GAL. (getting up) Whatever you say. Make him drunk.

(He goes towards the door and meets DVORNICHEK coming in
with the champagne and the four glasses.)

DvornicHEK. Here we are, sir! Champagne!



28 ROUGH CROSSING ACT I

Tural. Excellent!

GaL. Perfect! (GAL takes the champagne and two of the
glasses and departs. Leaving.) Good night, Turai!

Tural. He took the champagne.

DvornICHEK. Sorry I was so long. I’'ve been all over.
You wouldn’t believe the cellar in this place - the noise -the
Sfilth—

TuralL (angrily) That's the engine room!

DVORNICHEK. (agreeing) You don’t have to tell me!

Tural. Well, what were you doing there?

DvoRrNICHEK. A misunderstanding. American couple
in E5, asked for two screwdrivers. First off, I can’t find the
doorman. So I get on the house phone for what I thought
was the bell captain. ‘Are you the captain?’ I say. ‘I am,” he
says. ‘Would you know where to put your hands on a
couple of screwdrivers?’ I say. Then the conversation
deteriorates.

Tural. Look, I've been trying to get a drink since I
came on board.

DvornicHEK. May I fetch you something, sir?

Turar. Perhaps a cognac.

DvoRNICHEK. Very good, sir.

Tural. By the way...

DvornicHEk. Yes, sir?

Tural. Bring the bottle.

DvornicHEK. No problem. (DVORNICHEK leaves.
TURAI whips out a gold pencil and starts scribbling in a notebook.
He paces up and down in deep thought, occasionally making a
note. DVORNICHEK returns with a bottle of brandy and a glass
on his tray. Shall I pour you one, sir?

TuralL (impatiently) Yes, yes. Be quiet. (He continues
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making notes while DVORNICHEK opens the bottle and pours a
glass of brandy. This empties the bottle. TURAI is suddenly satis-
fied. He relaxes. He accepts the glass from DVORNICHEK, sniffs
it and holds it up to the light. As he is about to drink—)

DvornicHeEk. Will you be requmng early mommg
tea, sir?

Tural. Yes.

DvornicHEK. What time?

Tural. What time is it now?

DvornicHek. Coming up to one o’clock.

Turar. I'll have it at half-past one, three o’clock, four-
thirty and six.

DvornicHek. With milk or lemon?

Turatr. With cognac. Breakfast at seven.

DvornicHek. Yes, sir. (TURAI raises his glass again,
but—)

DvornicHek. Tea or coffee?

Tural Black coffee. Half a grapefruit. Perhaps a little
ham ... (DVORNICHEK takes out a notebook and attempts to
write down the order.) Sausage, scrambled eggs, kidneys, a
potato or two ... some cold cuts - chicken, beef, tongue,
salami - oh, some kind of smoked fish, ’'m not fussy -
cheese, white rolls, brown toast, a couple of croissants ...
(DVORNICHEK is still trying to organize himself to write down
the first item. TURAI impatiently puts down his glass and snatches
DVORNICHEK’S notebook and continues, scribbling in the
notebook.) Butter, strawberry jam, honey, pancakes and
some stewed fruit. (TURAI hands back the notebook. DVOR-
NICHEK picks up the sitver salver on which TURAI has replaced
his untouched drink.) -

DvornichEek. Cream?
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TurAL (sharply) No. (then relenting) Well, a little. T only
eat once a day. Do you know what is the most important
thing in life?

DvornIcHEK. Yes, sir.

Turar. Good health.

DvornicHEK. Thank you, sir. Good health! (He drains
TURAT’s glass.) Tea in half an hour. I'll make it myself.

Turar. Thank you, er...

DvoORNICHEK. Murphy.

Tural. Thank you, Murphy.

DvornicHEK. Thank you, sir. (DVORNICHEK leaves.
Transition into interior of TURAI’s cabin. A silver tea service, cup
and saucer, without any tray, are on the writing desk. TURAI’s
impressive breakfast has arrived on a trolley and DVORNICHEK
is laying out a breakfast table. TURAI can be heard singing cheer-
fully offstage. TURAI enters looking rejuvenated, showered,
shaved, well scrubbed and in elegant yachting clothes. DVOR-
NICHEK laying out the breakfast, greets hum cheerfully.)

DvornicHEK. Ahoy there! Seven bells and all’'s well!
the sun’s over the yardarm and there’s a force three east-
sou’-easterly with good visibility. Where do you want
the vittles?

Tural. Who are you?

DVORNICHEK. Murphy, sir.

TuraL 1 see you've picked up the lingo.

DvORNICHEK. Speak it like a native, sir. Had to putina
bit of spurt. They’re getting suspicious about me being
on the Mauretania.

Tural Really? What happened?

DvorNICHEK. It's that captain again. Half-past five he
phones down for a cup of Ovaltine and a chocolate bis-
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