


























26 Dangerous Obsession

have killed me.
John Remember that, Mr Driscoll.

John fires again, just above Mark’s head. With the explosion of the gun,
the curtains (or blinds) behind Mark twitch, and there is the sound of glass
shattering. Mark ducks again, and is on his knees, half sprawling, head
bowed, thoroughly undignified. Sally, terrified, has flung herself face down
deep into the couch. John surveys Mark

Just remember that.
Black-out



ACTII

A few moments later

John is standing in his previous position. Sally is still face down on the
couch. Mark, completely sober now, is crouched, head bowed

John You believe me now, I trust.
Mark (scarcely audible) Yes.
John More clearly, please.

Mark moistens his lips, manages to speak a little louder, if hoarsely

Mark Yes.

John Yes what?

Mark Ibelieve you.

John (to Sally) You?

Sally (muffled) Yes.

John Sit, Mr Driscoll. Make yourself comfortable.

Mark levers himself to his feet, stumbles the pace or two to the chair and
collapses into it. Sally slowly sits up

Let us take a few moments to regain our composure. Try a few deep
breaths, Mr Driscoll. You will find it helps, I think. (He unhurriedly
takes off his jacket, switching his gun from one hand to the other as
he withdraws his arms from the sleeves. This done, he drapes his jacket
neatly across the back of his chair with care)

Mark and Sally gaze at him fixedly, as if semi-hypnotised

Mark What are you after?

John Your close and undivided attention.

Sally Why? What for?

John (to Mark) Which I trust you are no longer disposed to refuse.

Mark No.

Sally Then ... (She clears her throat) . . . then what?

John Can you predict the future? For I can’t. (He places his briefcase
on a table near the chair to the left. He half opens the briefcase, puts
his free hand inside then appears to change his mind) No, let us talk
first. (He sits in the chair)

Sally Youdorealise. ..

John Yes? Realise what?

Sally The friends we invited . . . (She gives Mark a look of appeal)

Mark They’ll be here soon. .. any minute. ..

John (looking at his watch) This early?

Mark We asked them to come early. . .
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Sally For drinks.
John (sceptically) Really.
Mark If they ring and there’s no answer . . .

Mark breaks off as John levels the gun at him

John There won’t be. We shall sit quietly until they go.

Sally They’ll think it strange . .. especially if they walk round here, and
find the curtains drawn (blinds closed).

John Why should they do that?

Sally You did.

John (mildly) But I knew you were in. (Pointing) The yobs’ binocular
view from the woods.

Sally John, they’re close friends. I phoned them this afternoon, and said
we’d be in.

John Do you know, I think you’re trying to get rid of me.

Sally I'm trying to explain. .. they won’t just go away . .. they’ll be wor-
ried. . . think something’s wrong . . .

John How nice to have such concerned friends.

Mark No answer. .. the curtains drawn (blinds down) ... on a bright
sunny evening. . .

John Yes, I do agree that would look odd.

Mark They’ll send for the police . . .

Sally That’s what we’re trying to explain . . .

John I did grasp that, thank you.

Sally Well, then. ..

John Allow me to explain in turn. One, I don’t believe you.

Mark It’s true, I swear it.

John Two, should you not be lying, it is a matter of sublime indifference
to me whether the police are summoned or not.

Mark and Sally exchange glances of defeat. John studies them gravely

You think I'm mad, I expect.

Sally Oh,no,...no...

John Deranged.

Mark Good heavens, no. ..

John To be humoured.

Sally Not at all. You mustn’t think that.

John Oh, I see. This occurs all the time in your lives. You find such
behaviour perfectly rational.

Sally It’s our fault. We didn’t realise how much you wanted to talk to
us, did we, Mark?

Mark No. Didn’t quite understand.

John 1did ask. Politely, I believe.

Mark Oh, yes.

John You refused.

Mark Sorry about that. Thoughtless of me.

John It was, rather.

Mark You know how it is, John . . . never enough time . . . mind on other
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things. .. business... people coming... should have made time...
quite wrong. . .

John Who was?

Mark (hurriedly) Me. 1 was. Not you, of course . . .

John So you find my behaviour perfectly normal.

Mark Oh, yes. Absolutely.

John smiles. Sally, more in control of herself than Mark, gives her husband
a none too friendly look and turns to John

Sally John, the way any of us act, there’s always a reason. In your mind,
there must be a very good one.

John Thereis.

Sally We’re quite ready to sit and talk about it quietly, for as long as
you like. Try and help you.

John I'd appreciate that. Thank you.

Sally A quiet talk between friends.

John You pretend friendship?

Sally We are your friends, John, believe me.

Mark That’s right, old chap.

Sally We only want to try and help you.

John You’re most kind.

Sally Trust us, John, please.

John I'll try.

Sally We understand now why you brought that with you.

John glances at his gun, which is casually aimed in Mark’s direction, as
if scarcely aware of it

John I did hesitate. I have a Beretta automatic as well. But on the whole,
I prefer this one. It just feels right. Comfortable. And I calculated that
six shots would be ample for my purposes.

Sally You were afraid we might try and put you off.

John I was right.

Sally Yes. But we’ve both apologised. We'll listen, we’ll do anything you
say.

John Truly?

Sally I promise. So you see, the reason you felt you needed it doesn’t
apply any more. With friends you don’t need it.

John There’s a hole in your curtains (venetian blinds).

Sally It doesn’t matter.

John Was the glass valuable?

Sally No.

John I was obliged to demonstrate, you understand.

Sally Yes, [ know...butnow...

John Four shots left. But then, two would suffice.

John looks from Sally to Mark, and back again. Mark looks sickly

Should it come to that. I look upon it as a lie detector. I suggest you
do the same.
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Sally decides that she isn’t going to get anywhere with that ploy

Sally May I fetch myself another drink?

John By all means.

Sally Thank you. I need one. (She stands up) Mark?
John He does not need one.

Sally takes her glass to the drinks cabinet. She is very conscious of the
nearby telephone

(To Mark) How would you describe your marriage?

Mark What?

John A lifestyle to be envied, a beautiful wife. Not bad, good, idyllic,
what?

Mark Oh, yes, marvellous, idyllic.

John (pointing the gun) Idyllic, no. I've heard you, I've seen you.

Mark (shrinking) I don’t know what you want.

John The truth.

John looks towards Sally. Sally’s hand has been near the telephone. She
hastily withdraws it, and continues making her drink

What do you say?
Sally Nothing’s perfect.
John So he has faults.
Sally Who doesn’t?
John (to Mark) Tell me her faults.
Mark Oh, comeon, John. ..
John Tell me.
Sally Go ahead, Mark. [ know what they are anyway.

Sally indicates the telephone, silently urging Mark to keep John’s attention
away from her. Mark cottons on

Mark Well, silly little things, you know . . . nothing much.
John None in bed?

Mark Oh, no, fine in that department. . .

John Entirely satisfactory.

Mark Yes.

John Terrific even?

Mark Yes, terrific.

John Mr Driscoll, I don’t want you merely to echo me.

Sally takes her opportunity to remove the telephone receiver, and press
the memory button and then button nine

Mark Idon’t know what you expect me to say . . . in bed, it’s great . . .
John But you’ve had other women.

Mark Before I was married. ..

John Many?

Mark Idon’tknow...

John Why? Did you lose count?



Act II 31

Mark It’s along time ago...

John (nodding) It must have been a lot. How did they compare?
Mark Idon’t remember.

John You are required to remember, Mr Driscoll.

Sally Tell him, darling. I’d be interested to hear.

Sally returns to the couch and sits down with her drink

Mark Sally’s the best.

John In what way?

Sally Well, darling?

Mark Ican’tanalyseit. .. justthe best...

John Even after years of marriage.

Mark Yes.

John Exciting, fulfilling etcetera. Still.

Mark Yes.

John (to0 Sally) Would you provide him with a similar reference?

Sally He’s a good lover.

John In what sense?

Sally Skill, Technique.

John That has a pejorative ring, somehow.

Sally I geta good orgasm. Is that what you want to hear?

John My curiosity is not prurient.

Sally In that case, why do you want to know?

John There is a good reason.

Sally I'm sure there is, John. Tell us about it.

John You may replace the receiver.

Sally What do you mean?

John Button nine for emergency. But no anxious operator is tracing the
call, nor informing the police. Put it back.

Sally rises slowly, moves to the telephone, lifts the receiver, listens to it,
replaces it

I removed the incoming wires from the master junction box in the hall
long ago.

Sally returns to the couch and sits down, defeated. With the death of the
hope that help is on the way, both she and Mark feel that they are inexorably
trapped with this dangerous lunatic

I am a little mad, you know. Just a little. But then I think there is
a touch of what we call madness in all of us. (To Mark) You immediately
blamed your wife for losing the key.

Mark Which key? Oh. .. well...

John She hadn’t, but you took it for granted. Why?

Mark She tends to mislay things.

John One of her faults.

Mark It’s nothing. She’s a bit forgetful, that’s all.

John Ithought your attitude rather unkind.

Mark I get a bit irritable sometimes . . . it’s not important . . .
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John This forgetfulness—would a contributory factor be that she drinks
too much?

Mark She doesn’t.

John No?

Mark She likes a glass now and then, that’s all. Most of us do.

John (7o Sally) Do you think you drink to excess?

Sally Sometimes. You know that.

Mark Special occasion, darling, that’s all.

Sally How do you know what I do when you’re not here?

The sharpness of her manner amuses John

John Quite so.

Sally (angrily) Yes, we pick at each other. Satisfied?

John For the moment.

Sally How long does this go on? Do you intend to sit here all night?

John It will be over, one way or another, long before darkness falls. A
typical marriage, then.

Sally If you like. Was yours all honey and bliss?

John Iwas content. In truth, I was constantly surprised at my good fortune.
I have certain attributes, I believe, trust, loyalty, perseverance, but
perhaps they are on the dull side.

Sally Ididn’t find you dull.

John At Torquay? You don’t remember.

Sally This afternoon. Before . . . (referring to the gun) . . . things changed.

John Not dull?

Sally No. Strangely interesting.

John Peculiar, more likely.

Sally Ifelt I'd like to know you better.

John How nice.

Sally Istill would. As you were then.

John Iam no different.

Sally You are. We can’t talk normally, become real friends, not while
you’re sitting there . . . with that in your hand.

John (glancing at the gun, absently) But I need it.

Sally You think you do, I accept that. But it frightens me, John... just
looking .. . .it... frightensme. ..

John Regretfully, a degree of fear is a necessary component of our conver-
sation.

Sally No, John, not any more. We’ve seen you... demonstrate . .. it.
You don’t have to... point it... all the time. You could put it away
now, so that at least we can’t see it. Will you, John? For me? Please?

Mark (leaning forward) Yes, why don’t you do that old chap.

John points the gun sharply at Mark. Sally gives Mark a look. She feels
that her plea was making an impression, and that Mark’s intervention has
spoiled it. She looks back at John

Sally Then we’ll all sit and talk for as long as you like. We can’t be friends,
John, unless we all behave as friends.
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Mark That’s right, old chap. Bound to make us nervous, looking down
the barrel of a gun. Don’t want any accidents to happen, do we?

John I have been trained to handle firearms with care, Mr Driscoll.

Mark Oh, yes, of course, I’'m sure, no question. . .

John It will not go off by accident. Only, as previously, by design.

Mark Well, fine... fine... but you said you wanted to talk, and that’s
fine too . . . looking forward to it. . . but if we're all on edge . . .

John I’'m not, Mr Driscoll.

Mark Notyou, no...but we are . .. right, Sally?

Sally Definitely.

Mark Which makes it hard to keep one’s mind on what’s being said,
do you see?

John I had assumed that the prospect of being shot, like that of being
hanged, would concentrate the mind wonderfully. My filed down bullets
would expand as they enter the body, tearing, ripping, destroying vital
organs. But I expect you know that.

Mark Yes.

John (to Sally) It was four weeks ago today she departed for her weekend.

Sally Your wife...yes...

John I had a late meeting in town. When I returned home, she had gone.
My supper was in the oven. She had left a brief note, instructing me
what to do. It was a casserole. I recall enjoying it greatly, reading as
I ate, a bad habit my wife discouraged when we were together. I was
accustomed to her periodic absences, and while part of me missed her,
another part quite relished being alone, briefly as I imagined, doing
as I chose, as and when I chose. (7o Sally) Is that a contradiction?

Sally Sometimes I feel like that.

John I knew a man once. When he was thirty, quite a serious eyesight
condition was diagnosed. He wasn’t aware of it. Eyesight being so sub-
jective, he imagined everyone else saw as he did. I suppose marriage
is rather like that.

Sally Yes, I expectitis.

John I find myself dwelling on that weekend, when my world changed
so drastically, yet everyone else went about their business as though
nothing had happened. I expect, for you, it was just another weekend.

Sally Yes.

John What were you doing?

Sally I’m not sure.

John I’d like to know. Try and remember.

Sally Four weeks .. . I think that was when we had a barbecue.

John Which day?

Sally Sunday.

John Outdoors?

Sally Yes.

John A few friends; a lazy afternoon; swimming in the pool; sunbathing;
drinks on the terrace; that kind of occasion.

Sally Yes.

John You must be hardy people. It rained most of that Sunday. I told
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you that.

Sally Oh... well...itcouldn’t have been then. ..

John I think not. Do try and hear what I say.

Sally Oh, yes, I remember now.

John The weekend in question.

Sally Yes. We were supposed to go to the wedding of a dear friend of
mine.

John Supposed to?

Sally My mother rang, I think it was the Tuesday before. She’d heard
she had to go into hospital for tests the following Monday. I was worried.
She was afraid it was cancer.

John So you didn’t go to the wedding.

Sally It was more important to be with my mother.

John Of course. Where does she live?

Sally Norfolk.

John Did your husband accompany you?

Sally No.

John He went to the wedding.

Sally She’s my friend, not his. He’s only met her once or twice. Why
do you want to know all this?

John Constructing a picture of what others were doing helps. Bear with
me. So he did what? Stayed at home?

Sally Some last minute business had come up. Since I wouldn’t be here,
he decided to fly to Jersey and deal with it.

John (taken aback) Jersey?

Sally Mark has some clients there.

Mark Do alot of business with them.

John (to Sally; trying another tack) Did you drive to Norfolk?

Sally Yes.

John The Audi Turbo in the drive, that would be yours, perhaps.

Sally Yes.

John What was the result of the tests?

Sally It was a false alarm.

John I'm glad.

Sally So was 1.

John It must have been very worrying.

Sally It was.

John Yet you found it hard to remember when this worrying period
occurred.

Sally I’'m not very good at dates—when things happened.

John No. (To Mark) You had a Mercedes Coupé at Torquay, I believe.

Mark Yes.

John I recall admiring it. Still the same one?

Mark Waiting for delivery of a new one.

John Ours was a hatchback. I don’t suppose you noticed it.

Mark No, not really.

John Three days after the accident, I retrieved her suitcase. Unlike my
wife, it was undamaged. I went into our bedroom to hang the contents
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up in her wardrobe. When I opened the door, it was as if she were
beside me. The smell of her, the faint trace of her perfume. I expect
I became upset. Clumsily, in my haste, I knocked several garments
off their hangers. When they fell, they dislodged a small writing case,
tucked away out of sight. The contents spilled out. (He reaches into
his briefcase, and withdraws a single sheet of notepaper) Envelopes, writ-
ing paper, and this, written in her hand. It begins. .. (reading) “Oh,
my darling . . .”
Sally (uneasily) John, don’t, please. ..

John gestures her to be silent, and continues reading

John “It seems so long since I have seen you. How long will it be, my
love? This weekend, you will be in my thoughts every moment. I do
realise how difficult it is for you. I could come home Saturday night,
but I have told J. I have to stay till Sunday. Just in case you find that
you can get away, even if only for a few hours. You know where I
shall be.”” (He lays the notepaper down on the table. To Sally) It wasn’t
written to me. That will be obvious to you.

Sally Yes.

John It was a considerable shock.

Sally You didn’t know?

John No.

Sally You had noidea?

John None. You seem dubious.

Sally I think... people... usually do. They may prefer not to... or
choose toignoreiit. . .

John Possibly women’s instincts are keener for these things. I can only
speak for myself.

Sally That letter doesn’t sound asif. .. well. .. it was a casual thing.

John No. A love affair of some long standing.

Sally She must have changed. ..

John Towards me, you mean.

Sally Yes.

John Being wise, too late, yes.

Sally And you didn’t notice?

John Iwas blind to the cause. You wear that sceptical look again.

Sally No, no, I'm just listening.

John You feel my suspicions should have been aroused.

Sally Ican’t answer for you. You don’t even sound angry.

John I wish she had confided in me.

Sally Suppose she had?

John Were I certain her true happiness lay elsewhere, I would not have
stood in her way.

Sally Perhaps she didn’t know what she did want.

John On the evidence of that . . . (He points to the letter) . . . she did.

There is a silence. Sally has about run out of things to say to try and keep
John calm, and gives Mark a meaningful look, indicating that it is his
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turn. Mark shrugs almost imperceptibly. Sally turns back to John, and
is about to say something, when the silence is broken by a long ring on
the front door

It seems you were speaking the truth. (He gets up, switches off the lights,
and moves to the back of the couch) A good omen. I'm glad.

John presses his gun into the back of Sally’s neck. Sally tenses, very fright-
ened

(Softly) I wish to continue our conversation. You will remain silent.
Sally nods her head fractionally. John looks towards Mark

Both of you.
Mark, rigid, nods. The gun remains glued to Sally

The doorbell rings again. Then a knock. Soon after, the sound of footsteps
on gravel approaching the conservatory

(Whispering) Make no sound.
Lady Visitor (off) Hello... anyone at home?... Mark?... Sally?...
Hello. Hello, anybody there? . .. Mark? .. . Sal?

There is a knock on the conservatory door. Then the visitor tries the door
Well, really, she might have telephoned! They must have gone out!

The footsteps recede. There is the faint sound of a car door slamming then
the faint sound of a car starting up and driving away

John (switching the lights back on) All is well. (Speaking normally) If
they telephone, they will get the number unobtainable tone and assume
your line is out of order.

John’s deadly manner, and the contact of the gun on Sally’s neck, have
aroused again a state of intense fear in Sally and Mark

(To Sally; with some agitation) Where were we?
Sally swallows and speaks with a litile difficulty

Sally About your wife’s feelings.
John Oh, yes. There is more I wish to tell you.

Sally looks at Mark despairingly

Are you listening?

Sally Yes. Yes, listening, John.

John It occurred to me eventually that her letter was unfinished. There-
fore, she might have heard from the man in question, a telephone call
perhaps, when it was known I would be at the office. Feasible, would
you not agree?

Sally I don’t know.

John An enquiry revealed that, although she had attended the product
meetings, she had not taken advantage of the room provisionally booked
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for her at the hotel, saying she preferred to stay with friends nearby.
I found that significant. Would you?

Sally Unless you had friends, wherever it was.

John Bournemouth. We do not. What then?

Sally Some other hotel.

John But, a large seastde resort is brimming with hotels. Hopeless. Where
to look?

John’s manner makes it plain that he is expecting—or demanding—an
answer from Sally

Sally Her suitcase. Something in there.

John Nothing.

Sally Idon’t know.

John I, too, was at a loss. Yet I felt impelled to continue. Can you under-
stand that?

Sally Yes.

John (to Mark) You too?

Mark Quite understandable. ..

John Natural?

Mark Natural, yes. ..

John In the circumstances.

Mark Yes.

John Thus far, we all concur. I went again to look at the wrecked vehicle,
which had of course been removed to a garage. The nearside had been
extensively damaged, door-frame and roof buckled and crushed, the
driver’s side rather less so. I searched the interior, cutting my hand
slightly in the process. The windscreen and instrument panel were shat-
tered. The glove pocket was intact, but misshapen and jammed. With
the aid of a tyre lever, I contrived to prise it open. Inside, was this.
(He takes a sheet of paper from his briefcase) A hotel bill. (He gazes
at Sally expectantly)

Sally Where she’d stayed.

John A hotel on the coast but well outside the town.

Sally And thattoldyou. ..

John That she had taken a double room.

Sally In her name?

John Mrs Barrett, yes.

Sally Perhaps they didn’t have any singles.

John I determined to investigate that possibility, and drove to the hotel.
I have hired a car until the insurance formalities are complete.

Sally Yes.

John It was a pleasantly secluded place of a kind, I fancied, lovers might
select in the hope of privacy.

Sally I see.

John Hotels, I am given to understand, are not notably forthcoming in
response to the kind of enquiries I wished to make. Porters and waiters,
however, given certain inducements, I suspected, might prove more
obliging.
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Sally And they were.

John A man had arrived Friday, and occupied a single room on the same
floor. He was seen with my wife in the bar, they ate at the same table.
When they vacated their rooms on the Sunday, they did not leave but
sat talking in the lounge, where they took tea, and later adjourned
to the bar before finally departing. (7o Sally) You appear somewhat
surprised.

Sally They could tell you all that?

John You doubt it?

Sally If I was buying information, I wouldn’t trust hotel porters on the
make. Why should they remember all that about two strangers?

John When they left, and in fact before, they attracted some attention.
My wife appeared distressed. There seemed to be some disagreement
between them. The man had registered as Roger Price, of London.

Sally Do you know him?

John The name means nothing to me. You, perhaps?

Sally Me? No.

John Have you come across him by chance, Mr Driscoll?

Mark Roger Price? No.

John The porter who carried the luggage, my wife’s suitcase, and Mr
Price’s weekend bag, saw them leave in the car together. Yet later,
after the accident, my wife was the only occupant. There was no man’s
weekend bag. (To Sally) What does that suggest?

Sally She dropped him somewhere.

John Where?

Sally How do [ know?

John But he found his own way, while she drove on alone.

Sally Apparently.

John Why, do you suppose?

Sally Idon’t know.

John Preferring not to be seen together, perhaps.

Sally Possibly.

John Which might suggest they lived not too far apart, and wished to
arrive back home separately.

Sally Not necessarily. Perhaps he lived nowhere near you, Bristol, any-
where. I really don’t know.

John The hotel register records Mr Price of London, not Bristol. The
porter had helpfully provided an approximate description of Mr Price,
but it was really rather vague. It would fit a great many men. You,
for one, Mr Driscoll.

Mark Really.

John Yes.

Mark What about it?

John What indeed.

Mark You said his name was Price.

John I said he registered as Roger Price.

Mark Idon’t see what you're getting at.

John Have you seen my wife at all since we met at Torquay?
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Mark No, of course not.

John Never?

Mark I’ve just told you. Never.

John It struck me, you see, that the change in her could, in retrospect,
be dated from Torquay.

Mark And you’re trying to make out . . . this is ridiculous.

Sally John, excuse me. ..

John Yes?

Sally I think you said it was around then she’d been promoted.

John Which called for her to be away more often . . .

Sally Inthatcase...

John ... and provided her with the opportunity to conduct her relation-
ship.

Sally Yes, but probably with someone she’d met in her new job. That
often happens you know.

John Or, by fortuitous chance, with someone she already knew.

Mark You needn’t look at me. Find this Roger Price.

John I believe I have.

Mark Oh, for Christ’s sake, you must be bloody . . .

Mark’s aggression dies in the face of the gun barrel

John Bloody what, Mr Driscoll?

Mark It wasn’t me. It couldn’t have been, and you know it.

John No, but I am open to persuasion.

Mark The man you want was the one with your wife that weekend, right?

John I doubt if there was more than one.

Mark I was in Jersey. If I was in Jersey, I couldn’t have been with your
wife.

John That would seem to follow.

Mark Well then. Satisfied?

John (to Sally) The note continues overleaf. (He offers her the notepaper)
You might care to glance at it.

Sally It’shers. .. private...Idon’t wantto...

John And I must insist.

Sally reluctantly takes the note, turns it over, reads it silently
Read it aloud.
Sally, tight faced, turning to look at John, finds herself looking at the gun

Read it.
Sally (reading, in a flat voice) “We can’t go on like this. I must see you
soon. Mark, my darling, if you love me as much as you say...” (She

stops reading)

John Perhaps the telephone rang at that point. (He faces Mark) Is that
correct?

Mark She wasn’t writing to me. I don’t know.

John (indicating the letter) Mark . .. not Roger. .. (indicating Mark) . ..
Mark. Do you see my point?
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Mark Mark’s a common enough name. If you're going to pick on the
first man you know called Mark . .. for God’s sake, I was in Jersey!
Sally, you saw the ticket, tell him.

Sally Yes, I did.

John Your memory for small details has abruptly improved.

Sally Isaw the tickets on the hall table just before we left, and told Mark
not to forget them.

John You left together?

Sally Idropped him at the airport.

John The possession of tickets does not mean they are to be used.

Sally John, listen. ..

John We could consult the airline, I suppose, and ask if they were or
not. ..

Sally Will you listen! I drove Mark to the airport. I saw him go into
the terminal.

John Idon’t doubt that. His white Mercedes Coupé is a highly conspicuous
vehicle which he might well prefer not to use when keeping assignations.

Mark Iwasn’t keeping any assignation! I was in Jersey!

John I must take leave to doubt that, without some proof.

Sally John, I've just remembered something.

John You are improving.

Sally Mark rang me from Jersey to ask how my mother was.

John That was thoughtful of him. When?

Sally Oh... it was. .. Saturday afternoon... the day after I arrived at
my mother’s. . .

John What was said?

Sally Just about my mother, and I asked how things were going in Jersey.

John (to Mark) Where were you phoning from?

Mark My hotel.

John Where was this hotel?

Mark St Helier.

John Its name?

Mark The Grand.

John May I see the hotel bill?

Mark I[don’t haveit.

John Come now. A business trip, you need the bill to claim your expendi-
ture against tax.

Mark My client paid it, just as [ pay for him when he’s in London.

John I suppose we could contact the Grand Hotel, or I could oblige you
to tell me the name of your client and telephone him . . .

Sally John, can’t you see you’ve made a mistake?

John ... but I’'m sure you've briefed him as to what to say.

Sally Stop it, John. Please, for your own sake, stop it. You've brooded
over this until it’s become an obsession.

John I expect you're right. It has.

Sally We understand. Truly we do. You felt driven to try and find this
man. But you don’t know who he is. You really have no idea. You
decided it must be Mark, with nothing to go on at all.
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John (mildly) There was some evidence.

Sally What evidence? A christian name, shared by God knows how many
men. Whatever you're told, you refuse to believe it.

John You think I should?

Sally Yes, John. For yourself, not us. Your own state of mind. Because
you want to think it was Mark, you come up with one far-fetched explana-
tion after another, to avoid the truth. That it wasn’t. But it’s all in
your own head, John. It’s not real. If you go on like that, you’ll drive
yourselfin. ..

John Insane?

Sally ...into an even deeper state of depression.

John Do you believe him? Do you genuinely believe him?

Sally Yes.

John I have given you every opportunity, Mr Driscoll. But I hardly
expected a frank admission.

Sally Oh, my God, not again. . .

John (to Mark) For I believe you have very urgent reasons to lie indeed.

Sally (standing up; facing John) You're out of your mind! Do you hear
me?

Mark (aware of the constant gun) Sally, please . . .

Sally He is. It’s no use trying to reason with him. He is insane.

John (gently) Let us put that to the test. (He takes another piece of paper
from his briefcase) This was not easy to come by. My avaricious porter
claimed he risked losing his job. It required considerable compensation
to soothe his fears. It is a photostat of Mr Price’s bill. On that Saturday,
Mr Roger Price made a telephone call. The account is admirably
detailed. (He hands the paper to Sally) Is that your mother’s telephone
number?

Sally looks at the bill. She does not answer. John’s soft repetition is deadly.
The gun lends emphasis

Isit? Isit? Is it?

Sally Yes.

John (taking the bill) Thank you. You are not, I hope, about to assert
that one Roger Price also happened to telephone you at your mother’s
home on the same afternoon.

Sally No. (She sits on the couch)

John Good. My credulity has its limits. (He moves a little, and stares
at Mark very hard) You will no doubt wish to withdraw your plea of
innocent. I must warn you that any further lies or deceit will be taken
into account and will weigh heavily against you, when the time comes
to bring these proceedings to a conclusion.

Sally is gazing fixedly at Mark. There is a long pause

Sally So it was her.

John You knew?

Sally That there was someone. Not who.
John How?
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Sally I could tell.

John Experience. It’s happened before.

Sally He has other women.

John You don’t mind.

Sally (tiredly) That’s how he is.

John You acceptit.

Sally If you like.

John What is termed an “open marriage” I believe.

Sally It’s the one I've got. (She picks up her drink and drains the glass)
John You do mind.

Sally The first time, a lot.

John Did you take it up with him?

Sally He swore it wasn’t important, it would never happen again.
John (astatement) But it did.

Sally nods tiredly

And?
Sally He lied.
John Now?
Sally Idon’task.
John You prefer not to know.
Sally So long as he doesn’t flaunt it, or get involved. He knows the rules.
John Suppose he does get involved.
Sally He knows better.
John What does that mean?
Sally Just that. There are limits.
John He seems to have transgressed those limits this time.

Sally stands up, facing John

Sally (flaring up) Who the hell do you think you are? Playing God
almighty, with a gun in your hand . . .

Mark (muttering) Oh, Jesus . ..

Sally ... prying and bribing . .. are you playing out some fantasy about
being the smart private detective digging up the truth?

Mark Don’t, Sally. ..

Sally Is that what it is? Perhaps you should have been one. You seem
to be bloody good at it.

Mark (a helpless half moan) Sally . . .

John ignores Mark completely at this stage

John I would remind you that someone died.

Sally That was an accident.

John Accidents have causes. And the only fantasy in which I induige
is that I could go back in time, when I would decline my invitation
to Torquay.

Sally (subsiding) All right, all right.

John Will you tell me something?

Sally What now?
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John He has other women.

Sally Well?

John Do you indulge in the same freedom with the opposite sex?

Sally Once. For revenge.

Mark (taken aback) You?

Sally Yes, me! (To John) It didn’t work.

John He appears to have been oblivious until now.

Sally Him knowing wasn’t the point. A private revenge. For me. Inside.
But it didn’t make me feel good. That’s how it didn’t work. (She moves
and sits in the chair to the left)

John (reflectively) Ah, yes. Revenge. A primitive instinct we are told.
But then, beneath the fragile veneer lies the original animal, its basic
drives like any other, reproduction and self-preservation. We may con-
strain and inhibit but when they falter, we get rape, theft, violence,
murder. In crisis, the adrenalin flows unbidden, fitting us for the fight
or the flight, whichever may preserve self. Isn’t that so, Mr Driscoll?

Mark I haven’t thought about it.

John moves until he is close to Mark

John My wife and that weekend. She had told you it was coming up.
Mark Yes.
John But, owing to the wedding, you couldn’t get away.

Mark is very aware of Sally looking at him. He meets her eyes, and looks
away

It would have aroused suspicion.

Mark Yes.

John But with your wife’s decision not to go, you contacted mine, and
invented a trip to Jersey.

Mark Yes.

John To account for your absence.

Mark Yes.

John Why bother? Your wife would be far away in Norfolk.

Mark (almost inaudibly) Sally might . . .

John Speak up, man.

Mark Sally might have phoned.

John In short, a sound cover story.

Mark looks away, trying to avoid Sally’s eyes

Airline tickets left lying around to add a little gloss, and your wife
took you to the airport.

Mark Yes.

John What then? Your precise actions.

Mark I went to the desk. ..

Sally Excuse me.

John Yes?

Sally Do you mind if I add a bit to the precision?

John Please do.
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Sally When we said goodbye, he said “T'll give you a call from Jersey.”

John A nice touch. (To Mark) The desk.

Mark To say I'd be travelling another time.

John Then?

Mark Phoned.

John My wife.

Mark Yes.

John To confirm the coast was clear. Go on.

Mark Jane arrived. We drove to Bournemouth.

John Jane drove?

Mark Well. ..

John You hate being driven.

Mark Yes.

John Straight to the hotel?

Mark Jane had an evening meeting. She dropped me off, and I took
a taxi.

John When you became Mr Price etcetera. Separate rooms, arriving inde-
pendently, the Jersey invention—you went to a great deal of trouble
to conceal the affair.

Sally I’'m not surprised.

John Oh?

Sally No.

John looks at Sally speculatively, then returns his attention to Mark
John And yet you left together, having attracted staff gossip.
Mark is reluctant to speak

Well?
Mark It wasn’t a terribly good weekend.
John Why? Were the bedtime frolics not up to your expectations?

Sally seizes her glass to drink but finds that it is empty. John seems not
to be looking at her

Do please give yourself a refill.

Sally gives John a look, stands up, and moves to the drinks cabinet. John
watches her

I wish I liked it myself. Perhaps it would dull the pain for me too.
Sally You're really enjoying yourself aren’t you.
John Not especially.

Sally bangs bottles etc. angrily as she speaks

Sally Oh, come on. You're loving it. You've decided he’s to blame for
everything.

John You find him blameless?

Sally No, I don’t. He’s a cheating, lying bastard, the pig.

John Amen to that.

Sally It takes two, for Christ’s sake.
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John I'm aware of that.

Sally Your marriage couldn’t have been so bloody perfect, or she wouldn’t
have got mixed up with him, in the first place. She looked you in the
eye and lied, she came home from him and slept with you, she cheated
on you too. You seem to forget that.

John By your own account, you found a casual affair unrewarding. In
that respect, Jane resembled you.

Sally gives John a look, crosses and sits down again with her drink

It would have to have been important. Meant something. A great deal.
(Turning back to Mark) Why was she so distressed?

Mark What you said.

John In your words, not mine.

Mark She was beginning to take it all too seriously.

John But surely it was serious. She was in love with you.

Mark She may have thought she was . . .

John And in return you loved her.

Mark [ was very fond of her.. . .

John Fond? (He snatches up the letter from the table and thrusts it under
Mark’s nose) “Mark, my darling, if you love me as much as yousay . ..”
Not, as fond of me, as you say. You told her you loved her.

Mark Only the way peopledo. ..

John In the heat of copulation. But not to be taken seriously. (He puts
the letter on the table again) To you, Mr Driscoll, she was merely a
good screw, conveniently to hand, whenever you could make yourself
available.

Mark You're twisting everything . . . I cared for her. . .

John So you did love her.

Mark Ina way, perhaps. ..

John We advance, if slowly. You loved her “in a way”.

Mark Yes.

John What did she expect other than “your way’*?

Mark Not expect exactly . . .

John She was taking it all too seriously. How? (Pause) I asked you how.

Mark She wanted to tell you.

John Confess, as it were?

Mark Notexactly. ..

John What then?

Mark She sort of talked about being together.

John You mean divorce and remarriage. Well?

Mark Yes.

John But you were not agreeable.

Mark I tried to explain.. . .

John You refused.

Mark Yes.

John Why?

Mark Ididn’t want to break up my marriage.

John Oh,Isee. Yet you had conducted a long standing affair . . .
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Mark It had all got out of hand.

John Words of love had been exchanged.

Mark Not the same. ..

John The same as what?

Mark I've been married a long time. I love Sally . . .

Sally Bullshit.

Mark Darling . ..

Sally Bloody bullshit.

John Is that a passing observation, or do you wish to intervene?

Sally You want to know why divorce is out? I'll tell you why.

John Please do.

Sally My father left me a lot of money. Mark had ideas and a huge over-
draft. The friendly bank had turned nasty. He stood to lose everything.
I used that money to back him, finance his plans.

John Appearances suggest his plan paid off.

Sally It’sstill my money. I own more of the business then he does. Divorce,
and I pull out. He’s sunk. Back to square one. Love in a bed-sit wouldn’t
appeal to my Mark. That’s why.

Mark Darling, that’s not true. . .

Sally (to John) The only reason.

John Quite why, escapes me, but you must love him a great deal.

Sally Idid. At this moment, no, not very much at all.

John What strange creatures we are.

Sally Aren’t you the same? All this, what you’re doing now, isn’t that
out of jealousy? Betrayal by someone you loved, yet can’t help loving
still?

John A little, perhaps. But mostly anger. Resentment at the way she
was treated.

John moves until his gun is a few inches from Mark’s head. Mark flinches

I am not convinced you have told the whole truth about the cause of
my wife’s distress.

Mark I have. I tried to explain . . . she got upset.

John And there was nothing else?

Mark No.

John I find that difficult to believe.

Mark What else could there be?

John It is your place to tell me.

Mark Nothing. I swear to God.

John moves away from Mark a little, removing the immediate threat of
the gun. Mark wipes his face, shakily

John Yes, it is rather hot in here, isn’t it.

Mark If we could have a window open. . .

John No. We must all try and endure it. Why, having been so careful,
did you leave the hotel with my wife?

Mark She still wasn’t herself. . . I was worried about her. ..

John Where did you go?
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Mark The station.

John Which station? .

Mark Bournemouth. We sat in the car talking. She became calmer. ..
when I thought she was all right, I caught the train.

John And that is a full and truthful account.

Mark Everything, I... (He breaks off)

John Swear it. Quite.

Mark I honestly believed she’d be all right... if I'd dreamt she’d be
involved in an accident. . .

John What would you have done?

Mark I’d never have let her go.

John nods and turns to Sally

John Were you here when he arrived home?

Sally No. I took my mother into hospital Monday morning. She was being
kept in for a few days. 1 got home Monday night.
John How was he? In good spirits? Downcast? What?

Sally Quiet. He wasn’t feeling well.

John Did he explain why?

Sally He’d banged his head. Cut it.

John Did he see a doctor?

Sally Ithought he should, but he said he’d be all right.
John How did it happen?

Sally He took a taxi from the air . . . (She breaks off)
John The airport?

Sally nods

I think not. (He turns to Mark) Where then?

Mark Waterloo.

John Goon.

Mark Someone ran out in front of the cab... the driver braked sud-
denly ... I was thrown forward and banged my head on the partition. . .

John Did you take the number of the taxicab?

Mark No.

John Not in case you wished to press a claim for your injuries?

Mark It was nothing. Just a bang on the head.

John So you didn’t bother.

Mark I just wanted to get home.

John Yes, I'm sure you did. (He circles thoughtfully as he continues) When
the police eventually arrived on the scene of the accident, followed
by an ambulance, they found my wife behind the steering wheel. Her
seat belt was not properly secured. (He gazes at Sally, expecting a
response)

Sally Perhaps that’s why she ... (She changes tack). .. if the seat belt
didn’t restrain her when it happened. ..

John Yes. Although as I learned more, studied the wrecked vehicle, I
began to wonder. The driver’s door had sprung open and was jammed
in that position. The car had turned over and over after the impact.
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Why then, if her seat belt was not secure, had she not been thrown
out? (Again he gazes expectantly at Sally)

Sally (subdued) That might not have saved her.

John As I have mentioned, the damage was far more extensive on the
passenger side than on the driver’s. The nature of her injuries, if she
were not in the passenger seat, were difficult to account for. I took
these puzzling aspects up with the police officer concerned. He told
me that, after a violent collision, such things quite often defied logical
analysis.

Sally Well, he should know.

John However, he lacked certain information which happily is at our dis-
posal. (He moves behind and close to Mark once more. He touches
the back of Mark’s head lightly with the barrel of the gun, before removing
it a couple of inches)

Mark flinches. Not only his face and neck, but every muscle in his body
is rigid with fear approaching terror

You have lied for the last time, Mr Driscoll.

Mark Ihaven’t...I've told you everything. ..

John You did not drive to Bournemouth station.

Mark Idid...

John Had you left my wife there, she would have taken the main road
out of Bournemouth. The accident occurred in the New Forest.

Mark She must have gotlost. ..

John The road led across country from your hotel, which was well to
the east of Bournemouth.

Mark Perhaps she went back to the hotel... I don’t know... I wasn’t
there. ..

John You were there, Mr Driscoll. You were driving.

Mark No...no...Iwasn’t...

John (deadly) When handling firearms, Mr Driscoll, it is important to
remain cool and relaxed. Your persistent lying is making me tense.
The trigger mechanism is very light.

Mark No...please...

Sally Mark, for God’s sake, whatever it is, tell him.

John Listen to your wife, Mr Driscoll. A dum-dum bullet would enter
your head, expand, and blow it apart. Listen to her.

Mark Allright. .. allright...

John You left the hotel and entered the New Forest.

Mark Yes...

John You had been drinking heavily in the bar beforehand.

Mark One that’s all.

John Several dry martinis. It was raining heavily. Darkness had fallen
early, you were driving fast.

Mark She wouldn’t stop crying . . . [ wanted to get her home . . .

John And then?

Mark Suddenly, I saw headlights coming at me. . .I tried to swerve. ..
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skidded . .. there was a terrible bang... oh, God... it was like a ka-
leidoscope . . . everything turning, revolving . . .

John After it stopped? Go on.

Mark Iwas knocked out. .. seconds. .. minutes...Idon’t know. ..

John After that?

Mark I put my hand out to Jane . .. touched something wet. . . blood. ..
spoke to her. .. she didn’t answer. .. I undid her seat belt to try and
bring her round. .. when I moved her, I saw her face . .. and I realised
she was dead. . .

John And then you panicked.

Mark Yes! All right! I didn’t know what I was doing! (He turns his head
during this outburst, and finds the gun inches from his face. Turning
away he continues more quietly, in a sad, defeated kind of way). .. Jane
was dead. There was nothing I could do for her.

John But you knew that when the police did arrive, you’d be breathalysed,
you’d face charges.

Mark (dreamlike) 1 pulled Jane across into the driver’s seat. She was
a dead weight. I tried to do up the seat belt. I thought I had. But
her body kept falling sideways. I groped around in the back, and found
my weekend bag. That’s it.

Mark stands up, moves a little. John follows him

John There was another vehicle involved. That did not concern you.

Mark I could just see it through the trees. It had skidded and gone into
a ditch. But the driver had got out. He was sort of wandering about,
as if he was dazed, but he seemed to be all right.

John An elderly gentleman, I believe.

Mark I couldn’t see him clearly. I don’t know.

John So you left.

Mark Yes.

John How did you intend to get home?

Mark Ididn’t know. I walked away, into the forest. Just away. Anywhere.
I came across a stream, and tried to stop my head bleeding. Then a
path. It led through a plantation to a road. There was more traffic
there, but no one wanted to stop. I started walking. A lorry driver
picked me up.

John Your head bleeding. Drenched with rain as well, you must have
cut a strange figure.

Mark [said my car had broken down, I'd banged my head on the bonnet,
trying to fix it, and I wanted to get to a garage. He dropped me at
one near Southampton.

John And after your friendly lorry driver left?

Mark Does all this matter?

John We have the meat. We may as well have the trimmings.

Mark It was late. I didn’t know if there were any trains. I phoned for
ataxi. He brought me home.

John A nice long job for him. (7o Sally) Do you have any questions?

Sally No.
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John 1do. (To Mark) How do you propose to pay?

Mark Pay?

John For what you have done.

Mark Money? (A flicker of hope) You want money?

John In all justice, you must pay somehow. I ask for suggestions.

Sally How much do you want?

John You have already bought him. Why should you pay again?

Sally It’s my money. How much?

John Money would not be a suitable recompense. I am leaning towards—a
life for a life. (He seems prepared to shoot Mark without more ado)

Mark (brokenly) No. .. please. ..

Sally rises

John (to Sally, sharply) Stay where you are.

Sally Youcan’t... cold blooded murder? ... you wouldn’t do that. ..

John Believe me, it would be a pleasure.

Mark SweetJesus...no...I'll doanything.

John Anything?

Mark Justdon’t...that’sall...

John You agree to anything?

Mark Whatever yousay. ..

John (to Sally) You too?

Sally Yes.

John (indicating Mark) For this object?

Sally He didn’t mean her to die . . . it was an accident. . .

John Because of him, a life was extinguished.

Sally Killing him isn’t the way.

John It is the one immediately open to me. (To Mark) But you say—
anything but that?

Mark nods, almost unable to speak. John fetches a chair, puts it down,
sits Mark in it, facing Sally and presses the gun barrel to Mark’s head

You had my wife. I did not have yours.
Mark looks at Sally haggardly. Sally’s face is stony

An eye for an eye. Your choice, Mr Driscoll.
Mark Sally. .. he meansit... he’s mad.

Sally stares at Mark wordlessly
(Brokenly) Sally . . . please.. . .

Sally shakily unbuttons her housecoat, takes it off, throws it down. Mark
turns his head, looking away from Sally

John (prodding Mark’s head with the gun) You will watch, Mr Driscoll.
Mark’s sagging head moves until it is directed at Sally again

You will remain seated. (Referring to the gun) If you value her life,
you will not move. But you will watch. Do you hear me? Do you?
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Mark Yes.

John circles towards Sally. Sally lies down on the floor. John kneels beside
her, reaches across her as if about to lower himself. .. Then he picks up
the housecoat, and holds it towards Sally

John (quietly) Put it back on.
Sally rolls her head, and looks at John
Put it on.
Sally, bewildered, takes the housecoat, stands, puts it back on

My business is not with you. .. (He moves to a position directly behind
Mark) . .. but with him.

Mark (half sobbing) No. ..
John You deserve to die.

From here on, Mark is making half sobbing noises, in terror, hysterical
Mark No... for pity’s sake. ..

Mark would rise if he could, but his legs will not support him. Besides
which, John’s free hand clamps on his shoulder. Mark falls on to his knees
in front of the chair, cowering, helpless. Sally makes to move towards John

Sally Please...stopit... please.
Momentarily, John’s gun swings to threaten Sally
John Do you wish to join him?

Sally stops where she is. Mark attempts to crawl away, his speech a mixture
of sobbing and half gibberish

Mark No...oh, sweetJesushelpme...no...

Mark’s crawl takes him behind the couch, where he falls on his face. John
follows relentlessly, his gun aimed at Mark’s head. Sally is frozen where
she is, one knuckle in her teeth, trying not to gag

John You will hear the explosion as I fire . . .

Mark (half lostin sobs) . .. Pmsorry . .. please forgive me . . . please . ..
John ... and a moment later, it will be over.

Mark (more sobs than words)...no...no...OhlJesus...

John fires, once, twice, and then again, three deadly explosions. Sally emits
a sound, a terrible prolonged moan.

John You may look at him now.

Sally bows her head, turns it away in a horrified negative
He’s not hurt.

Sally looks at John without comprehension

See for yourself.
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Mark’s head rises from above the couch as he weakly pulls himself up.
His hair is dishevelled. His collapsed face is wet with tears. He still does
not know what has happened. Sally moves and helps him to his feet. His
legs are wobbly

Sally Here . .. come on.

John places the gun on the low table, and puts his jacket on
John Those three shots were blanks.

Sally guides Mark round the couch

Sally Sitdown...it’sallright...

Mark sits on the couch dumbly, elbows on knees, head bowed. Sally remains
standing

John The remaining bullet is real.

Sally Haven’t you finished yet?

John Not quite.

Sally This is what you came for, isn’t it. To degrade him, humiliate him.
What more do you want?

John My wife was pregnant. About two months, it seems, from the foetus.

Sally stares at John. John’s words have penetrated into Mark’s mind. He
lifts his head dully.

Mark Pregnant?

John I think you knew that.

Mark No...

John I think she told you that weekend.
Mark (dully)No...shedidn’ttelime. ..
John Well, perhaps not.

Sally (to Mark; bitterly) You gave her a baby?

There is no response from Mark

You gave her a baby?

John In fact, it may have been mine. We shall never know. Some two
months before the accident, she turned to me just for a few days, for
comfort, I expect. You did not make her happy, Mr Driscoll. (He takes
a cassette recorder from his briefcase and presses the “rewind” control)

Sally watches him. Mark wipes the tears from his face with his hands,
becoming more aware

Now, let us see. The microphone is quite sensitive. (He presses the
“play’’ control)
Recorder John: No, let us talk first.
Sally: You do realise . . .
John: Yes? Realise what?
John Good. (He presses the “fast forward” control, stops it and presses
the “‘play” control)
Recorder Mark: Jane was dead. There was nothing I could do for her.
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John (pressing the stop control) Fine. (He removes the cassette, places
it in his pocket. Then he puts the cassette recorder, letter and papers
into his briefcase, and closes it) I shall edit the tape so that it merely
comprises your statement. (He crosses to the curtains (blinds) and moves
round the room, opening them)

Daylight enters the room but the sun has declined meantime, and the light
is much duller than previously

(Switching off the lights) The police would not accept it as evidence
of course, and I should certainly get into hot water for the manner
in which it was obtained. But what I can discover, the police may con-
firm. Causing death by dangerous driving, would be the charge I believe.
A prison sentence, I fancy. (He completes his tasks, takes the key to
the french windows from his pocket and unlocks them) 1 shall reconnect
your telephone, in case your friends do call.

John exits through the french windows

Sally (gazing at Mark) Did she tell you? Did she tell you about the baby?

Mark No. That’s the truth, Sally.

Sally Is it? How can I ever know whether you’re speaking the truth or
not?

Mark (dully) It’s the truth.

John comes back in
John May I use your telephone?

Neither Sally nor Mark reply. John takes silence for consent and lifts the
receiver

Thank you. (He continues to speak, as he taps out the number and listens
to the ringing tone) You must send me the bill for the damage I have
caused to your property, of course. (On the telephone) Extension four
three two, please. (pause) Hullo, Jane... how are you feeling?. ..
good...good...

Sally swings round, and stares at John. Mark’s eyes seek John

... anything you want. ..? ... all right, my dear. .. see you soon. (He
hangs up)

Sally Jane?
John places a coin beside the telephone

John For the phone call.

Sally You said she was dead.

John Oh, no. I’d never have said that. I subscribe to the dictum that
you should always speak the truth unless you happen to be a very good
liar. Which I am not.

Sally Youdid...

John I said the outcome of the accident was tragic. It was. When your
husband walked away, she was in a coma, on the brink of death. Her
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life was despaired of. She came out of the coma a few days ago. Whether
she will ever fully recover is uncertain. She will need much care.

Sally Death by dangerous driving . . . that’s what you said . . .

John In the second vehicle was a passenger. An elderly lady who died
from her injuries in hospital. Her husband was too dazed and shocked
to do anything. A passing motorist found them eventually and drove
to a telephone. But there was a needlessly long delay before an ambu-
lance arrived. Mark Driscoll, to save himself, had walked away. And
my wife’s child was deprived of its chance of life. All of us must accept
responsibility for the consequences of our own actions. (He consults
his watch then picks up his briefcase) I must leave you. It is later than
I had intended. (He turns towards the door leading to the garden)

Mark leans forward and picks up the gun
Mark You've forgotten this.
John turns and sees Mark holding the gun

John Oh, yes. Thank you. Under the terms of my licence, it must remain
in my possession. (He moves towards Mark)

Mark stands, raises the gun, and aims it at John
Mark Now it’s my turn.

John stops

Mark’s terror has been replaced by blind fury

You’ve had your fun, you bastard. Let’s see how you like it. Sally,
the cassette. It’s in his pocket.

Instead, Sally moves quietly towards Mark

Sally Mark ... please. ..
Mark Get the bloody cassette.

Sally, close to Mark now, gently tries to take the gun from him

Sally Don’t, please...lethimgo. ..
Mark And be sent to prison, finished?

Mark sweeps Sally aside violently. She sprawls on the the couch
(To John) Give it to me.
John makes no move but simply stares at Mark
I'll use it Barrett. I mean that.
John takes out the key and holds it up
John Do you? I wonder. (He turns and walks to the door)
Mark extends his gun hand, aiming at John’s back
Sally Mark, don’t.
Mark pulls the trigger. There is a click. John turns and faces Mark. Mark
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looks at the gun blankly, pulls the trigger several times. There are more
clicks

Mark, don’t you see? He was lying. He wanted you to do that.
Mark sits. John walks back, takes the gun from Mark’s limp hand

John I spoke the literal truth. (He shows them the bullet) There. You
see? The bullet filed flat, the cross cut into it. (He puts the gun into
his briefcase and closes it) I had removed the charge.

Sally You knew. Everything that’s happened. You knew it would.

John I could not know. I surmised.

Sally Will you give me the cassette?

John For his sake?

Sally For mine. It would damage my life nearly as much.

John It is not for the police, unless you force me.

Sally Idon’t understand.

John My wife does not know I am cognisant of her affair. Were I to
hand this to the police, she would. I do not want her to. She needs
peace, and love and serenity. For her sake, I could not invoke the
forces of justice. It had to be in private. Between us. (He looks at
Mark) 1 shall not use the tape unless you report my own unlawful acts,
committed today.

Sally We shan’t.

John Well, then, there’s an end to it. I shall leave you together. (He
moves to the compact disc player) As though I had never been.

John switches on the compact disc player. The music of Ravel’s La Valse
resumes

John goes through the door to the garden: begins to circle the conservatory
Sally turns slowly, and looks at Mark

John pauses, on his way out, at the spot where he paused on his arrival,
and again looks into the room. Then he moves on and out of sight

Mark and Sally remain where they are as if part of a tableau. La Valse
ends with its final four beat bar

The CURTAIN falls



FURNITURE AND PROPERTY LIST

On stage: Conservatory with glass panels
Couch. On it: elegant housecoat
Chairs
Low glass table
Other small tables
Table lamps, standard lamp
Drinks cabinet
Telephone on wall fitment
Compact disc player on wall fitment
Cacti and indoor plants
Curtains or blinds
‘“Panic button’’ on wall near french windows
Other dressing as required

Off stage: Small watering can (Sally)

Personal: John: Briefcase. In it: revolver, cassette player/recorder with tape, letter,
2 hotel bills. Handkerchief. Gun licence
Sally: watch
Mark: watch



LIGHTING PLOT
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One interior setting. Practical fittings required: table lamps, standard lamp

ACT I
To open: Bright, summer afternoon sunshine
Cue 1 John switches on table and standard lamps
Snap on covering spots
Cue 2 John closes curtains (blinds)
Decrease general lighting
Cue 3 John: “*Just remember that.”
Black-out
ACT 11

To open: Asend of Act 1

Cue 4 John switches off lights at master switch
Cut covering spots

Cue 5 John switches lights on
Snap on covering spots

Cue 6 John opens curtains (blinds)
Daylight enters

Cue 7 John switches off lights
Snap off covering spots

(Page 1)

(Page 23)

(Page 26)

(Page 36)

(Page 36)

(Page 53)

(Page 53)
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Cue 1

Cue 2

Cue 3

Cue 4

Cue 5

Cue 6

Cue 7

Cue 8

Cue 9

Cue 10

Cue 11

Cue 12

Cue 13

EFFECTS PLOT

ACT I

As House Lights dim
Ravel’s La Valse plays

As CURTAIN rises
Birdsong. Continue intermittently throughout Act

John: ““ ... Imight agree with that.”
Car draws up on gravel. Front door opens and closes

Mark opens window
Birdsong increases

John closes window
Birdsong decreases

Mark: ““. .. butif you won’t listen...”
Gunshot fired, breaks glass

John fires again
Gunshot, curtains (blinds) twitch, glass breaks

ACT II

Sally turns to John
Front door bell rings

John: “Both of you.” Mark nods
Door bell rings. Footsteps on gravel

Visitor: ““ . .. must have gone out!”

Footsteps recede. Car door slams. car starts, drives away

Mark: “...no...no...Oh,Jesus...”
Three gunshots

John switches on cassette player
Dialogue as per script page 52

John switches on compact disc player
Ravel’s La Valse plays
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(Page 36)
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