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TRIANGLE
by
JOHN MORTIMER

Characters

WAITRESS
1ST REGULAR
2ND REGULAR

SCENE—A restaurant.

When the CURTAIN rises the stage is in darkness. The voice of the WAITRESS
is heard singing ““Love is the sweetest thing” with great abandon.
. (While she sings a neon sign lights up saying: *“Luncheons and Teas™.
The back of the stage lights up softly. As she sings the WAITRESS is
standing with her back to the audience. She is gelting something out of a
hatch. The WATTRESS furns and addresses the audience)

Warrress, Torn!—Stretched out on the eternal triangle. Well,
it’s not exactly a bed of roses, is it? Is it? Not with your heart-strings
pulling in different directions. Take kim. My first regular. Comes
here every day and don’t tell me the food’s the main attraction.
I mean the steak pie’s not exactly cordon bleu—although we do have
table-cloths . . .

(A light on the table L reveals a fat and dreary-looking business-man.
All the wailtress saps is inaudible to her customers)

Hidden depths—that’s what he’s got. They’re §re_ry well hidden, but
they’re depths all right. Seen his eyes? Deep—black pools . . . Have
a bit of light on the subject . . .

(A spot comes up on the 1st Regular’s face)

Get the message? Eyes like deep, black ink-pots all round that
sensitive nose. You need a slow, graceful approach to a regular like
that. Musical . . . (Ske sidles up to the 1st Regular’s table, sofily chanting,
““They call me Mimi”. On arrival she purrs) Are you ready—sir?

1ST REGULAR (studying the menu, unable to make up his mind) UM-

Warrress. Hear the soft sound that comes out of him? Gentle,
tender and a very adequate lover, I shouldn’t be at all surprised.
(With a little impatience) Come on, dear. What you going to have?
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1sT REGULAR. UMmmmmmmmm .

Warrress. Have that. It’s safer on Mondays

1sT REGULAR. UMmmmmmmm .

Warrress. My God. Doesn’t he ever make up his mind? Can you
imagine living with that—night after night . . . How do you feel,
dear. Tired? Eager? “Mmmmmmmm.” That's all you’d get The
indecision.

2ND REGULAR. Miss!

(The other table lights up. At it the 2ND REGULAR, thin and anxious,
is drumming his finger-nails)

Warrress. There he is! Flare path! The gem-like flame. Crouched
over his menu like a greyhound waiting for the rabbit. Take a look
into the pale grey eyes of my other regular!

(A spot comes up on the face of the 2nd Regular)

Magnetic. Irresistible . .

2ND REGULAR. Miss!

WATrTRESS (dashing across) Here I am. Harnessed to the whirlwind!

2ND REGULAR (very brisk) Roll, pat of butter, tomato soup and
two coffees.

Warrress. Two coffees! Always drinks them himself. What’s the
answer? Is he waiting for a friend that never comes? Expecting me
to sit down and join him? Imagine the interest, living with an

enigma!
(The 1sT REGULAR coughs)

He’s coughing! That old damp hat he goes about in, Needs caring
for.

1ST REGULAR (at the menu again) UMmmmmmmm!

Warrress. Come on now—take the strain off your intellect.
Can’t bear to come to a decision—I’ll get you something. (She dashes
to the hatch and brakes madly as the 2ND REGULAR calls out)

2ND REGULAR. Miss! »

Warrress. Oriental. That’s what he is! Oriental! Here. (She
dashes to the 1st Regular with a plate) Have a steak pie. Make all the
decisions for him. Pay the bills. Lay the wall-paper, hang the lino-
leum. Tell him when he’s hungry! Remind him to sneeze! I couldn’t
cope with it. It’d all get too much. Never a thank you. His head’s in
* the clouds. He’s not with us. (Ske passes a hand across 1st Regular’s e_yes)
Rejoin us, dear, before it all gets tacky and sticks to the plate .

2ND REGULAR. Miss!

Warrress. Coming, O Master of the Blue Horizons! (She covers
the lower half of her face with her table napkin and sways orientally towards
the 2nd Regular) Put out your tongue and I’ll pour on the sherbert!

2ND REGULAR. Make them double pats!

Warrress. Lives well—eats a lot of fat. Burns up a lot of ruthless
energy. I mean, there’s not a spare ounce on him. .. ’Course he can
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afford to. Where he’s climbed in the Inland Waterways or whatever.
" Don’t ask how he got there! Kicking them in the teeth on the way

up.
(The 1T REGULAR drops a fork and gropes for it. The WAITRESS
wanders over, picks it up for him, cleans it on her skirt and begins to talk,
looking at the 2nd Regular)

I’d be dragged up after him like the tail of a kite. It'd be all ladies’
nights and sitting at the top table with the Great Elk of Hendon.
And he’d be wearing the full Moss Bross with his patent leather hair
and me in the second-best tiara and pray silence for the managing
director who is here tonight with his lovely lady and I'd be so proud.
(She puts down the fork by the 1st Regular and starts guiltily as the 2nd
Regular again yells)
2ND REGULAR. Miss!

(The WATTRESS goes to the hatch and gets the soup. She wipes the rim
of an imaginary plate and takes it to the 2nd Regular)

Warrress. All right. Tread me underfoot! I’ll be flat on my face
and welcome written on me when you come home tired from the
office and step over me in the hall! What can I do when you’ve only
got to lift your little finger! It’s destiny. Who are we to struggle . .

(She puts down the soup)

(The 2ND REGULAR begins to drink it imperturbably)

1sT REGULAR (at the menu again) UMmmmmmm .

Wartress. Did you think I was forgetting you? (She dashes over to
him and laughs with passionate tenderness) Now, how could I forget you?
What afters is you taking? Just because I was with Aim, up at the top
table.—You thought I'd forget . . . I’ll tell him. I’ll bring it all out
in the open. (She rushes back and harangues the 2nd Regular who is drinking
soup without noticing her) We couldn’t forget each other, you see? He
needs me. It’s pitiful, he’d go hungry without me, not being able to
make up his mind what he wants to eat! How can I abandon him for
the bright lights of an electric darner and ladies’ nights with the
Hendon Elks? How can I do that to a human being? You know how
I feel about you, nothing can alter that! But you’ll be all right. You
take the pins out of your own shirts, most likely. He’d be struggling
with them all day. Done up like a parcel! But can’t you see how torn
I am? It’s a triangle!

2ND REGULAR. I’ve a suggestion to make .

Wartress. Make it then. Get us out of this hell of indecision!

2ND REGULAR. Let’s .

Warrress. Yes?

2ND REGULAR. Let’s have the sauce on the tables in future.

Brack-Our



GLADLY OTHERWISE
by v
N. F. SIMPSON

Characters

MR BRANDYWINE
MRrs BRANDYWINE
THE MAN

SCENE—An ordinary living-room.

MR BRANDYWINE sils on a backless chair at one side of the stage with
his back to the other characters. He is probably over forty but otherwise
of indeterminate age; he is wearing a dark jacket from one suit and
trousers which more or less match it from another. A wig conceals a com-
pletely bald head. He can be reading a small paper-backed book, but is
quite motionless throughout—more ltke a human doorstop than anything
else. MRs BRANDYWINE is a@ woman in her early forties, whose manner
has a sort of surface equanimity which may well conceal hidden depths of
neurosis. She has on a good plain grey dress. She sits with her back to both
her husband and the door; she is sorting through a number of what appear
to be quarto size photographs until she holds up one for inspection at arm’s
length and it is seen to be a full-sized hand print, such as a palmist might
Jfind useful. She starts up at the sound of a voice off. It is full of booming
resonance. It belongs to a MAN with a briefcase, who, when he appears, is
large and dominant and may well be a salesman. If not, then he is in all
probability either a practitioner of psychiatric hypnotism or a trade unionist
turned marriage guidance counsellor. Failing this, he can only be a rent
collector without portfolio. At all events he is brisk and in control through-
out, and at his most disquieting when least emphatic. He catches Mrs
Brandywine on the wrong foot at the outset and thwarts every attempt she
makes to regain her balance by tilting the ground under her whenever she
seems to have steadied herself.

ManN (off) Mrs Brandywine?
(Mrs BRANDYWINE starts up.
The MAN enters)

In here, is it? Ah—there you are, Mrs Brandywine.

MRrs BRANDYWINE (at a loss) Good morning.

MAN (tapping the door-handle) How are your handles? Fit the hand,
do they? More or less?
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MRs BRANDYWINE (hesitant) Yes. Yes—I should say they do. On
the whole.

MaN. Good. (He stands back a pace or. two from the door and casts a
professional eye at the handle) What are they like to look at?

BranpywiNe. To what?

Man (glancing up at her) When you look at them—do they give
you any particular feeling? Revulsion? Contempt? Anything of that
sort? Nausea?

MRrs BRANDYWINE. Not in the ordinary way. No. I can’t say they
do.

(The MAN turns abruptly and crosses to the table uninvited, where he
sets down his briefcase and begins to open it)

Man. You see, handles are funny things, Mrs Brandywine. You
don’t mind if I come in a moment—these aren t my outdoor shoes
and the sooner I get inside .

Mgrs BRANDYWINE. Of course not. Come in.

Man. Thank you very much, Mrs Brandywine. A cup of tea
would be very welcome if you could manage it.

Mrs BRANDYWINE ( flustered still) Yes. I’ve got one outside.

(MRs BRANDYWINE exits)
Man. It’s nearly four hours since I had anything.
(MRs BRANDYWINE reappears)

Mgrs BranoywiNe. Hot or cold?
MAaN (taking papers out of his briefcase and closing it; without looking up)
Depends entirely on the temperature, Mrs Brandywine.

(MRs BRANDYWINE goes out again.
The MAN surveys the room, examining handles.
MRs BRANDYWINE returns with a cup of tea)

I’ve been looking at your handles, Mrs Brandywine.
-MRs BRANDYWINE (setting down a tea-cup and saucer, and beginning to
recover her composure) Do you like them?
Man. Very nice. A present from someone, I expect.
MRrs BRaANDYWINE. No, not really.
> Man. Keepsake, perhaps—eh? Former lover? Childhood sweet-
eart?
hMRs BranDYWINE. Good gracious, no. There’s no secret about
those.
Man. Oh?
Mrs BRanDYwINE. They were there when we came.
Man. But how did they get there, Mrs Brandywine?

(Mrs BRANDYWINE is brought up short by this question, and keeps a
very precarious hold on her poise during the following colloguy)
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Two handles on each door—one on either side. They didn’t come
there by accident.

Mgrs BRANDYWINE. I've never really thought about it to tell you
the truth.

MaN. I'm asking you to think about it now, Mrs Brandywine.

Mrs BranDYWINE.  Unless the builder put them there.

Man. I see.

Mrs BRANDYWINE. For some reason.

Man. What else was he responsible for?

MRrs BRaNnDYWINE. What else?

Man. The builder. Besides the handles.

Mrs BRANDYWINE. Oh. Well, everything really. Oh, yes—he was
very good.

MAaN (looking at her) 1 see.

Mrs BRanDYWINE. Made all the arrangements. I didn’t have to
do a thing. Doors, windows, ceilings.

Man. Took complete charge in other words.

Mgrs BRANDYWINE. Yes. I left it entirely to him, I’m afraid.

Man. Chimneys?

Mrs BranpywINE. Chimneys. Roof. Drains. I wouldn’t have
known where to start. But he seemed to have it all organized.

Man. You were reasonably satisfied, were you? On the whole?

MRrs BRANDYWINE. Very much so.

Man. Plumbing?

Mgrs BranpywinNe. Oh, yes.

Man. No snags there?

Mgrs Branoywine. Not that I could see. We had pipes, and out-
lets for the water. Bath upstairs. Everything—even down to the
washers on the taps. And plugs, for the washbasins.

Man. He seems to have thought of everything.

Mgrs BRANDYWINE. Quite honestly we should have been lost with-
out him.

ManN. What did he charge you?

Mrs BRanDYWINE. I really can’t remember now. I expect he put
a bit on the bill—but whatever it was I didn’t begrudge a penny.

MaN. I’m sure you didn’t. (He peers out through a window) How
far can you see through these windows?

MRrs BRANDYWINE. It depends, really.

Man. What are these? Shelves?

Mrs BRANDYWINE. Some are shelves. Some are ledges.

MaN. Getting proper support from them?

Mgrs BRanDYwINE. Oh, yes. I can’t complain.

Man. I’'m not asking you to complain, Mrs Brandywine.

Mgrs BRANDYWINE. I’m more than satisfied with them, actually.

Man. Recesses go back far enough?

Mgrs BRANDYWINE. Just right, really.

Man. Not too deep?

Mrs BranDywiNeE. Oh, no.
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