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ACTI

Scene One

The living-room of the FORTHS detached house in Bere
Knighton, north Devon. Friday afternoon.

It is a gracefully proportioned room, typical of mid-
Victorian buildings, and decorated with taste. French
windows occupy a large area of the wall upstage centre,
giving access to a paved patio with floral tubs and a
view of the garden. Rich drapes, neatly swagged, hang
at each side of the windows. To the right of the windows
stands a large, glass-fronted bookcase, crammed with
assorted hardback books of varying age. Left of the
windows there is a well-stocked drinks table on which
there are assorted glasses.

Right, an Adam-style fireplace is sandwiched between
two tall recessed windows through which mature trees
and shrubs can be glimpsed. Matching swagged drapes
hang and bowls of fresh flowers occupy the deep ledges.
Beneath each window is a built-in unit. The upstage unit
supports a music centre and speakers, with a sizeable
collection of classical records and CDs on the shelving
below. The downstage unit supports a television set,
and on the shelving below there is a VCR recorder and
assorted video tapes. Assorted ornaments stand on the
mantel of the fireplace, with two large oriental vases
occupying the outer edges and a valuable looking clock
placed in the centre. A large mirror hangs above the
Sfireplace.
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A half-round table stands downstage left on which there
is an attractive modern lamp. Upstage left there is a
small writing desk and ladder-back chair occupying
the space immediately below a door. Writing paper,
envelopes, pens, etc. are in, or on, the desk, together
with framed photographs. Upstage of the door, which
opens on to the desk and leads to a hall and the rest
of the house, there is another bookcase. This is open-
fronted and filled with paperbacks and less imposing
volumes. Just in _front of the french windows, facing
Jront but angled slightly towards the fireplace, is a
large comfortable settee. Right of the settee is a small
occasional table. Left of the settee is a matching easy
chair angled towards the television. Cushions are on the
settee and the easy chair. The room ts thickly carpeted
and decorative plates and pictures fill the wall space.
There is a light switch left of the door.

The two windows right are open, as are the french
windows. On the patio, DOROTHY LIVINGSTONE, a
cheery middle-aged woman in a smock, is vigorously
shaking a small, shaggy rug. A vacuum cleaner stands
at the side of the settee, its lead snaking across the floor
to a hidden powerplug. Dusters, spray polish cans and
window cleaners are on the settee and a pair of rubber
gloves are on the settee arm.

BARBARA FORTH, an attractive woman in her thirties,
enters through the doorway left. She wears a pastel boiler
suit and carries two mugs of coffee. She sees DOROTHY
and reacts.

BARBARA (plaintively) Not there, Dorothy. It’ll all be back in
the room.

DOROTHY (cheerfully shaking her head) No, it won’t, Mrs Forth.
Wind’s blowing in the other direction. (She gives her hair
a flick then enters the living-room. Indicating the mug) I'll
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just put this down then we can move into the dining-room.
(She moves over to the fireplace)

BARBARA (surprised) You've not finished already? (She holds
out a mug) I haven’t been gone five minutes.

DOROTHY (placing the rug on the hearth) Doesn’t take me
long when I set my mind to it. I can go through this place
like a dose of salts, as my Grandma Eccles used to say. (She
straightens herself and takes the proffered mug) Ooh, lovely.
I'm just about ready for this. (She smiles and sips her drink)

BARBARA (jokingly) And what about the bookcase? (Indicating
the glass-fronted bookcase) You haven’t done that?

DOROTHY (firmly) I certainly have. It’s been polished from
top to bottom.

BARBARA And the books? You've taken all those out?

DOROTHY (raising her eyebrows) Didn’t see the point. You're not
likely to get dust behind them, are you? They’re squashed
in like sardines.

BARBARA (smiling) Which is exactly why I want them doing.
Lord knows what’s lurking behind those cracked cardboard
covers. I bet they haven’t been touched since he moved in.
And you know how long ago that was. (She sips at her coffee)

DOROTHY (searching her memory) Six years come August, I
think. Same as Mr Linney at the hardware shop.

BARBARA (justified) Yes. So we’ll have them all out and see if
we can’t put them back again in some sort of order. (She
stps again)

DOROTHY (doubtfully) Well, if you say so. But I don’t expect
he’ll be too pleased about it. You know what he’s like about
having his things moved. I remember the fuss he made when
you brought that big jardiniére thing downstairs, last year. It
had to go back on the landing, didn’t it? (She sips her coffee)

BARBARA That was different. And anyway, were not moving
them, are we? Just tidying them up. He probably won’t
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even notice. I don’t think he’s laid a finger on them since
we were married. They just sit there gathering dust and
glowering at me. (She sips at her coffee)

DOROTHY (putting her mug on the mantle and sighing) We'd
best make a start then. Do you want them on the floor or
shall I stack them on the settee?

BARBARA Definitely on the floor. Then while I'm sorting them
out, you can—

The front doorbell chimes.

(pulling a face) That’s all we need. Visitors.
DOROTHY Do you want me to go?

BARBARA (shaking her head) I'll do it. It’s probably for Richard
anyway.

BARBARA puts her mug on the desk and exits left.

DOROTHY moves up to the bookcase, opens it, and
begins lifting the books from the shelves, stacking them
haphazardly on the floor.

There is the sound of voices in greeting off stage.
(offstage) Come in. Come in. Go through.

MARY enters left, followed by her husband, ALLAN. Both
are in their late sixties and look fit and healthy. MARY
wears a skirt and blouse, sensible shoes and carries
a handbag. ALLAN wears white trousers, a sleeveless
sweater, shirt and shoes, and carries a battered leather
bowls bag.

MARY (noticing DOROTHY; beaming) Someone looks busy.

DOROTHY (agreeably) No rest for the wicked. Hello, Mary, Allan.

DOROTHY returns to the books.

BARBARA enters left, behind them.
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MARY (facing BARBARA) We've not caught you at a bad moment,
have we?

BARBARA (quickly) No, no. Just a bit of spring cleaning—three
months too late. Dorothy’s giving me a hand so I can get it
done before Richard’s back from Barnstaple.

ALLAN You're feeling better, then?

BARBARA (with feeling) You've no idea. But the rest must have
done me good. I haven’t had so much energy in months.
(Suddenly) Would you like a cup of something? I've only
just boiled the kettle.

MARY No, thank you. We had one in the pavilion before we
came away. At least, I did. (She glances at ALLAN) He was
drinking shandy.

ALLAN (beaming) We were playing Fremington in the quarter
final.

BARBARA So I heard.

BARBARA plucks dusters and her cleaning things from
the settee.

A good match, was it?

ALLAN Depends on your viewpoint. They beat us by three points.
Mind you, we didn’t have Cliff Berry on account of his being
on holiday with their—

MARY (pleasantly interrupting him) Allan. Give it a rest, can’t
you? Not everybody’s bowls-mad like you. (She chuckles)
Wind him up and he’ll go on for hours. I know I have to
put up with it, but there’s no need for him to inflict it on
you. (Seriously) Now, we've not come to disturb you. It’s
just that we were passing by and I thought we’d drop in
and see how you were feeling. I never expected to find you
on your feet—let alone doing housework.

BARBARA (dismissively) It was nothing serious. Just a stomach
bug. A few days in bed and I'm as good as new again.
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BARBARA indicates for them to sit on the settee and
ALLAN moves towards it.

ALLAN Well, that’s something to be grateful for. We thought it
might have been more of that trouble you had at Christmas.
(He sits and puts his bag between his feet)

BARBARA (hastily) Heaven forbid. I wouldn’t want to go through
that again. (She laughs) I really thought I was dying.

MARY They never did find out what it was, did they?

BARBARA (wryly) No. But I’d rather not be reminded, thank
you. Too many unpleasant memories.

BARBARA deposits the cleaning things on the bookcase

left.

DOROTHY (turning) It really makes you think, though, doesn’t
it? They can give you a new heart and kidneys, but half the
time they haven’t a clue what’s going on in your innards.
(To MARY) Remember old Mrs Wells in Fore Street?

MARY (hastily) Yes. But I'm sure Barbara doesn’t want to hear
about that, Dorothy. The poor woman’s been gone ten years.
(To BARBARA; confidentially) One of the previous doctor’s
patients. Used to keep her gallstones in a glass jar on the
dresser and wave them in your face when you visited. Quite
proud of them, she was. (She smiles) Anyway, as long as we
know you're all right.

BARBARA (brightly) Yes. Yes. I'm fine. It was good of you to call.

MARY (firmly) We'd better be off, then. Come on, Allan.
MARY moves to leave.

ALLAN (surprised) Eh? (Realizing) Oh. (He picks up his bag
and rises) Bye, Barbara. Dorothy.

MARY (opening the door) We'll see you next week.

BARBARA (suddenly remembering) Oh. I haven’t paid you, have
I? For the tickets. Or have you seen Richard?
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MARY (shaking her head) There’s no hurry. You can give it to me
later. (She smiles) I don’t imagine you’ll be running away.

BARBARA No, but you'd better have it now while I remember.
If you hold on a minute, I'll just get my purse.

BARBARA hurries past MARY and exits.

MARY (half-heartedly) It doesn’t matter. (70 no-one in particular)
There was no need. It would have done next week.

ALLAN (t0 DOROTHY) I bet Richard’s pleased she’s up and about
again. He was getting quite worried about her.

DOROTHY Yes. But I wouldn’t believe everything she tells you,
if I were you. She’s not half as well as she makes out. Just
putting a brave face on things, if you ask my opinion.

The others stare at DOROTHY.

If it were anything to do with me, she’d have stayed in bed
’til the end of the week. Why he didn’t take her to hospital,
I'll never know. It’s not normal to be having the pain she’s
been having and I don’t care what anybody says.

ALLAN (awkwardly) Well, I'm sure he would have done if he’d
thought it were necessary. He’s a good enough doctor.

MARY (nodding) Excellent.

DOROTHY I wouldn’t know. I've never been ill in my life. But I
must say he didn’t seem half as worried about her as I was.
He was out for half the day and most the night, Monday
and Tuesday.

MARY (defensively) He has got the practice to run.

DOROTHY I'm not saying he hasn’t. But you didn’t see her
Tuesday afternoon. She was so bad about three, I had to
phone the surgery and leave a message for him to come
home. And when he did make an appearance, he as much
as told her she was making a fuss about nothing. She was
in tears after he’d gone again.
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MARY (frowning) That doesn’t sound like Richard.

DOROTHY (drily) Well, maybe you've got to live with them to
find out what they’re really like.

BARBARA pops her head round the door.
BARBARA Must have left it upstairs. I won’t keep you.
BARBARA vanishes from sight again.

MARY (turning to speak to BARBARA) It doesn’t... (She realizes
BARBARA has gone and turns back to DOROTHY) Well, she
seems to have made a speedy enough recovery, doesn’t she?
(Kindly) Let’s hope it’s all behind her, now. (Changing the
subject) Will you and Colin be coming on Wednesday?
They’ve still a few tickets left.

DOROTHY I don’t think so. It’s not really our cup of tea. And
he doesn’t finish work ’til seven, so it’d be a bit of a rush,
in any case.

ALLAN Well, if you happen to change your minds...

There is a chime from the main door which startles
everyone.

DOROTHY (frowning) I'll just see who that is.
DOROTHY exits left.
(offstage; calling out) T'll get it.

MARY (Z0 ALLAN; softly) I can’t understand that, can you?
About his not being worried. He seemed quite concerned
when I saw him at the Guild meeting.

ALLAN (shaking his head) You can’t go on what Dorothy says.
Nine times out of ten she gets the wrong end of the stick. I
know she means well, but the man is a doctor. He’d know if
there were something really wrong with her. And obviously
there wasn’t. Just some sort of enteritis. We've all had it
from time to time, haven’'t we?
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MARY (frowning) She does seem to have had a lot of stomach
trouble since they got married, though, doesn’t she? I wonder
if it’s the water? You know how poorly you were that time
in Spain.

ALLAN There’s nothing wrong with the water ‘round here. It’s
the best in Britain.

MARY (drily) And the most expensive. But all the same...

DOROTHY enters, followed by ERIC. He is an attractive
man in his early forties, smartly dressed in a lightweight
suit. He has a slightly embarrassed look on his face.

DOROTHY A visitor for Mrs Forth.
The trio smile shyly at each other.

(to ERIC) She’ll be down in a minute.
ERIC (hesitantly) I'm not interrupting, am I? I mean—

MARY (quickly) No, no. We're just about ready for leaving. We
only dropped in to see if she was feeling any better. (She
smiles at him)

ERIC (frowning) Is she not well, then?

DOROTHY She’s back on her feet again, if that’s anything to go
by, but she only got out of bed yesterday.

ERIC Nothing serious, I hope?

ALLAN (smiling) Not this time. Just a bit of tummy trouble.

ALLAN pats his stomach and MARY throws him a
disapproving glance.

DOROTHY (curiously) She’s not expecting you, is she? I mean,
she didn’t say.

ERIC (quickly) Oh, no. No. She’s not. (He grins shyly) In fact,
I'm probably the last person she’ll be expecting.

The others look at him questioningly.
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We, er, well—we were engaged at one time. (Embarrassed) It
didn’t work out. There was a business problem and I had to
go to Canada for a couple of years. When I got back, I found
she’d left town to marry Dr Forth and moved to this end of
the country. (Hastily) There were no hard feelings between
us, and as I've got a job on in Ilfracombe at the minute,
I thought I'd drive over and say hello again. Maybe treat
them to a meal as a belated wedding present, or something.
(He smiles nervously)

DOROTHY (not knowing what to say) Fancy.
MARY Well, I'm sure she’ll be glad to see you.

ALLAN Could be just the tonic she needs.

BARBARA enters, hurriedly, clutching her purse and a
ten pound note.

BARBARA Found it on top of the linen basket. I can’t think
what 1 was doing with it in there. (She presses the money
into MARY's hand then turns to ERIC with an apologetic
smile) Sorry to have kept you. I was just paying my debts.

ERIC looks at BARBARA blankly then looks at the others.
(puzzled) Is something wrong?

ERIC (hesitantly) Mrs Forth?

BARBARA (brightly) Yes.

ERIC (confused) I'm awfully sorry. I seem to have made a mistake.
You’ll have to forgive me.

DOROTHY (Z0 BARBARA) Don’t you know him, then?
BARBARA (blankly) Should I?

ERIC (stricken) This is so embarrassing. I, er, I thought you
were someone else. A girl I knew in Derbyshire.

BARBARA looks at the others in bewilderment.
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I do apologize. It was just that the name was Forth. They
said he lived in this part of the world so I assumed I'd got
the right one. He’s the only Dr Forth I could trace. I can’t
tell you how sorry I am.

BARBARA (baffled) It might help if I knew what you were talking
about.

ALLAN He said you were engaged to him, one time.
BARBARA Jooks at ERIC in astonishment.

ERIC (helplessly) I feel such an idiot. It’s all a stupid mistake on
my part. I was engaged to a girl in Buxton, you see—Grace
Walker. Her father was a local businessman. Absolutely
rolling in it. But he didn’t exactly approve of me. Thought
I was after her money to prop up my own business, which
was going through a pretty rough patch at the time. To cut
a long story short, we agreed to break things off and I went
to Montreal to see if I could drum up business over there.
When I got back, old Walker had died and a neighbour told
me Grace had left town to marry a doctor she’d met at some
resort in Italy. Apparently they were living in this area. As
I was down here on business, I did a bit of asking around
and thought I’d drop in for a surprise visit. (He grins wryly)
The only trouble is, I seem to have got the wrong people.

BARBARA (sympathetically) Well, there’s no harm done. It was
a genuine mistake.

ERIC It was Mrs Richard Forth, I was looking for.

BARBARA (smiling) Well, he’s certainly called Richard, but
he’s not the one you want, I'm afraid. I doubt he’s been
to Buxton in his life. And I know I haven’t. (Kindly) Still,
there’s no harm done. Why don’t you contact the BMA? I'm
sure they’d be able to help you trace this other Dr Forth.
There can’t be that many of them practising in Devon. (She
smiles) Richard’ll be tickled pink when I tell him.
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ERIC (awkwardly) I wish you wouldn’t. My face is red enough
as it is. The less people who know about it, the better.
(Uneasily) I'd better be going.

BARBARA (smiling) I'll see you out. (Kindly) And don’t worry.
We all make mistakes.

BARBARA exits into the hall.

ERIC gives an embarrassed smile to the others and exits
into the hall. The door closes behind him.

The trio look at each other solemnly for a moment, then
chuckle in amusement.

DOROTHY Well. Who'd have believed that if you'd told them it
down at The Fox and Grapes?

MARY Poor fellow. He must feel terrible. (She chuckles)

ALLAN Mind you, you can understand how it happened, can’t
you? The names being the same and everything. I remember
a few years back we had a chap named Johnson down at the
club and he marked his woods with a big letter J.

MARY All right, Allan. We don’t want to know about it.

ALLAN (insisting) But the same thing happened to him. One
of the other fellows—

MARY It wasn’t the same thing at all. That was just a mix-up.
Now hush your noise and let’s get going. If Ken and Valerie
are coming round tonight, I want to give the room a going
over before they arrive. The first thing she’ll do when she
walks in is run her finger over the sideboard looking for dust.

DOROTHY Which is nothing to what his lordship’s going to do if
he walks in and sees his precious books strewn all over the
carpet. You'll hear him screaming down at The Butter Cross.

MARY (hastily) Well, we won’t hold you up any longer. And if
you do change your mind about Wednesday...

MARY and ALLAN exit left.
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DOROTHY turns back to the bookcase and finishes
removing the books. Depositing the last of them on the
Sloor, she gets a duster and can of polish from the desk
top and attacks the shelves, grimacing at the grime.

DOROTHY (%o herself) I don’t know about six years’ dust. It’s
more like six Aundred. Makes you wonder where it comes
from.

BARBARA enters, left.

BARBARA (amused) How about that for a novel way of livening
up a Friday afternoon? (She crosses over to DOROTHY)
I shall die if it turns out to be a new kind of sales pitch for
Paradine computers.

BARBARA drops to her knees and picks up a book from
the stacks.

DOROTHY (still polishing) Who?

BARBARA The firm he runs. He gave me one of his cards. (She
Sfishes the card out from her pocket and reads it aloud) Eric
Dawson. Paradine computers, Station Street, Buxton. (She
puts the card back into her pocket)

DOROTHY (turning to her) What makes you think it might be
a sales pitch?

BARBARA Well, he didn’t say as much, but he did mention that
if Richard was interested in a new system we could contact
him. He’s staying at the Starcross Hotel in Ilfracombe for
the next two days. Pass me one of those dusters, will you?

DOROTHY crosses to the desk.

DOROTHY So what about that story he was telling us? You don’t
think he was making it up, do you? (She sorts out a duster
and hands it to BARBARA)

BARBARA I don’t know what to think, to tell you the truth.
(Wiping the book cover) He certainly seemed embarrassed
enough about it. It’s just the idea of two doctors with the
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same name practising in this part of Devon that makes the
mind boggle. I can’t wait to see what Richard makes of it.
(She examines the book) You know, I don’t think this has
ever been opened. It’s in mint condition.

DOROTHY (frowning) I don’t suppose there’s any chance he
hadn’t made a mistake, is there?

BARBARA (looking up) Sorry?

DOROTHY (turning back to the bookcase) Well, you haven’t
been married all that long, have you? I mean, maybe this is
something that happened before you came along, so to speak.

BARBARA (amused) I can assure you Richard wasn’t married
to any Grace Walker before he met me. He was a widower,
yes, but his first wife’s name was Nancy. (Handing the book
to DOROTHY) Top shelf, I think.

DOROTHY But she died about fifteen years ago, didn’t she?
Accident in the Lake District, or something? (She puts the
book on the shelf) You'd not get me in a rowing boat if I
couldn’t swim a stroke. Especially one that hasn’t been used
in years. It’s a wonder he didn’t drown as well.

BARBARA (mildly) If he’d been in the boat with her, he might
have done.

DOROTHY looks at her in surprise.

It was her idea to take off alone. Richard hadn’t a clue where
she’d gone ’til they found the body. It must have been awful
for him. Knowing he’'d been sitting there reading, while she
was in the middle of the lake fighting for her life.

DOROTHY (stunned) He’s never told us that. Oh, the poor love.
No wonder he’s so grumpy. (Returning to her idea) But
what I'm meaning is, he’d only been living down here a few
years before he met you, so maybe this “Grace” woman was
somebody he knew before he moved here?

BARBARA I shouldn’t think so. (She picks up another book)
When he swept me off my feet, he said I was the second
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great love of his life, and I'm sure if he’d been considering
marriage with someone in between times, he’d have told
me about it before today. (She wipes the book)

DOROTHY (holding out her hand for the book) I wouldn’t be
too sure about that, if I were you. In my experience, men
tell you what they want to tell you and that’s as much as
they want you to know. I was married to my Colin seven
years before I found out he’d once spent a night in jail for
being drunk and disorderly—and I hadn’t even known he
was a drinker.

BARBARA (handing her the book) Top shelf again. (She selects
another book) Well, I don’t think there’s any dark and dirty
deeds lurking in Richard’s background. He’s just a common,
old, boring country doctor with a gruff exterior and a heart
of gold. (She dusts the book)

DOROTHY (drily) You didn’t think that on Tuesday afternoon
when he had you in tears. (She puts the book away)

BARBARA (embarrassed) Oh, I was just being stupid. You know
how it is when you're feeling low. (She hands her the book)
It doesn’t take much to set the waterworks going. And he
was perfectly right, wasn’t he? Look at me now. Not a care
in the world. (She picks up another book)

DOROTHY Well, far be it from me to criticize.
The front doorbell chimes.
I'll get it.

DOROTHY puts the book on the shelf, drops her duster
and exits left.

BARBARA continues dusting books and replacing them
in the bookcase until DOROTHY enters, tight-lipped,
JSollowed by JULIA. She s a very smartly dressed woman
of forty-five or so, not unattractive but rather cool and
superior in manner. She carries a handbag.
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(disapprovingly) Mrs Moore. (She moves to bookcase and
retrieves her duster)

BARBARA (scrambling to her feet) Hello, Julia. Excuse the mess.
Just tidying up this ghastly bookcase. (She indicates it loosely
and grins)

JULIA (haughtily) So I notice. But please, don’t let me disturb
you. I just need the teensiest moment of Richard’s time. Is
he around?

BARBARA (apologetically) I'm sorry. He’s over in Barnstaple.
At a meeting.

JULIA (frowning) But he’s expecting me. To collect the
photographs.

BARBARA Sorry?

JULIA My passport photographs. He promised to countersign
them.

BARBARA Oh.
JULIA And I do need them today.

BARBARA (biting her lip) He must have forgotten. (Hastily)
I mean—he didn’t mention anything. (Helpfully) 1 could
look in his study, if you like?

JULIA (tightly) That would be helpful.

BARBARA (nodding) Right. (Indicating the settee) Well, have
a seat.

BARBARA throws a helpless look at DOROTHY and exits.

DOROTHY ignores JULIA and begins polishing again.

JULIA (after a pause) Still charring, 1 see?

DOROTHY (flatly) It’s an honest enough job. (She rubs at a
stubborn spot)

JULIA I wasn’t suggesting otherwise. (She moves to the settee and
seats herself) Though it wouldn’t appeal to me. Grubbing
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around in other people’s dirt. (She smiles sweetly and
smoothes her skirt)

DOROTHY (pausing in her work and turning) That does surprise
me, Julia. I always thought other people’s dirt was exactly
what appealed to you.

JULIA (frowning) I'm sorry? (She looks over her shoulder)

DOROTHY You spend so much time digging for it, it’s a wonder
you don’t keep a shovel in your handbag.

JULIA (smiling and facing front again) There’s nothing wrong
with healthy curiosity, Dorothy. In my opinion, apathy’s far
more reprehensible.

DOROTHY is uncertain what the final word means and
does not know what to say. JULIA glances around the
room.

I thought Barbara might have done something with this
by now. It’s over a year since she moved in. I must say, it
wouldn’t suit me to have someone else’s décor staring me
in the face every day.

DOROTHY (tartly) It’s a good job you don’t live here, then, isn’t
it? Because they seem to like it exactly the way it is. (She
turns back to her polishing)

JULIA Of course, Richard’s totally oblivious to his surroundings,
but I expected more of Barbara. From the way he extolled
her virtues, I imagined a cross between Helen of Troy and
Florence Nightingale. It came as quite a shock to find out
she was just an ordinary mortal like the rest of us.

DOROTHY Oh, I wouldn’t describe you as ordinary, Julia. Not
by a long chalk. And if you think Dr Forth’s oblivious to his
surroundings, then perhaps you don’t know him as well as
you think you do.

JULIA (amused) Really? Well you might be surprised to find
out just how well I do know him. (Smugly) If the lovely
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Barbara hadn’t suddenly appeared on the scene, I could
well have been occupying this house instead of Elm Cottage.

DOROTHY (easily) Yes. I did hear you'd set your sights on him
at one time. Quite a few people passed comment on it.

JULIA (sharply) Oh?

DOROTHY They were rather tickled when he upped and married
somebody else.

JULIA Small things amuse small minds.

DOROTHY (maliciously) I hadn’t realized it was a small thing,
Julia. From the stories I heard, it seemed to be quite a big
thing. You were so put out about it, you had to go away for
weeks to get over the disappointment.

JULIA (feigning amusement) Where on earth did you hear
that? The reason I left Bere Knighton was to spend a
fortnight on a Health Farm in Surrey followed by a few
weeks in Scotland with friends. All arranged and paid for
months before Richard sprang his unexpected re-marriage
on everyone.

DOROTHY And you never threatened to kill him for making
a fool of you?

JULIA (laughing incredulously) Certainly not.

DOROTHY (unconvinced) Strange how many people must have
suffered hallucinations that afternoon. At least a dozen of
them thought you said the marriage wouldn’t last six months.

JULIA (coolly) I may have expressed a certain amount of surprise.
I won’t deny it. He'd hardly known her a month and there
he was proposing to spend the rest of his life with her. But
the poor man was at perfect liberty to marry anyone he
chose. And in case the town gossips missed it, I was the
first to congratulate them on their return from Switzerland.

BARBARA enters left.
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BARBARA (apologetically) I'm sorry, Julia. I can’t find them
anywhere. But he shouldn’t be late back. Could you call
again in an hour or so?

JULIA (rising; slightly peeved) 1 don’t seem to have much
choice, do I? I need them this afternoon and I've a dinner
engagement in Somerset tonight so I have to get my hair
done.

BARBARA (helpfully) T'll bring them ‘round myself, then. As
soon as he arrives. (Cheerfully) So, where are you heading?
Switzerland, is it?

JULIA (blankly) Switzerland?
BARBARA I heard you mention it as I came in.
JULIA Oh. (Recovering) Yes. Yes. A little place on Lake Lucerne.

BARBARA (smiling) We stayed in Belalp—near the Aletsch
Glacier. (Dreamily) It was absolutely wonderful. I never
wanted to leave it. (She smiles) In fact I almost didn’t. (She
laughs) I went for a walk one afternoon while Richard went
to the bank, and almost got flattened by a loose boulder that
came hurtling out of nowhere. How it missed me I’ll never
know. I was still in shock when they found me. I can laugh
at it now, of course, but at the time... (She shakes her head)

JULIA (staring at her) He never mentioned that.

BARBARA (easily) Oh, it was just one of those stupid things that
happen now and then. It didn’t spoil our honeymoon—but
it certainly put a stop to my walking around on my own.

(She laughs)

JULIA (with a glacial smile) Well, I'd better be off. But if you'd
remind him about my photographs, I'd be very grateful. As
I said, time is getting short. (She moves towards the door)

BARBARA Don’t worry. I'll bring them round as soon as he gets
back. (She begins to follow her)

JULIA 1It’s all right. I can see myself out.
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JULIA exits left.

DOROTHY (glaring after her) If ever a woman got up my nose,
it’s that one.

BARBARA silently shushes her and closes the door.

BARBARA (in a low voice) I must admit she’s not my favourite
lady in Bere Knighton. (Moving back to the books) Whatever
happened to Mr M? Does anybody know? (She sinks to her
knees again)

DOROTHY (picking up a book to dust) Haven't a clue. She left
here to marry him about eighteen years ago, then came
back the year before Dr Forth arrived, claiming to be a
widow. She bought Elm Cottage from Mr Petheridge after
his wife died. Lives with his daughter on Lower Road, now.
Next door but one to the Methodist Church. (She scours
the book briskly)

BARBARA It’s certainly a lovely house.

DOROTHY They can all be lovely if you spend enough money
on them. And heaven knows, she’s not exactly down to her
last million.

BARBARA (laughing) Oh, come on, Dorothy. She’s not worth
that much. (She gets a book)

DOROTHY I bet she’s got more tucked away than you have. (She
puts the book in the case)

BARBARA (amused) That wouldn’t take much doing. Richard’s
the moneyed one in this household. (She dusts the book)
I'm only worth something when I'm dead.

DOROTHY Same here. Eighteen thousand pounds my Colin
would get if anything happened to me. And if it were the
other way round, I'd only get twelve. It’'s no wonder they say
it’s a man’s world. (She picks up another book and glances
at the title) Karma Sutra? I didn’t know doctors read books
like this.
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