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Home

First presented by The English Stage Company on June 17th, 1970, at the
Royal Court Theatre with the following cast of characters:

Harry John Gielgud

Jack Ralph Richardson
Alfred Warren Clarke
Marjorie Dandy Nichols
Kathleen Mona Washbourne

The play directed by Lindsay Anderson
Setting by Jocelyn Herbert

The action passes on the terrace of a house

ACT I ScENE 1 Morning
SCENE 2 A short time later

ACT 11 Afternoon

Time: the present






ACT 1

SCENE 1

There is a white flag-pole RC, and upstage a low terrace with a single step
down, C; and a balustrade L. A round metalwork table is set slightly off-centre
L, with a metalwork chair on either side.

When the CURTAIN rises, the stage is empty. After a moment Harry comes on
up R. He wears a casual suit, perhaps tweed, with a suitable hat which, after
glancing pleasurably around, he takes off, coming down c. He puts his hat on
the table, along with a pair of well-used leather gloves and a folded newspaper.
He sits on the chair L of the table, presses his shoulders back, eases his neck,
etc., making himself comfortable. He settles down. He glances at his watch
shakes it, makes sure it’s going, winds it slowly, looking round. He stretches
his neck again, leans down, wafts cotton from his turn-ups, examines his shoes
without stooping. He clears his throat, clasps his hands in his lap, gazes out,
abstracted, his head nodding slightly, half-smiling.

Jack Harry!

Jack has entered up L. He is dressed in similar fashion, but with a slightly
more dandyish flavour: handkerchief hanging from top pocket, a rakish
trilby: he carries, too, a simple though rather elegant cane.

Harry Jack.

Jack Been here long?

Harry No. No.

Jack You mind?

Harry Not at all.

Jack (sitting down) Nice to see the sun again. (He stretches, shows great
relief at being off his feet, etc)

Harry Very.

Jack Been laid up for a few days.

Harry Oh dear.

Jack Chill. In bed.
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Harry Oh, dear. Still . . . appreciate the comforts.
Jack What? You’re right. Still—nice to be out.
Harry ’Tis.

Jack Mind?

Harry All yours.
Jack picks up the paper and gazes at it without unfolding it

Jack Damn bad news.

Harry Yes.

Jack Not surprising.

Harry Gets worse before it gets better.

Jack S’right. Still—not to grumble.

Harry No. No.

Jack Put on a bold front. (He turns the paper over)

Harry That’s right.

Jack (indicating the paper) Pretty.

Harry Very.

Jack By Jove . . . (He reads intently for a moment) Oh, well.

Harry That the one? (He glances over)

Jack Yes. Tch, tch, tch!

Harry Ah, well. (He shakes his head)

Jack Yes. Still . . .

Harry Clouds—watch their different shapes.

Jack Yes? (He looks up at the sky, at which Harry is gaping)

Harry See how they drift over?

Jack By Jove.

Harry First sight—nothing. Then—just watch the edges . . . See.

Jack Amazing.

Harry Never notice when you’re just walking.

Jack No. Still—best time of the year.

Harry What?

Jack Always think this the best time.

Harry Oh, yes.

Jack Not too hot. Not too cold.

Harry (pointing at the paper) Seen that?

Jack (reading) By Jove! (He reads again briefly) Well—you get some sur-
prises. Hello (He reads further down, turning the edge of the paper over)
Good God.

Harry What I felt.

Jack The human mind. (He shakes his head)

Harry Oh dear, yes.

Jack One of these days . . .

Harry Ah, yes.

Jack Then where will they be?

Harry Oh, yes.

Jack Never give it a thought.

Harry No. Never.

Jack (reading again) By Jove . . . (He shakes his head)
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Harry leans over and removes something casually from Jack’s sleeve

Harry Cotton.

Jack Oh. Pickeditup . . . (Heglances round at the other sleeve, then down
at his trousers)

Harry See you’ve come prepared.

Jack What? . . . Oh.

Harry indicates Jack’s coat pocket. Jack takes out a folded plastic mac, no
larger, folded, than his hand

Best to make sure.
Harry Took a risk. Myself.
Jack Oh, yes. . . . What’s life worth . . .
Harry Oh, yes.
Jack I say. That was a shock.
Harry Yesterday . .. ?
Jack Bolt from the blue, and no mistake.
Harry I’d been half-prepared—even then.
Jack Still: a shock.
Harry Absolutely.
Jack My wife—you’ve met ?—was that last week ?
Harry Ah, yes . .
Jack Well. A very delicate woman.
Harry Still. Very sturdy.
Jack Oh, well. Physically, nothing to complain of.

Harry Oh, no.

Jack Temperament, however . . . inclined to the sensitive side.

Harry Really.

Jack Twoyearsago . . . (Heglances off stage) By Jove. Isn’t that Saxton ?

Harry Believe it is.

Jack He’s a sharp dresser, and no mistake.

Harry Very.

Jack They tell me . . . Well, I never.

Harry Didn’t see that, did he? (They laugh, looking off) Eyes in the back
of your head these days.

Jack You have. That’s right.

Harry Won’t do that again in a hurry. What? (He laughs)

Jack I had an uncle once who bred horses.

Harry Really.

Jack Used to go down there when I was a boy.

Harry The country.

Jack Nothing like it. What? Fresh air.

Harry Clouds. (He gestures up)

Jack I'd say so.

Harry My wife was coming up this morning.

Jack Really?

Harry Slight headache. Thought might be better . .

Jack Indoors. Well. Best make sure.
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Harry When I was in the army . . .

Jack Really? What regiment?

Harry Fusiliers.

Jack Really? How extraordinary.

Harry You?

Jack No. No. A cousin.

Harry Well . . .

Jack Different time, of course.

Harry Ah.

Jack Usedtobringhisrifle . . . No. That was Arthur. Got them muddled.
(He laughs)

Harry Still.

Jack Never leaves you.

Harry No. No.

Jack In good stead.

Harry Oh, yes.

Jack All your life.

Harry Oh, yes.

Jack I was—for a very short while—in the Royal Air Force.

Harry Really?

Jack Nothing to boast about.

Harry Oh, now. Flying?

Jack On the ground.

Harry (after a pause) Crysanthemums is my wife’s hobby.

Jack Really.

Harry Thirty-seven species round the house.

Jack Beautiful flower.

Harry Do you know there are over a hundred?

Jack Really?

Harry Different species.

Jack Suppose you can mix them up.

Harry Oh. Very.

Jack He’s coming back . . .

Harry looks enquiringly

Swanson.

Harry Saxton.

Jack Saxton! Always did get those two mixed up. Two boys at school: one
called Saxton, the other Swanson. The curious thing is, they both looked
alike.

Harry Really?

Jack Both had a curious skin disease. Here. Just at the side of the nose.

Harry Eczema.

Jack Really?

Harry Could have been.

Jack Never thought of that. . . . (He pauses) When I was young I had an
ambition to be a priest, you know. .

Harry Really?
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