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Wcplay was first performed by the Royal Shakespeare
MWimpany in the Pit Theatre, London, on 28 February

W1, The cast was as follows:

ek / Trevelyn/Mr Quilley/Buttermere/Dieter

iimon Coates

. i cus/Deric/Man/De Vere/ Gwyn/Peter lan Dunn
iman/Matilda/Roxanne/Lynne/Brigitta

INiamh Linehan

/1 lewellyn/Boy/Quinn Neil Warhurst
ircas/Hilda/Marianne/Miss Tilly/Joy/Anita
Alison Newman

_,._»\E&m:\gz:m\m_%::aﬂm Jody Watson

[

birected by Anthony Clark

signed by Rachel Blues

bhting designed by Richard Beaton
lisic by Conor Linehan

fihts by Malcolm Ranson

Wind by Steff Langley
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Characters

Marcus, a Roman
Dorcas, a businesswoman

Herek, a Saxon
Eric, a Saxon
Deric, a Saxon

Woman

Gilda, a novice
Hilda, a nun
Matilda, the mother

Trevelyn, an actor
Llewellyn, a playwright
Helen, a malcontent

Roxanne, a scientist
Marianne, a servant
Man, an artisan

Miss Tilly, a governess
Mr Quilley, her employer
Millie, his wife

De Vere, an artist
Buttermere, a vicar

Joy, a prostitute
Boy, a virgin



Quinn, a revolutionary
Flynn, his girlfriend
Gwyn, an adventurer
Lynne, an adventurer

Brigitta, a single woman
Anita, a matchmaker
Rita, a secretary
Dieter, an alcoholic
Peter, a doctor

The play can be performed with as few as six actorel

Setting
The action takes place on the same small square
of land, whick moves through time from the past
to the present.

The title of each scene should be shown.

Scene One

THE CLASSICAL AGE

8D 79. Open land. A half-built structure of wood and
Slone. Dorcas runs on., She lifts ber skirts at someone
Wollowing ber, laughs and runs off. Marcus, a Roman
- ,_,w.\&mma enters in pursuit. He exits. We hear Dorcas
S ricking and giggling. Marcus enters, pulling her by
e arm,

Marcus (pulling Dorcas down) Here. You. Now, This.

#orcas Hang on; I got something in my back. (Skhe

W ishes something ot from underneath her.) What’re
¥0u building here then? What’s that?

sarcus Going to be latrines for the garrison.

borcas What’s a latrine?

Warcus It’s a structure of wood

and stone, designed for
[ to shit in.

Dorcas You’re building a building to shit in?

Marcus It’s what we do. We have latrines.
Horcas You can’t shit in a building,
Marcus Why not?

Dorcas It’s not natural. Why don’t you shit in the woods

ke human beings?

Marcus Because we’re civilised. Can we talk after?

!

Worcas Don’t have to talk at all if you like.

Marcus Great.
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Dorcas Hang on. Isn’t there something you’re forgetti
Marcus Oh yes, sorry. (He gives ber a coin.) Here.
Dorcas (looking at it blankly) What’s this?
Marcus A coin.
Dorcas What’s a coin?

Marcus It’s money. You can buy yourself something i
with it. ‘

Dorcas (uncomprebending) What?

Marcus You can exchange this money for goods. Takei
to market and buy something. :

Dorcas [ have to go all the way to market to get my
payment?

Marcus No, that’s your payment. You go to market to
spend it.

Dorcas So all you're giving me is this?

Marcus (trying to begin) It’s plenty; it’s loads.
Dorcas (stopping him) It’s usnally a chicken.
Marcus Pardon?

Dorcas I usually get at least a chicken.

Marcus But that coin is worth more than a chicken.
Dorcas No it ain’t.

Marcus In exchange for that coin you’d probably getan
chicken, a bag of grain and some fruit. You might even
get a piglet. Come on,

Dorcas I want a chicken.

Marcus T haven’t got a chicken. I’ve got that. It’s m0
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¢ Dorcas drops the coin. She turns ber face from
 Marcus. Pause.

Wendor of chickens and he’ll say: “That is cUurrency.
daccept it. Here is a large chicken.’

FDorcas No one in their right mind would swap a

‘thicken for that.

Marcus Not swap! It’s legal tender, an entire system,
the basis for the whole structure of civilised — Look,
Piease . . . 've been on the road for weeks. I'm aching
ar this.

‘Marcus Yes.

_. orcas (sympathetically) Ahhh . . . (She feels bis cloak.)
Flell you whart; this is nice. Isn’t it soft?

Marcus It’s regulation issue. You only get one, and if
you lose it you freeze. It’s bloody cold here.
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Marcus Wool.
Dorcas Wool? Really?

Marcus I think so.

flarcus Are you a witch?

L

worcas Force me and I will make you shrink. You’re
velling now; I can feel it . . . like a slug on salt.

Dorcas It’s a fabulous weave. How did they get it like fharcus (getting up) Right. Forget it,

that? Dorcas Oh, have I upset you? I'm so sorry. Come on,

man, show us the might of your empire. You’re very
fielcome if you just give me a chicken or your cloak.

Marcus I don’t know. Look —

Dorcas Do you have different sheep down there in

Rome or something? 3 Marcus spits on ber. She laughs.

: cared you, have I?

Marcus You can’t have it.

arcus We will crush you. You will fall under the
ndations of our city like dust. When we’ve finished
ke, creatures like you won’t exist! (Marcus exits.)

Dorcas Go on.

Marcus No! . .. Frankly, it’s worth more than we agreed)
on.

D M h hicken? orcas Course we will. Creatures like me will always
orcas More than a chicken?

Marcus Yes. W Dorcas picks up the coin. She examines it.

Dorcas You’re saying it’s worth more than me. Mon ey

Marcus I'm saying it would be foolish of me to give up

She throws the coin into the air and catches it.
my cloak for one shag,

Money for nothing,.
Dorcas Two shags. One now and one later. ey &

Marcus No! 3.
Dorcas Right. (shoving him off) Off you get.

Marcus Look. You’re lucky I'm offering to pay you at
all. I could just take you. B

Dorcas Oh, could you?
Marcus (becoming violent) Right now!

Dorcas Take me and I BITE! If you enter me without my
will, the pain of it will make you think you dipped it in 8
poison. You’ll piss acid. :
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Scene Two

THE DARK AGE

544. The space has become a clearing in a wood. The &
Roman latrines are in ruins. The grunts of a man havit
sex can be beard from within. Two grimy Saxons, Erié
and Herek, are sitting in front, at a fire.

Eric What d’you reckon it was, that place?

Herek (looking behind him) Some sort o’ temple, 1§’
Can’t see why they’d build anything else out of stone.
got a shelf of wood. About that high. Big, round hol
it. An altar, I reckon. I threw her down on it but it was
rotted. She went right through. Did it on the floor in th
end.

Eric I don’t like the idea of doing it in a temple.

Herek Why not? It’s not a temple any more, is it? It's*
nothing now. :

Eric What about their gods?

Herek Their gods are dead, aren’t they? Dead, along
with all o’ them. That city we walked through back
there; ruins tall as trees and not a sod in sight. A dead
nation. Hundreds of years’ worth of dead.

Eric What makes you think their gods are dead?

Herek Well, they must be. They’re no longer
worshipped.

Eric A god is immortal. The presence of a god enduress

specially in a sacred place, even when his name is long#
forgot.

LOVEPLAY
Herek Well . . .
gric ’'m not doing it in there.
_,w,ﬂar Why not?
Eric 1 might invoke a curse.
fHerek Look, I done it in there and I'm fine.
gric How do you know?

Herek Cause my dick hasn’t fallen off.

Herek Look, if you don’t wanna do it in the hut, do it in
fiie woods.

fic I'll do it here. By the light.

...,_.. ek Not in front of me you won’t. Take her in the
Woods like a human being.

A,w.,n I'll do it here.
Herek Why?

» The grunts are reaching a crescendo.

Herek It’s always something with you, isn’t it? Eyes,
pirits, omens — always some fucking thing looking at

Eric The eyes of the dead.
Herek Oh, please.
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Eric They don’t like us.
Herek Eric -

Eric I've been on my guard against them all day long.
I can feel them, here, in this place. They want to suck
our lives out.

They pause uncomfortably while the man in the ruin
comes to a climax.

Herek Eric, can I tell you something, for the sake of
your own, you know, sanity?

Eric What?

Herek The dead are dead; finish. And this place is justa $
place.

Eric A place is never just a place. Everywhere you go, &
you have a crux - like a joining — of time, flesh, spirit =
of stuff; past events, future portents all crowding in,
visible only to the mind. It causes pressure.

.

Herek Well, if you don’t like it here, maybe we should
go. Let’s just go.

Eric What about my release?
Herek What about it?

Eric I want it and 'm having it here, by the light. How
can I have peace until Pve had my release?

Herek You find peace in it, do you? In a rape, you find
peace?

Eric Rape or not rape; makes no difference. Power, théni 4
peace . . . Why, what do you find?

Herek I don’t look for anything. I just do it.
Deric (entering from the but) All yours, mate.

Eric Bring her out here.
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*Deric What for?
*Eric T want her out here.

Deric She’s in there.

tHerek He doesn’t like the hut.

i Deric What’s wrong with it?

Eric Bring her out!

“Deric Fuck’s sake . . . (He exits.)

Herek You should calm down, Eric. All this shit about
pirits and dead gods; it fucks you up. As if there’s some
great meaning to everything we’re doing, as if some
fligher power cares. It’s pathetic really, cause there is no
Fhigher power, there is nothing apart from this — what we
do and what we see. That is the meaning. To exist here,
\ow, and follow every desire we have. Like if I want to
peat, [ eat. If I want a shit, I have one. If I want to shag,
1find something to shag and I shag it. That’s it. As soon
% something’s happened, it’s gone, dead, over — and as
(10 things that haven’t happened yet, as to the future, as
't omens and portents and curses; well it’s such a lot of
shit I can’t even bring myself to speak on the subject.

,,_‘m_.mn Youwll discover you’re wrong when it’s too late.
L Deric enters with a Woman over bis shoulder.
iDeric Shall I dump her in the woods, then?

Eric Here.

Deric What, right here?

Eric By the light.

Deric You're not expecting us to watch, are you?

Eric You can do what you like.
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Deric I'm not watching,

Eric Then go elsewhere.

Herek Oh, let him get on with it. It’ll only take five
seconds anyway.

Deric I don’t believe it . . .

Deric dumps the Woman by Eric and stands as far
apart as be can. Herek joins him. Eric prepares
himself by praying.

You see, there’s something about doing it which is fine, 3
and something about watching some other bloke do it
which is not fine — know what I mean?

Herek I know exactly what you mean.

Deric (intimately) Because it’s not about watching or
looking at all, is it? The whole thing. It’s about . . . .
I mean, even having your eyes open is not a good idea: =
There was one point, when I had my eyes open, right,
and this, between you and me — I mean strictly —is w
it took me a while to finish. *Cause I could see that
she was looking at me. I could see her eyes in the dark
like . . . like marsh lights shining out of her skull, you
know? And her face in some kind of . . . contortion.
And 1 thought, shall T hit her and blot it out? But Pd
already hit her pretty hard, so I just thought no, I'll close
my eyes. So I shut *em and I thought of nothing, and
then, at last, I found myself in that place which is the
favourite place of all men since the world began.

Herek sniggers.

Deric Not that place! — I was already there! I'm talking =
about the, the place inside you that opens up —the..,
the mind. More than the mind . . . the, the spirit, the =%

Herek Self.

; LOVEPLAY

WDeric The being, yeh. Am I making sense?
Herek Yep.

Deric When I'm doing it, I am most myself -
Herek Right.

#Deric T am most fully me -
(Herek Yeh.

k. ¢ Deric In that place of closed eyes and darkness —

‘Herek Right.

Weric Of boundless freedom and limitless

A.mﬂmr Present.

..

#eric Yeh, the mysterious — I don’t know —
iHerek Moment of self.

eric Timeless . . . Time disappears, don’t it. And for

at moment, you are everything, everywhere. You are
vond.

Lric (examining the Woman) Deric, would you come
fitre for a moment, please?

Deric What?

Eric Could you tell me what I'm supposed to do with
this?

L Deric and Herek approach Eric.
MEric Should I bury it, or burn it?

Deric What d’you mean? (He lifts the Woman and lets
q
er drop. )

ic It’s dead.

Deric No, she just fainted, mate,
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Eric Look at it.

Deric She ain’t dead. Scene Three

Eric It’s nothing but a thing. Dead!
Deric She can’t be dead. 1 THE NEW MILLENNIUM

Eric (furious) You careless fucking bastard! What about# vwoww. Gilda, a novice, singing. Eerie, otherworldly,
my release? S ecstatic. The space has become a house of prayer. Hilda,

M - v a: ' .
Deric Look, I only hit her. There’s no way she’s dead; g s kneeling over a covered corpse.

she was looking at me!
Eric (backing away) There’s no release in that, no power
I,

to be gained from it, nothing. ’m not touching it. It’s Hilda kisses the dead nun’s hand. Gilda ends her song.

gone. W She and Matilda, the Mother Superior, join Hilda at
: the corpse.

Matilda When did it happen?

Deric You mean, while I was — She was —

Eric The gods have taken her, not you! (He turns 8%5%%
the but.) T haven’t set foot in it! ] haven’t defiled it! :
Whatever god you are, LEAVE ME BE! (Eric runs off.) !

atilda God rest her soul.
R N . 3 3 1
Deric What’s he talking about? What god: Gilda Amen. I know I’'m only new here but I've heard

Herek He gives me the fucking jitters, that bloke. (He 8 J0u say she was the best among us.

athers bis things.) Get your stuff. We’re going. .
& ) gs:) Y going “WMatilda There was none more loving in her duty to the
Deric What god? W Lord,

Herek He thinks that some great supernatural force Hilda T have a request, Mother.
actually cares about what we’ve done here. It’s dogshit, %,
Watilda Then speak.
He follows Eric. Deric stares at the Woman. The .
S Enessygrangs. fida May I lay her out alone?

D ot shoulinmh syl skel atme. Matilda It’s not our way. This girl must learn how these

ngs should be done. And special friendships, Sister;
He goes. At last the Woman stirs. She slowly gets to 100 know I can’t approve.

her knees. She retches. She stands. She makes a sound Hilda rel . .
of anguish — and rage. Theres is nothing weak about 8 tida reluctantly acquiesces. .EQQEQ moves away. She
. : W kneels and prays in a low voice. Hilda and Gilda
it. It is replaced by . . . : .
begin to wash and lay out the corpse.

315




._
MOIRA BUFFINI . LOVEPLAY
Hilda You start down there. Wash her as if she were ¢ Gilda Oh dear.

Christ. B Hilda Can we work in silence please?

Gilda begins to wash the corpse’s feet. They work.
Matilda continues to pray.

Gilda (whispering to Hilda) When she died . . . were

there any signs?

Hilda Signs? o shrios and reel
W Suddenly Gilda involuntari ieks and reels from
Gilda I mean what happened? Our sister was so saintly. me omwﬁwm. B e et f

She spent such a lot of time in prayer. Well, both of you, 8 ! } o
so often cloistered here in close communion with God. ¢ Matilda What is it?

Your bold ideas about the loving Christ . . . I don't ¥ Gid S Mother. There’s a thi owth.
understand them, but they've put this abbey on the mapes .» Oty Mother. Theres a thing, a grow
And when the bishops came she'd never see them. We % Matilda A what?

thought that was great! They were always so insulted i Gilda 1 felt a lump; a fleshy growth. (She points.) There,
but they couldn't say a thing! She'd never see a man no B Lot ocret place i
matter who he was, when most of us would climb the & '
orchard walls and graze our hands and knees to even g
a peek at a retreating friar's back. She held herself above
such things. And she showed us all great kindness and

compassion.Her feet are big.

They work on. Gilda is washing the corpse’s thighs.
Silence but for Matilda’s prayer.

. Hilda Don’t touch her there.
,... Gilda Where?

Matilda approaches the corpse. She lifts the sheet. She
is utterly stunned.

H Matilda Novice, leave the room.
" Gilda Is it a canker? Is that what killed her?

w Matilda Say nothing of this.

Hilda Keep your eyes off her flesh. b

Gilda I was wondering how God received her. Was thege
a shimmering of incandescence? When St Bridget died, 3
twenty-five eye witnesses saw her room shine with the
light of divine splendour.

t Gilda Our dog had a canker / a big, hairy lump —
Matilda Do not ever speak of it!
Gilda Why not?

Hilda I didn’t notice any light . ) B
| Matilda Get out I said, you stupid girl!

Gilda Not even a momentary sunbeam? Perhaps her ey
were fixed on a vision of paradise reserved for her alone )
Perhaps, as her soul took flight —

Hilda She rattled with death.

Gilda leaves. Matilda looks again. She is so shocked
she cannot speak.

You knew.
The shock sinks in.
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You shared a cell. You shared everything . . . I trusted =

you. I believed in her. In him. How you must have pitied 5

Scene Four
us. 1

Hilda continues to work.

THE RENAISSANCE
We have lived side by side for fifteen years! Tell me

Sister, before I throw you from this place, why would 2
man, a man who could do anything, 2 man who is free,
why would a man choose such a life as this?

1584. A ruined abbey. Helen is joined by Trevelyn. He
W lakes her band. Hilda looks on.

.. Trevelyn
Hilda lifts the corpse's band and holds it to ber face. S Angel.

¥

 Helen

Hilda Goodbye my love. My love, my love, goodbye.

My love.
*Trevelyn

At last, tell me I may.
& Helen
P You may. You could before. Your noble strength

Alone has kept this woman’s body frail
And slight, from that which always it desired.

Trevelyn kisses Helen’s hand.

Why cease? These unpluck’d lips of mine

Are wasted in mere speech. You are my life
And soon as dawn ascends with light sublime,
I'll be your loving, ever faithful wife.

Trevelyn
But angel, wait —

Helen Why wait?

Helen kisses Trevelyn full on the lips. Helen reaches
for bis body and pulls bim towards her. He breaks
away, shocked at her passion.

* Trevelyn
I What is’t you do?

319




MOIRA BUFFINI

Helen
What both of us desire.

Trevelyn
We can’t, my love!
My dear betroth’d, my alabaster queen,
Forbear a few more hours. Our trusty priest
Arrives at dawn to join us; man and wife.
’Til then, inflame my loins no more —

Helen

"Tis love
Alone that urges me; now kiss!

Trevelyn
O bride
Of virgin snow, believe me when I say
There is a difference great as dark and day
Between a lover’s lawless, wanton kiss
And one God-given, sweet in nuptial bliss.

Helen
My kiss tonight is different from the morn?
But why, when both are freely, gladly borne?

Trevelyn
The difference lies not in the kiss alone
But in what you bestow and what I own.

Helen i
I do not understand.

Trevelyn
Once man and wife —

Helen
You do not wish to kiss me!

Trevelyn
Pon my life

320
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I do, with lips as red as wine, but darling
Only wait, ’til I am yours and you are mine.

Enter Llewellyn, a malcontent.

tLlewellyn (aside)
Iam a bastard. I have come
In black and ruinous mood, with festering mind
To see what chaos and corruption I can find.
Where I find none, in this sweet lovers’ scene,
I'll make my own, with sulphurous, sickly spleen.
Llewellyn, jade of Fortune and her wheel,
Will smash their love, like glass beneath his heel.
For I, who watched this pockish mouse Trevelyn
Woo the beauteous, amorous Lady Helen,
Am so pent up with envy that to see them wed
Will send me green and frenzied to my bed.
So here, amid the ruins of this place,
Where brides of Christ once walked in lowly grace,
Here, where ne’er a violent act was done,
I've plotted rape and murder. I’'ve begun —

Helen (to Llewellyn) Sorry, my love.
Llewellyn (stopping, annoyed) What?

“Helen Forgive me but I'm not sure what we’re supposed
to be doing.

| Llewellyn You’re waiting for the priest.

iHelen Yes. But while you’re making your speech, what
are we doing?

Llewellyn You’re in a tableau of love.

& Helen Oh. It’s just that we’re halfway through an
argument, quite an important argument, and it seems a

W ittle strange that we should stop, that’s all.
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ewellyn Yes, but he’s nobler than that. We have to get
€ contrast between him and the villain. He wants to
$ her, more than anything — but he restrains himself.

Llewellyn You stop because I make my entrance.

Helen Yes, but I'm asking my betrothed, the classics
tutor I've given up everything for, why his perception of &
me will change after we’re married — aren’t I? Why he &
somehow finds it more desirable to kiss me as his wife
than as his lover — and then we just stop, while you do
your speech. Forgive me, but it doesn’t make sense.

revelyn Why?

tlewellyn Because his intentions are impeccable. He’s
seeking to ennoble their love by the example of his
Wirtue. By not kissing her, we can see that he’s worthy of
Llewellyn My speech is an ‘aside’. I enter, I do an .mmaag..du e, that he’s upright, pure in heart!

and the action on stage stops. X
Helen Yes, but -

Llewellyn It’s called a convention. [t makes perfect serise,

pltevelyn 1 don’t think the audience will get that. He just
POIDES over as a sissy milksop. And, er — that’s not what
W play.
Helen But this kiss is never referred to again. And what ¢ frrellyn Fine.
does she think? Is she quite content that he doesn’t want
to kiss her? She’s torn herself from her family and

thrown away her wealth. She needs reassurance — and he’
won’t kiss her!

Llewellyn Well?

Helen I think it might make her worry.

evelyn I play the hero. 'm an expert in heroes; I’ve
%en playing them since my voice broke and I can tell
§ou my friend, the hero would kiss her.

Lewellyn Well. You'd better kiss her then. (He turns

ivay.)

Helen My dearest love . . . nobody meant to offend you.
i 3 . O

Llewellyn Worry what? g /cre Just saying

iWewellyn No, no, no, you’re right. It doesn’t make

Helen That he’s not the man she thought. nse. Erase it,

Llewellyn is shocked.

E 3 frevelyn What?
Trevelyn Look, to tell you the truth, my friend, I don’t

.. . Llewellyn Erase the whole scene. Forget it existed.
think it makes sense either. 4 : y 8

Llewellyn Excellent 1 Helen We’re not saying —
. _ o Uew ! ’ at’s fine,
Trevelyn You see, my problem is, why is he saying it in S ellyn %wm you are! It doesn’t work and that's i
A A o 8 2, U what we’ve come here to find out; to play the scene
the first place? You've got to admit it’s rather insipid. I S : . .
: 3 IR its real environment - a ruined abbey by moonlight —
mean here they are, two lovers, alone in the moonlit A

3 . 00 see if it works. It clearly doesn’t. So. Scrub out the
ruins of an ancient abbey — and any average, hot-

: ; Wlines from where Lady Helen says “I’ll be your loving,
blooded fellow would just . ... kiss her. ever faithful wife’ all the way down to my entrance.

)
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Helen So ... what are we doing when you come in, my
love? s

Llewellyn You’re kissing him.
Helen Right.

'y

Llewellyn Like you wanted to.
Helen (pause) What do you mean by that? g

A
Llewellyn I mean I can sense the general feeling. And

there’s no point opposing the general feeling, is there? =

They’re only lines, after all. When I wrote them I thought™
they had some power and beauty, some universal truth, &
but now I see I was wrong. |

Helen You asked us to say what we thought.

Llewellyn Throw them away! They’re ephemeral. ]
(bitterly) Like love. (He goes to the entrance and turns)iS
Right. From the start. (zo Trevelyn) This time, when I
enter, you're giving her a big, hot-blooded, manly kiss.

M

\

Llewellyn exits. Helen and Trevelyn arrange
themselves for the opening of the scene.

Trevelyn Well, sorry, but if it doesn’t work, it doesn’t
work.

Helen We’ve hurt him.

Trevelyn He shouldn’t be so sensitive. Like he says, &
they’re only lines — and between you and me, they’re not!
very good. :

J

Helen It’s autobiographical.
Trevelyn What?

Helen This scene. It’s about us. He was my tutor in
classics and philosophy. He told me about his struggles &
to be a poet and his plight opened my heart. He said

324

LOVEPLAY

dwas his only muse. He used to write sonnets and push
fthem into my hand as I conjugated verbs. It was so
forbidden . . . 1 thought he had a perfect understanding
of love but —

brevelyn (amazed) Helen.

BHelen - the night before T married him, when we ran
Raway from my father’s, we got lost on the road. T wanted
800 kiss him, well, more than kiss him, and he pushed me
Jaway, literally held me at arm’s length.

: ..3575 How could he?

. elen He was being noble. I think.

drevelyn My God . . . I've just called him a sissy.
‘Llewellyn (off) What are we waiting for?

Plrevelyn Yes. (Shouts.) Just seen another problem, my
pitiend!

tllewellyn (enters, frustrated) What?

Hrevelyn Well, your lovely wife is rehearsing the part
because you wanted everything to be real, which is a
‘marvellous idea, really innovative — but when we return
10 the theatre, she’ll be back in the purgatory of wardrobe
and I'll have to kiss a little, adolescent boy. With onion
breath, probably. Right the way through your speech.

Llewellyn Well?

7

”_A He exits. Trevelyn smarts under the insult. He takes
o Helen’s hand.
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Trevelyn You sacrificed wealth and family for him?

Helen (with great sadness) I would have sacrificed
anything.

Trevelyn
Angel.

Helen
My love.

Trevelyn
At last, tell me I may.

Helen
You may. You could before. Your noble strength
Alone has kept this woman’s body frail
And slight, from that which always it desired.

Trevelyn kisses her hand.

Why cease? These unpluck’d lips of mine

Are wasted in mere speech. You are my life
And soon as dawn ascends with light sublime,
I'll be your loving, ever faithful —

They kiss. It’s overpowering. The passion of it E»&,..M

them both aback. It continues while:

Llewellyn (enters, aside)
I am a bastard. I have come
In black and ruinous mood, with festering mind
To see what chaos and corruption I can find.
Where I find none, in this sweet lovers’ scene —

His glance falls upon Helen and Trevelyn. He falters
Helen and Trevelyn continue to kiss for just a mom

too long. They part.

Trevelyn Is something wrong? We were acting. Like you

said. You said act, and we acted.
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Llewellyn It’s a strange place, this ruin, don’t you think?
Built by ancient hands and stuffed with the plunder of
ages. And now, five hundred years of holy history, gone.
denerations of clasped hands, rustling sackcloth,

umbled prayers — dust. When it was built they must
fhiave thought it a permanent monument to God. But it
iproves to be ephemeral as a whore’s love.

Helen What's the matter, husband?

Llewellyn Nothing. The scales fall and the blind man
86es. It’s all as clear as day.

Helen What is?
1L ewellyn The death of love.

#Helen Pardon?
Lewellyn I said, The Death of Love, the title of my play.
elen . . . you are a whore. ,

fltevelyn You can’t call her that!
ellyn Keep out of this, you dog!
frevelyn How dare you!

Hewellyn You great, lumpen, talentless, deceitful
yastard!
y

fevelyn Take that back; [ am not talentless!

Llewellyn (drawing his dagger) This is how T’ll take it
ack.

fievelyn (scrambling to his feet) Ah ha! 1 see we're

iping forward to the dreary denouement, where the
o-dimensional malcontent makes a hackneyed attempt
the life of the hero and is foiled by the hero’s vastly
Sliperior strength!

Llewellyn Do you want her?
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Trevelyn Pardon? 3 fHelen And you, what ¢

an I call you that would damage
You as much?

t ife?’ :
Llewellyn Do you wan my wife ity e,
Trevelyn What? v

" Helen Drooping, sissy, milksop sap! . . .
Llewellyn Take her! Let her destroy your peace. Let

her be your millstone. I'll have her as mine no longer! = (Llewellyn Helen!
(He turns away.)

Helen Impotent bastard prig!
Trevelyn (pause) Look, I only kissed her. It was one illewellyn This is demented!
kiss — scripted by your own hand!

& Helen ( calmer) No. You are an anti-lover,

Helen ... Was there nothing else there? Lewellyn A wha

; : .3 A . . .
Irevelyn In_mmv there’s m_uzmxm ..moBoz::m there vcm i ‘__mn_g An anti-lover. T am married to an anti-lover,
well, I get carried away. It’s difficult, you rdoﬁ when Someone who has ne conception of loye.

you're feeling the moment, not to . . . give it your all,

= g vy . . A s
especially when it’s a real lady. But I kiss all the time, ItS ewellyn I

part of my job! . . . It’s why I hate the adolescents. They ¥l the time.
make me feel strange, A

m an expert on love, Helen; I write about it

Melen But you don’t know how to feel it. I've been
Helen (to herself) What’s to be done? What can I do? . SMarried to you for a whole year and all that time I've

My marriage is over. I've kissed an idiot and everything SSiever felt your love,
has gone. (to Llewellyn) God help me! You don’t even see

sone. ¢ Fllewellyn Then what is it? Relieve my ignorance and tell
the injustice! You don’t see how you have driven me - “me: what is [oye?
Llewellyn Driven you? .

Helen How am I to know, when al] I’ve experienced is

Helen Driven! disappointment? . . . It’s in a face across a table. It’s as

’ S earthly as eating a meal. It’s as common as laughter, and
Llewellyn You threw yourself at him! S fare as a phoenix egg. It’s both transcendent and
Helen 1 was reeling from the shock of someone who 8 Mﬁu.cwmwﬂwwﬂwa s hard to bind and hold as a Honng
kissed me as if I was real! To you, I've always been a e ’
forbidden delight, a virginal alabaster thing - and now S tevelyn (to Llewellyn) Oh that’s very good; you should
’'m a whore! There’s nothing in the middle, is there? No T ise that,

place for a real woman at all! You're a wordsmith; you 8
make words — Tell me, what’s he? What is 2 man-who et

Trevelyn Pardon?

.”,._nin:%: I thought you formed of the finest stuff.
: Hthought your very breath was made of heaven.
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Trevelyn Now, why don’t I wait in the cart while you

two kiss and make up? Scene Five

Helen Give me the knife.

Llewellyn (handing it to her) Are you contemplating
suicide, dear wife?

Helen No. Murd 1735, The space bas become a town house. Roxanne, a
R Plady, is reading a newspaper. Marianne, a servant, enters.

THE ENLIGHTENMENT

She stabs him. He gasps. He begins to die. Before . . ;
Trevelyn can react, she stabs him too. He shrieks, S oxanne (without looking up) Yes:

clutching bimself. Then both men sheepishly realise 8 .‘ arianne The man is here, my lady.
they are not wounded. Helen shows them the - ) )
workings of the theatrical knife. W Roxanne lets the newspaper fall to the floor. She takes

off her spectacles.
Helen It’s a pretence. (to Trevelyn) Like you. (to b e . pp—
Llewellyn) And you. (She stabs herself.) The death of - J artanne Would you like me to show him in;
love. " Roxanne He’s early. I said not until noon had struck.

H. arianne That’s what I told him. (with a slight smirk)
tHe must be eager, my lady.

‘Roxanne Are the servants gone?

iMarianne Yes, my lady.

‘Roxanne And my father is asleep?

IMarianne Yes, my lady.
®Roxanne I want you to sit outside his door. If he so
imuch as stirs, come down immediately.

‘Marianne He won’t stir. [ gave him the draught with his
reakfast. My lady, (shall I fetch the man in . . . )

There is the faintest echo: a sound of anguish.
ioxanne Shhh. (She listens.) That noise.
Marianne I can’t hear -

¥ Roxanne There! Listen . . .
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The sound fades. Roxanne If anyone should hear of it, I'shall throw you

. u da W from this house and drag your name through the mud
Marianne I'm sorry, I couldn’t - W for as long as I draw breath. Do you understand?
Roxanne It’s gone. Marianne Yes, my lady.
. . 5
Marianne Have you heard it before, my lady: . She exits. Roxanne surveys the room.
Wo.xmmm_m Yes. The more I mz,m573< cars, the less I catf 3 Roxanne I know what you are . .. And one day I shall
of it; it’s strange . . . Well. Send him in. find out how to reach you.

Marianne makes to go. She turns. Marianne enters.

Marianne Do you think the place might be haunted, Bw....v
lady? :

Roxanne Ghosts are relics of an age of ignorance,
Marianne.

‘ Marianne The gentleman, my lady.

Marianne shows a Man into the room. He is an
artisan, plainly dressed. She leaves. Roxanne locks the
door.

. 3 . .
Marianne Only, there’s a feeling downstairs that . . . | Roxanne (pause) Good a et

; .
Roxanne That what: Man Yes, ma’am.

Marianne That it might be. Roxanne Would you stand over there please? On the

§ paper.

The Man walks over to the newspaper. He decides not
to stand on it. He looks at Roxanne. She decides not
to pursue the matter,

Roxanne How can it be haunted? It’s brand new!
Marianne Yes / but —
Roxanne We’re the first family here!

i i i for no reason
ZMEmzzm But sometimes it goes cold / fo b What's your name>
and —

p Man Daniel Smith.,
Roxanne I want to see the man! }

. 'R D T iel Smith?
Marianne Yes, my lady. (Marianne goes to pick up the 4 oxanne Do you know who I am, Daniel Smith

newspaper.) ‘Man I have been told you are a lady who will pay.

Roxanne Leave it. It’s for him. "Roxanne Have you been told what I want?

: i Man Yes,

Marianne. Thank you for your help in this matter, -

!
»

Marianne makes to leave.

‘Roxanne Are you prepared to do it?

Marianne (with a slight smirk) It’s a pleasure, my lady ' Man Yes.
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Roxanne Then do it.

The Man slowly undresses, casting his clothes on the
floor. He gets down to his breeches.

Stop.

The Man stops. Roxanne walks around him. She
stands in front of him.

Would you raise your arms above your head, please? =

The Man does so. Roxanne puts on her spectacles,
studies his under-arm hair, then takes them off agait.

I thought so. (Pause.) Continue.

The Man continues to undress. At last, be is naked.
He looks at Roxanne.

There’s no need for you to look at me.
The Man slowly averts his eyes.

God’s own image. The mystery, revealed.
She giggles. The Man looks at her.

Do you object to me laughing?

Man You can do what you like.

Roxanne I have never seen a naked man. I’m thirty-threg=

years old, and I’ve never seen a naked man.
Man The sight is funny then?
Roxanne giggles.
I have never found the sight of a naked woman funny.

Roxanne Don’t be offended, please. Laughter doesn’t
always signify mirth.

The Man looks away. Pause.
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 I've seen you working across the street. I stand at the
b window and . . . I see you working, from time to time.

* Man DI’ve been here since the building started. I worked
L on this house too.

L Roxanne Did you?

. Man There was a ruin here, before.

t Roxanne A ruin of what?

Man Dunno. Some kind of a church.
| Roxanne A church?

& Man Or a prison, something like that. Thick walls; old
 style. The bricks are part of your foundations.

"Roxanne It’s strange to think that ten years ago there
were fields all around, and now streets, streets and fine
thouses, as far as you can see. They say there is work
hiere, for generations.

! Man Yes.
® Roxanne Building a city for the future.
Man Yes.

Roxanne puts out a hand to touch him. She removes
it. She moves away.

‘Roxanne Have you any learning, Daniel?
® Man No.

Roxanne I have . . . nothing else but. (She smiles.) I am
Currently acquainting myself with scientific fact, with the
‘mechanical workings of the world, with the mathematics
L of the spheres, the chemistry of the elements and the
tdimensions of space. One of the dimensions of space is
‘fime. Were you aware of that?
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-

Man No, lady.

Roxanne It is the element of change. Do you ever wish ]
you could change time?

| #8e or sphere or set of circumstances so that ... that
b One, in a way, could be free?

Man (pause) God makes us free, lady.

Man I do not know. Roxanne realises bhe has not understood,

5
Roxanne You never feel that time is an ungovernable

b The next world is timeless, they say.
tyranny over which we have no control?

9 Roxanne I'm sorry . ..

Man I’'m not sure. . . .
1 1'm not sure t Man A heavenly paradise without time. Is that what you

Roxanne It ploughs onwards in an invincible line from S mean?
past to future and our whole lives, from mewling to
infirmity, are mere breaths upon its way. I’d say that was e

tyrannous. Would you not agree?

xm,woxmsnm Yes. (She smiles, hurt.) That’s it exactly,
,A Pause.,

Man I have never thought about it. Are you cold?

Roxanne But if you were to think about it, what would S8 Man Not very.

you think? Would you come to question time, as I have K
to question the justice of its nature? Would you perhapsis
come to think, as I do, that in a world of such change, =

time cannot be unchangeable?

Roxanne You're very clean.
‘Man I washed.

' Roxanne I didn’t ask you here to listen to me speak.
Man No.

Man I do not know.

Roxanne Supposing that time was not a line, but a spherés
in which we could envisage a flow in both directions? 3
Supposing it were possible to empirically investigate thes
structure of time and . . . and to change it? i

| Roxanne Would you turn your back to me?

The Man turns bis back. Roxanne slowly approaches
him.

Man To change time? S ish « . . to touch you.
‘Man All right.

Roxanne touches the Man’s back. She closes her eyes
and turns ber face away. Her hand moves over his
skin, eventually coming to rest. She removes it.

Roxanne Yes. We perceive time as a series of apparently
indivisible moments, but supposing one could divide 8
each moment and move between them? One would find -
oneself in a plenitude of ages, different worlds of endless®
possibility, a landscape of time that was nebulous and
not definite, so that one was not confined to a particul

*Roxanne I want to do something,
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Man You may do what you like.

Roxanne embraces the back of the Man. She holds %
him closely, resting her head on him. It moves her. Shess

apart, trying to compose berself. The Man turns S The Man puts on his shirt. He approaches Roxanne.
round. He sees the consternation on Roxanne’s face.

She still bas her eyes shut. He gently tries to kiss het: fran You think us different. But if you were naked too,

We would be the same.

Man You are upset - #Man Our clothes make us different, that’s all. But in the

Roxanne Who said you could? - BSimple way of things we are the same.

Man No one. " Roxanne There is no simple way of things! If there was
M simple way of anything, do you think I’d be here? With

Roxanne Turn your back! ‘
y Jou? And how can we ever, ever be the same?

The Man turns from Roxanne. Roxanne recovers
berself.

Dress.
Man Lady -

oxanne God is not present here! God has not been
Sitness to anything that’s passed between us.

Man Nothing has passed between us, lady.

Roxanne Isaid dress. I've seen enough. Roxanne throws a purse of money. It lands at the

Man (beginning to dress) Forgive me. I thought / you & Man’s feet.
wanted — .

Roxanne It has now.

Roxanne It’s not your place to think; you have no
learning.

Man I thought you wanted love.

Roxanne Love? (laughing) Love? Ts this what you call
love?

Man Then what?
Roxanne To empirically investigate the nature of man.

Man And have you?

4
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r Quilley Oh —

Seene Six _mem Tilly And stuffs a gag in his mouth.
M Quilley Ah -
e .v Miss Tilly She kicks him brutally —
1823. The attic of the town house. NSNWM Tilly, a governessSiSuli) Quilley AH!
MMNMMWWM licy) heremptepen el iating Sexdl S Miss Tilly — and burns his facial hair with her candle.
Miss Tilly And so he struggles as hard as he can against S Mr Quilley reaches a clima.
the effects of the drug, but it has rendered him dumb and88 Yoy fool,” says the governess with an i cy smile, T've

too weak to fight. Then the governess, with almost
preternatural strength, drags him upstairs to the attic, %
where she proceeds to tie him in chains. i

Hold your wife you’re dead, consumed by a disease so
jtontagious that even to view your corpse would render
fier in danger. She leaves for Derbyshire at dawn, never

dlev Y, IO return, for I have bribed the coachman to see that
Mr Quilley Yes - falamity befalls her.’

BMr Quilley Miss Tilley?

"Miss Tilly ‘T am to stay here alone, chief beneficiary of
SYour last will and testament.’

Miss Tilly She leaves him lying on a bed of straw é:.v A
bowl of rank water, cruelly placed too far away for him®
to reach.

Mr Quilley Oh - = o .
Miss Tilly Too late has he come to see that there is eyil S Quilley I am done.

in her heart — fliss Tilly ‘You shall be locked in this attic for ever,
Mr Quilley Oh yes hained and beaten like a beast until slowly, the terror
. _

.. ; d the isolation send you howling mad.” And then she
Miss Tilly — evil that will wreak havoc with all that he SSSBlaushs. Like this. (She laughs.)
holds dear. That night, when he finally recovers the = 7

strength to cry out —
Mr Quilley Yes -

Miss Tilly — the governess springs up the stairs, rm«
tresses loose, her nightgown shimmering in candlelight ¢

Mr Quilley Uh -
Miss Tilly She slaps him -

it Quilley (extricating himself) Well, that’s a jolly good
ory . . .

S

Miss Tilly Yes. It’s one of several that I’'m working on.
ihere’s a tremendous market for them.

=

Quilley I'm sure.

]

Miss Tilly 1 know I have a talent, Mr Quilley, but I have
40 contacts in the publishing world. I wonder if I could
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impose upon you a small request? I know you have A Quilley I'm very cross with you for coming up here.
friends — SWhat if you’d fallen?
Mr Quilley Well, not really friends — )

Miss Tilly Acquaintances, colleagues —

S Millie Oh my love, you’d always be there to catch me, if
] fell.
¢

Mr Quilley Not really in the publishing world - .- Millie embraces him. She is radiant.

Miss Tilly Mr Quilley, please would you help me with S8 : Quilley Millie . ..
my book? S Millie Do you know, I was sitting downstairs thinking of

. o every way in which my life is blessed and T was suddenly
s Quilley My ammm.u asiyonr emp ﬁowww the best help 3 vercome with a feeling so strong that I had to find you
I can give you is to listen to your stories. ] ;

S and share it. It’s happiness, my darling. ’m so happy.

Millie enters, heavily pregnant. Miss Tilley turns away s
Millie Oh, here you are . . .

Mr Quilley Millie, you sweet thing . . .

Millie Here T am in my beautiful home, with the best of
Mr Quilley Darling, you shouldn’t come up the stairs. 4l men. 'm so, so happy . . . it makes me want to cry.

It’s far too dangerous!

S Mr Quilley holds her closer, guiltlessly cherishing ber.
Millie I missed you. And I half wondered if we hada S They continue to embrace while De Vere enters and

ghost. I thought I heard strange laughing. E | the space becomes . . .

Mr Quilley Ah, that was Miss Tilly. -

Miss Tilly Mr Quilley was telling me a most amusing
story.

'

Mr Quilley Yes, I was helping Miss Tilley to put away &
some old toys and I was relating to her how little Billy Sl
ruined my jacket by vomiting all over it, just as I was
due to give my first speech in the House.

Millie Oh yes, poor fellow . . . He had colic.. (Pause.)
The children are asking for you, Miss Tilly.

Miss Tilly (making to leave) Thank you for helping me
with the toys, sir.

Miss Tilly exits.
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De Vere Wonderful,

n

buttermere You haven’t changed at all, you know.

De Vere Oh, I have. Deeply. Nothing changes a man like
THE AGE OF EMPIRE : .m..mcm_.

Scene Seven

. - Buttermere Well —
1898. A shabby, bobemian studio. De Vere, a gentlematiy

is gazing at an unpainted canvas, which stands on an & e Vere I've seen dawn over a thousand different

easel. Evening. S norizons, from Cairo to the Southern Cape. How can
o SR One eat lotus by the banks of the Nile and not return a

Um z.\mnm. Amxauﬁ.iﬁx% the easel) Yes . . SN different man?

shining in the light. .

buttermere I don’t know . . . (Pause.) Well, interesting

There is a knock at his door. He answers it. ssort of place you’ve got.

Buttermere, a vicar, is on the %Rm\uo,\ 4 Vere My studio. It’s in a dreadful state; the roof
ieaks, the area’s a slum, but I like it. Sometimes I work
there until late and the idea of going home is more than
Hlcan bear. So I have everything I need, right here. This is

imy empire, Buttermere, and in it I lay out the canvas of
] i
Buttermere I wasn’t sure I’d got the right address. It’s Ay
awfully rough out there, De Vere. All sorts of

unrepeatable things said to me as I passed.

Buttermere! I was beginning to give up hope.

“Buttermere Gosh.

e Vere I returned home when I discovered that a man
With an easel needs only his imagination to travel. He
i¢an be both hermit and explorer in one small room.
Buttermere I think I need one. I have just heard the
w g : .
SMMMmMoH @ man's organ come from the mouth of a S De Vere Days have gone by when I have been so lost in

" tie forgetfulness of the creative mind that the outside
De Vere (amused) Goodness . . . (Hands Buttermere a % World ceases to have any meaning and I exist only in the
drink.) Well, here’s to you. Your good health. , ,.._,8_3\ of art.

Buttermere Well, yes . . .

Buttermere I can’t tell you how thrilled I was to hear
t¥ou’d become a painter. I knew you’d do something

De Vere Yes. 5 w;.m:m,.: with your life. Even at school you were . . . well,

You shone. I always thought so, anyway. I was hoping

t¥ou’d show me some of your work.

Buttermere After all this time.
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De Vere I'd love to. But the light’s terrible. At this late MButtermere In that infernal way. As if you want me to

hour you wouldn’t get a proper impression. - 2tell you I'm miserable.

Buttermere I’'m sure I would. " De Vere Are you miserable?

De Vere Besides, I fear you might find my art a little .. Buttermere No. I have a thriving parish and a lovely
shocking. SEERvie . . .

Buttermere Why? W De Vere You’re married?

De Vere I paint ladies of the night. " Buttermere Yes, yes, of course. Aren’t you?
Buttermere Oh! I thought you painted scenes from S De Vere No.

antiquity.
quty b Buttermere Oh, you ought to marry, you know.

e Vere Why?

buttermere Well . . . it’s what a man does. A wife makes
@man complete.

De Vere I do. But my sitters are ladies of the night.
Buttermere Well, I — Gracious. What are they like? -

De Vere Much the same as ladies of the day, only they
don’t mind sharing their secrets. In fact, for a coin or
two, they’ll share anything. (He smiles.) Id forgotten
that expression. Do you know, sometimes I used to bait =
you, just so you’d gaze at me like that. :

#De Vere Am I incomplete?

Buttermere No, but De Vere, if you were to, to meet the
fight girl and settle down, then . . . I suppose what I'm

. thinking is . . . i e friends.
Buttermere lowers bis gaze. ithinking is that our wives could be friends

e Vere You want me to marry so that our wives could

_va friends?

Buttermere Lavinia could do with a friend — I mean a
iend like you’ve always been to me.

I knew you’d join the church.
Buttermere I almost didn’t.
De Vere I knew you would.

Buttermere Well. It seemed . . . the best thing. And : e Vere Are you not Lavinia’s friend?
frankly, I don’t know what else I would have done. I was A

never bright, like you buttermere Well, yes, but she doesn’t talk to me, you

ow? In fact, she rarely talks at all. She has the curtains

De Vere Wias it the right choice? Are you happy? osed most of the time and she just —

Buttermere Oh yes. Of course I am. Why are you

BDe Vere Just what?
looking at me in that way? :

Buttermere Oh, you don’t want to hear all this.

D I t ? : !
¢ Vere In what way #be Vere Of course I do. You used to tell me everything,
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Buttermere Well, Lavinia is just a little quiet, that’s all. ¥

De Vere A little quiet?

R

Buttermere But she takes tincture of opium for her 4
health and they say it can be quite a dampener on the
spirits. She’s very sensitive. P |

De Vere Poor Lavinia.
Buttermere And she’s —

De Vere She’s what? I

Buttermere (pause) I haven’t seen you for the best part &
of ten years. I'm with you less than five minutes and g
I find myself telling you things I wouldn’t tell anyone.

De Vere You haven’t told me anything. My friend, 23......_.
don’t we have another drink?

Buttermere I shouldn’t have had that one.

De Vere Let me fill your glass. (De Vere takes 4
Buttermere’s glass and fills it.) This is the water of Lethe, "
which flows like a ribbon of light through the land of

the dark. Those who drink it shall forget all pain and be™}
reborn. Such is the power of liquor; it makes innocents

of us all. (barding Buttermere bis glass) To our
friendship.

Buttermere Yes. To us. :
They drink a toast. &

De Vere There is a reason I asked you to meet me here %
and not at the club. It’s your face. )

Buttermere My face? g

De Vere 've got into the habit of searching people’s
faces. It’s what one does as an artist. When I ran into
you, after all this time, your face — the light you had in
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your eyes, the openness of your expression - it inspired
me. | want to paint you.

Buttermere To paint me?

De Vere I'd be honoured if you’d let me.

. Buttermere (bashfully) Well . . . 'm profoundly moved.

You really think I’'m worth a portrait?

De Vere I most certainly do. You have singular qualities,

. my friend.

Buttermere I wouldn’t have thought vicars were a very
inspiring subject.

" De Vere I don’t wish to paint you as a vicar.

Buttermere Oh?

‘De Vere This isn’t an ordinary portrait. I don’t wish to
§ paint you as you, at all.

" Buttermere Am I to be a figure from antiquity?

De Vere In a way. Don’t get me wrong here, old friend.

& [ want to paint you as Satan.

Buttermere What?
De Vere Or should I say Lucifer. Lucifer, before he fell.
Buttermere That’s not funny, De Vere.

De Vere I don’t intend it to be. When I saw you, an

b image leapt into my mind, so suddenly. I thought, ‘The

Son of the Morning, First Archangel of the Heavenly
Host, Lucifer, Prince of this World!” I saw you like a
dazzling darkness shining in the light. (Pause.) Does the
idea appeal?

Buttermere Look at me. How is it possible that I make
you think of Lucifer?
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De Vere Before he fell. My dear fellow, you’re as § Buttermere The birth of evil —

beautiful as an angel. ...Uo Vere The birth of love - because love is nobler than

‘Worship, love cannot be kept in ignorant submission;
flove is only holy when it’s free. Real love requires

W knowledge and free will. Lucifer gave us both. And if
" those things represent evil to you then I really don’t
S know what to say.

Buttermere Don’t be ridiculous —

De Vere And there’s something in you, stirring in the
heart of you, that wishes to rebel, to throw in God and
all of his works —

Buttermere What?

b Buttermere (pause) You know, if anyone looks like Satan
L here, it’s you.

De Vere Something that desires freedom. I can see it in
your face.

* De Vere I’'m sure my life is in my face, just as yours is.
b If you let me paint you, I shall tell you. Let me paint you
 and I shall tell you my whole journey down the primrose

b path. Then afterwards, if you wish to, you can save my

 soul.

t Buttermere (pause) Get me another drink . . .

Buttermere Nonsense.

De Vere Put down your drink.

Buttermere Why should I?

De Vere I want you to take your clothes off.

De Vere We shall paint the truth. It will be you and I
together!

Buttermere What for?

De Vere I want you in a pose of innocence, as if

receiving. benediction from your maker. Buttermere Get me a drink.

De Vere pours Buttermere a drink. He downs it in

Buttermere Absolutely not! e
one. He takes off his jacket.

De Vere And at the moment of blessing, you realise a
basic truth: your maker didn’t make you at all. You are *
as fundamental a part of the universe as he is. You are
the father of desire and one cannot have life without
desire.

You could always make me do anything for you.

De Vere I have never made you do anything that you
didn’t want to do.

Buttermere begins to take his collar off. De Vere
helps. He throws it on the floor.

Buttermere You can’t ask me to blaspheme!

De Vere I want to capture the moment when you realise S Buttermere My shackles. That’s what you think, isn’t it?
the nature of the thing that you are; when you understand* S You think I'm in shackles.

your potential. I want to paint your first free thought.
It’s not blasphemous, it’s profound. (Pause.) The title i
The Birth of Love.

De Vere slides bis arms around Buttermere and holds
him, with compassion.

b [ hate my life, De Vere. What am I to do?
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De Vere I don’t know.

They are still. _ Scene Eight
Buttermere turns and embraces De Vere. They hold 8

each other tightly. They kiss.
Buttermere walks to a position by the canvas. He THE AGE OF AUSTERITY
S ol st £ 1932. A dingy bedsit. A Boy is standing in bis underwear.
L Joy, a prostitute, lies barely clad on a bed. The Boy looks
S devastated. He picks up his shirt from the floor — the
& Dosition where Buttermere dropped his. He begins to
dress. Joy watches. As the Boy does up his shirt, he goes
to the window. He looks out. Pause.

Buttermere You wish to capture . . . (He lets the shirt
fall to the ground.) . . . my first free thought.

% Joy What’s it like out there?
” Boy Fog.

Joy Still foggy is it?

i Boy Yes.

& Joy Everything disappears when it’s like that. Just this
' room and nothing else.

The Boy looks at her, disturbed by what she bhas said.

He continues to dress. Joy lights herself a cigarette.
She bolds it up.

D’you want one o’ these?
Boy No thank you.

Joy You know you got another ten minutes yet. (Pause.)
' You don’t have to go for another ten minutes. You paid
b for half an hour. So you don’t have to go yet.

Boy (doing up bis school tie) 1 have to.

Joy You gonna find your way in all that fog?
Boy Yes.
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Joy (pause) This your first time?

Boy N Scene Nine

oy No.

Joy D’you mind me asking?

B N THE AGE OF INNOCENCE
oy No.

._G@. A squat. Flynn starts to take her clothes off under
the blankets. She is shivering, trying to keep herself warm.
The room has a screen with badly painted murals across it.

Joy You don’t have to go. You got another ten minutes,
You can try again if you like. There’s no shame in it.

Boy (rapidly pulling on a school blazer) No.

fElynn  Any progress in there?

BQuinn (bebind the screen) No,

Flynn How long’s it gonna take? *Cause we said turn up
from ten.

Joy Might make you feel better.
Boy No!

Joy Was it me? . . .

The Boy goes to the door. ﬂmﬁz.mm it. .: app e to be Quinn [ can’t get the connection! The electric’s about a
locked. He pulls and pulls it, in a rapidly growing S Sy

: ; i s Snillion years old.
panic. He becomes frantic. He is almost at the point SN ) .
of shrieking when be stops and attempts to control #lynn Well, maybe we should just put some money in
himself. Sthe meter.

I put the bolt in. Up at the top. Sometimes the other girls _L 8Quinn (appearing) This is about free love, isn’t it?
walk in. - WFlynn (starting to stuff ber clothes into a binbag) Yes.
The Boy looks up. He draws back the bolt. He bursts Bouinn So if it's free why should we put money in the
into tears. He sobs, with his head against the door. | Berer> ’
Joy puts out her cigarette. She sits. She despairs. )

Flynn enters. She takes the blankets off Joy’s bed  SSMBFlynn Cause it’s freezing. No one’s gonna even take their
and wraps them round her, gs the space becomes . .. WS umpers off if it’s like this — never mind getting naked.

Quinn Have you got any money?

w.._m_wzz No.

B Quinn Well, I haven’t either.

Flynn Oh.

“Moinm So let’s do it my way, OK? (Flynn nods.) Give us
"2 peek.
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Flynn briefly opens her blankets. % Quinn We haven’t invited any dirty old men! Jesus,
W Flynn, you’re very good at lapping up all the theory,

W being all keen and eager, but then, when it actually

Flynn I’'m too cold. W comes to the point of action, you’re like a little nun.

Take your socks off.

Quinn Sissy. (Quinn goes behind the screens.) R | Elyon Don’t say that.

Flynn Quinn? Y ” Quinn This is important for us. It’s about the
. W emancipation of love. People we dig, coming together
Quinn Yeh? W (0 share the miracle of sex, turning all that amazing

W energy into a positive force for change, a force for peace.
S [t's about revolutionising the whole way we are with one

3 B 1
o another, creating something completely new for the future.

Flynn Are you really going to, you know, like go all the
way?

Quinn Well, that’s sort of the point, isn’t it? a4
L Flynn 1 know —

Fl Yeh - 4
yna Yeh, I know, anly # Quinn Getting rid of the ownership, the possession, the

Quinn What? W ealousy. It’s about freedom, freedom of love. And a lot

of ir li that.
Flynn Now we've come to it . . . of people have lost their lives for tha

. . I , 9 Flynn But we have freedom of love, don’t we? I mean,
Quinn (appearing again, irritated) What: S st you and me?

Flynn I'm a bit nervous. That’s all. % Quinn We have a beautiful thing. That’s why we have to
S share it with others, baby. It’s selfish to keep it to
S ourselves. I don’t wanna possess you. It’s bourgeois.
Flynn Well, I know we’ll all be blindfold and everything = S

? W Flynn So we have to be generous even to spotty, pongy,

Quinn Yeh — W bad-breath people?

Flynn — which is a great idea, really innovative - so it’s 8 Quinn Look, if my blindfold slips, and I find Pm doing

o

all about touch and feeling rather than the aesthetic, it with some less than dazzling chick, 'm not gonna
yeh, but suppose your blindfold slips, right, and you mmm.,... * stop, am I? She’d be hurt. (Pause.) I’'m going in the loft.

3

yourself doing it with someone, you know, like fat or (He disappears behind the screen. As be exits:) It’s weird,

r

repulsive — S this place. There’s stuff up there that gives me the creeps;
" freaky paintings and pigeon bones.

Quinn Why are you nervous?

Quinn It’s not about that, is it? :
N Lynne and Gwyn enter. Flynn rushes behind the

Flynn Yeh I know, but supposing it’s like a dirty old 8 screen, hiding from them.

man or something,. »..55 Is this it?
ne s this it?
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Gwyn It can’t be.

Flynn Hello. Hi!

Gwyn Is this the Love-In?

Lynne We found your invite yeh?
bit more happening . .

Flynn Yeh, but we’re not ready yet, OK?

Lynne Oh.

Flynn Um, you’re a bit early. *Cause we’re trying to tap
into the mains yeh, so that the corporate pigs can pay
for it, but Quinn, that’s my boyfriend - like in a non-

ownership way? — hasn’t actually got it together, He
can’t get a connection,

Gwyn Why are you hiding?

Flynn ’Cause I um — look, there’s some pillowcases out
there, yeh? And some labels? And some blindfolds, so
take your clothes off, put them in a pillowcase, stick a
label on it with your name on, yeh, and then put a
blindfold on and come behind here and this is where it’s
all gonna be happening. Only it’s a bit cold til we get
the heating on.

Gwyn Are we the first here?
Flynn Um, yeh, but don’t let that bother you.

Lynne ’Cause we don’t wanna end up just doing it with
each other.

Gwyn We do that all the time,
Lynne And we’re sick of it. Actually.
Gwyn That’s why we’ve come.,

Lynne I mean we love each other,
gone.

veh, but the spark’s
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*

LFlynn Right -

L Gwyn You know, it always does. You always end up
W thinking this is really mundane, man.

v.,_u_..vdnm So we’re still a couple but we need Dr Illicit Sex
S 10 keep us, you know . . .

-

% Gwyn Hot.

5 H_‘EM:E Well, d’you wanna come back later when it’s all
W like a bit warmer even?

3

> WA.Osaﬁ Not really, no.

+

" Flynn Or you could start with Quinn, I s’pose.

Lynne What, both of us?

W Flynn He’s definitely up for it. Shall T shout him?

¥ Gwyn I don’t wanna shag another bloke.

W Lynne He’s sick of that as well. He’s sick of everything.

§ Gwyn No ’m not.

S Lynne Yes you are; you’ve glutted yourself on

|

S pornography.
S Gwyn So?
Lynne It’s boring.

b Gwyn (t0 Flynn) What about you, babe? Why don’t you
b and me start it?

N

Elyon Um . . .

9 Gwyn You got three tits or something? That why you’re
hiding?

b Flynn We’re not supposed to see each other, *cause we’re
all blindfold, so the intensity of touch is like, much

S more?
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Lynne Oh great. It’ll be a relief not to have to see

anyone’s face. *Specially his. Scene Ten

Gwyn Let’s start then, babe. And your boyfriend can

e THE AGE OF EXCESS

4

The present. The space has become a brand new office

W building: a dating agency. A video plays. We see a logo
tfor ‘Hearts International, the exclusive place to find love’

W gnd then an image of Brigitia.

Flynn Um, I can’t. Sorry.
Lynne Why not?

Flynn Well actually, I got my period. So I’'m just sort of
here doing the snacks and drinks and that.

E Brigitta Um, hello, my name’s Brigitta . . . and I've
L . . . never done msﬁr_sm like this. Um, 'm E:Q (-three),
pustic ELhEr il fifkes ] 8I'm single and . .. I mean a lot of you will probably be

Flynn Yeh, but I got a rash. As well. So I can’t. Well I S0 fast-forwarding m_mmmmw but for those of you who are

could, but I wouldn’t if I were you. You’d be better cm.. still here . . . I'm a really decent person and you’d be

waiting for someone else. lucky to get me, so if you’re a proper man — (She sighs.)

iwhy on earth would you be looking at this? (a moment

8 0f static) Hi, 'm Brigitta. ’'m thirty, 'm single and I'm
Hooking for . . . Anything.

Gwyn I don’t care about your period.

Gwyn Jesus.

Lynne She’s a scared kid .

Rita enters. She picks up a remote control and

Gwyn Oh for fuck’s sake. I thought this was adults onljs 28
8 watches, her feet on Anita’s desk.

Lynne Come on. We can pick someone up in the pub

more easily than this. L Anything . . . (brightly) So if you’re shallow and sleazy

G : and you’d like a meaningless, depressing encounter, why
wyn Why don’t we just go home? I'll make myself S don’t you — (static) Hi, P'm Brigitta. (Pause.) I can’t do

pretend you’re someone else. S
Lynne Yeh well. You can pretend I'm someone who’s (il .
bloody well asleep. *Cause I will be. - fialsisfomanas.
. B [ts like there’s this chasm — Oh, I don’t know. I feel as if

O H A 3

wyn What a waste o’ time. " I'm standing on some kind of an ice floe and the rest of

They leave. Flynn reappears. She ties her blindfold ea. » humanity is just drifting further and further away. I feel
She is close to tears. L 50 alone . . . And it’s not just me; all of us. We’re — we

Flynn I will do it. I can do it. I will emancipate love. = “_M,NWM rméﬁgwﬂww Hwao: ‘ WUOQM ,H%NMMM\ Eiitiise
I have to liberate myself. Freedom of love. Freedom = ! aicver 1S that makes Swans stay topetier
of love . . S Rita Oh my God.

.
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Brigitta They never part. Once they meet, that’s it, for Rita Miss Clark. Get it off.
life. Would you say that was love or just some kind of

instinct? Blackbirds do it too. Anita undoes her jacket.

Rita Fuck’s sake. ¥ Throw it on the floor.

Brigitta Sorry. I'm really sorry. (Static. Much more W Anita is tempted.

brightly) Hi, 'm Brigitta. 'm twenty-nine, I'm a Gemini, Anita T haven’t got time . . .

I like music, travel, dining out and life’s simple pleasurés. S .

So, if you’re aged between thirty and forty, if you're | Rita Unbutton your shirt and come here.

looking for friendship, fun and a bit of sunshine in your
life, why don’t you give me a call?

Rita (spelling it out) S-a-d-d-o.

Anita enters, hurried. Rita flicks the video off. |
W Anita Sorry.

Anita Hi, sorry, some ball-less little no-dick tried to .
clamp me. I had to spend twenty minutes trying to O Rita You never have time.

convince him that I was thick and he was gorgeous . :
o8 W Anita Can’t we do something later? After the saddos.

before he’d let me go — cunt. Any messages?

Rita Don’t you think you should knock before you come =
in? 5

Anita Rita, / are there any —

Rita I don’t like your tone. You should address me as
Miss Clark. And knock before you come in. I could have
been doing anything in here.

Anita (amused) Really?
Rita Anything.

Anita Sorry, Miss Clark, but the saddos are going to be
here in about five minutes. I need to check everything’s
ready.

W:.m mﬁu”&qrEm ¢ fine. Take your jacket off. " Anita [ won’t be forced. (She starts checking that
Anita Rita - S cverything is ready.)
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Rita You know it amazes me that someone who spends
her whole life shoving romance down people’s throats is
so terrified of the whole idea of love that she can’t even
bring herself to say the word.

Anita Rita, if you’re going to be a pain in the arse, can 8

you just go home?

Rita Oh, I wouldn’t dream of it. Let me give you your
messages and while I'm at it why don’t I suck your cock?
Anita You are so childish. L3
Rita (leafing through a notepad) The photocopier bloke &
can’t get here until Monday. Home and Garden are
doing a deal on advertising space, half a page for the =

price of a quarter. And sticky-out-chin-woman isn’t
coming.

Anita What?
Rita Yep. She’s found love on a chat-page.
Anita She what?

Rita I told her she’d never get our kind of exclusive =
clientele on a website but she said she didn’t care. She’s

-~

A

been communicating with some bloke from Ramsgate S

who understands her pain.
Anita You’re joking!

Rita I said have you sent him a photo yet? But she didn' ,.
deign to reply.

e

Anita You told me everything was ready!

Rita It is. I put the nibbles out; the champagne’s in a
bucket. -

Anita Have you tried to get someone else? A3

Rita At an hour’s notice?
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Anita Well, what are we going to do?

Rita (unconcerned) 1 don’t know.

Anita I’ve got two blokes and only one woman!
Rita Lucky old her.

Anita This is the kind of thing that brings down my
name! They’re all new ~ new clients, and Ive set them
up in a fucking threesome.

Rita They might enjoy it.
There is the faintest echo, a sound of anguish.

Anita I needed sticky-out-chin-woman for weird-doctor.
She’s the only one I could rely on to make him feel he
wasn’t (the ugliest person in the room) —

Rita Shhh!
Anita What?
Rita That noise.
Anita What noise?
Rita There.
Anita I can’t hear anything.
Rita Shhh!
The sound stops.
Anita . .

Anita Don’t be stupid. It’s brand new; we’re the first
people to lease it.

. I think this place is haunted.

Rita I know it’s new, but it’s built on top of old stuff.

Anita Of course it is. We’re right in the middle of the
city.
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Rita So there might be an Inca burial ground underneath, = “

or a pet cemetery; something unrestful. ’m not being
funny. The place goes cold sometimes.

Anita You think my office is haunted by a dead pet?

Rita You know what I mean!

Anita Frankly, Rita, 'm more concerned with what to
do when the saddos get here.

Rita It’s probably my juvenile dementia, that’s what
you’re thinking, isn’t it?

Anita (coldly) I don’t think you can ever assume to
know what I'm thinking.

Rita Do you know what I'm thinking?
Anita No.
Rita (icily) Good.
There’s a buzz on the intercom.
Anita Shit,
Rita I’'m going home, OK?
Anita Don’t!
Rita I've got to pluck my toenails.

Anita Don’t. Please Reet, you can’t. (into the intercom)
Hello? (to Rita) Wait! (into the intercom) Hi, Dieter!
(She buzzes him in. To Rita) I'm sorry. I've been an
absolute cow since the moment I got in and I’'m really
sorry. I'll make it up to you any way I can — but right
now you have to be the other woman.

Rita What?

Anita Pretend to be the other saddo. Please. I'd do it
myself, only they’ve all met me.
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Rita Are you serious?

Anita You don’t have to go on a date with them or
anything. You just have to meet them for half an hour,
make an excuse and leave.

Rita I don’t believe it.

Anita Please, please, Rita; I'll meet you later, we’ll go
out, I'll buy you dinner —

Rita You pimp!
Dieter enters.
Dieter Hello.
Anita Dieter, so glad you could make it.
Dieter Am [ the first?
Anita No, this is . . . Lolita.
Rita looks at ber aghast.
She’s a new client too.
Dieter Hello.
Rita Hi.
Dieter holds out his hand. Rita shakes it.
Anita So, would you guys like a glass of champagne?
Dieter I’ll just have a mineral water, thanks.
Rita I'll have champagne. Lots of it.
Anita Cool. Back in two nanoseconds. (She exits.)
Rita So you don’t drink?
Dieter No.

Rita Are you pregnant or something?
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Dieter Er no . ..T'm a recovering alcoholic. |
Rita Oh. How long have you been sober? i ;
Dieter Two years.

Rita What made you give up?
Dieter The realisation of what had made me drink. 3

Rita What had made you drink? E
Dieter Terror. B
Rita Terror?

Dieter Yes, I think so. (attempting to change the subject)
So how / about you? -

Rita dw\rmm made you realise that? Only I'm thinking of
becoming an alcoholic myself and I thought maybe you .
could tell me if it was worthwhile. B

Dieter I can’t be glib about it, 'm sorry.
Rita No, I'm sorry . .. I'm really glib and sorry.
Dieter That’s OK.

Rita What were you terrified of?

Dieter Well, if you want the whole story, I was reaching
for the Scotch one night —

Anita enters, with a bottle of champagne.
Anita Just opening this; I haven’t gone away!
Rita We’re fine. i

Ummﬁou. And I was suddenly convulsed with pain and1 %
was violently sick — it was quite horrible — and what had %

b

come up was somewhere between blood and treacle. | R

Rita Furrr.

Ny
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Dieter I thought my God, that’s my whole liver.
The buzzer goes. Anita goes to answer it.

And I blacked out as usual and remembered nothing, but
next morning, I was racked with shocking pain. I couldn’t
move. I nearly died.

b Anita (into the buzzer) Hi, sweetheart, come on up!

Dieter So I lay in bed and thought long and hard.
Anita Yep - oh!

. Dieter I thought, Pve been trying to die for years; this

must be what I want.
Anita Cool, great! (She exits.)

Dieter And then at some point in the afternoon I had

a kind of a well, I suppose a — I've never really known
how to describe it. It was like an incredible sense of
calm, and I realised that I was no longer afraid. Because
what had always terrified me more than death . . . was life.
I was terrified of life. And I thought that if I chose, I
could stop being afraid. I could decide to live. So, two
years later, here I am . . . trying to live.

Rita is moved. Anita returns, followed by Brigitta and
Peter.

Anita Now that’s what I call handy, meeting on the
stairs! Who’d like a glass / of bubbly?

Brigitta Please.

Peter Thanks.

Dieter So anyway, now I’'m terribly embarrassed, so —

Rita Don’t be. I think you’re very brave. And honest.
Anita pops the bottle.
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Anita That’s the sound I like to hear!
Rita You make me feel ashamed.

Dieter What of?

Brigitta (looking nervously at the furnishings) This is
nice . . .

Rita My name isn’t Lolita.
Dieter Oh?

Rita It’s Rita Clark. My last relationship was with a
woman.

Peter (to Brigitta) Very soft . . .

Rita I’'m confused, you see.

Dieter Well, a lot of us are,

Anita (handing the glasses round) Brigitta.
Brigitta Thanks.

Anita Peter,

Peter Jolly good.

Rita I shouldn’t be here.

Anita (handing ber a drink) Of course you should! And
an aqua-fizzy for Dieter.

Dieter Thanks.

Anita Here we go. Cheers, folks. Welcome to Hearts
International.

They awkwardly clink glasses.

Now, I call evenings like this ‘Icebreakers’ and they’re
all about you breaking the ice with one another, having
a friendly, open chat with no strings attached, before
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W cmbarking on the hazardous business of choosing a date.
| Inever invite more than four specially selected clients,
3 so you don’t feel crowded out and you can all get an

§ idea of the kind of exclusive people we have on our

books. So, I'm going to take a back seat, sort out the
canapés, and leave you to say hello. OK? (Anita moves
10 one side. She keeps one ear on Dieter and Rita.)

Peter It sounds like organs for transplant, doesn’t it?
Brigitta Pardon?

Peter Hearts International.

¥ Brigitta Oh. Right . . .

Peter You know, one of those dodgy agencies that buy

[ ] bodily organs from the poor and disadvantaged.
' Rita (to Dieter) This woman I was seeing . . .

4  Brigitta Mmm,

Peter Kidneys and the odd lung / and what-have-you.

¥ Rita I've decided. 'm gonna dump her completely.

Dieter Oh?

Rita ’Cause sometimes I just think she’s out to twist me
up inside. She thinks I act like a kid but actually, / she’s
the childish one.

Peter I’'m a doctor.

i : Brigitta That’s / nice.
% Dieter Oh dear.

Rita You know, she plays manipulative games.

Brigitta Do you specialise in anything?

Rita Sometimes she’ll dump me in awkward situations —
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Peter Yes I do.
Rita Just to watch me sink or swim —
Peter I’'m a urologist.
Brigitta Oh.
Peter That’s waterworks —
Brigitta Yes, I know.

Rita / She holds back affection to punish me for her own
stupid past —

Peter Well, not waterworks actually -

Rita And she’s never ever, not even once, said she loves
me.

Peter That’s just a stupid / expression I use —
Rita Do you know what that’s like?
Dieter I can imagine.

Peter Because for some reason people seem to be
embarrassed / talking about their urinary tracts.

Rita /It’s why I want to change.
Brigitta I’'m not.
Rita I’'m gonna kick her out of my life.

Peter Yes, you see? Where would we be without them?
Certainly not drinking champagne! (He is laughing.)

Rita I want to know what it’s like being with a man.

Peter We’d all be carrying catheters about, wouldn’t we?
Rita A good, nice man.

Dieter Oh, right. Well, good luck . . .
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Anita (relieved at Dieter’s reply) Is anybody ready for a
top-up? Lolita?

Rita bolds out her glass. Anita tops it up.
Goodness, aren’t you thirsty.

Peter (moving across) Is your name Lolita?

- Rita No.

8 Peter Our hostess just called you Lolita.

Rita It’s a nom de plume.

b Brigitta (to Anita) Could I trouble you?

Anita No problem, sweetheart. (Anita pours Brigitta

b some champagne.)

Peter Are you a writer?

4 Rita No.

Peter Then why have you got a nom de plume?

. Rita I don’t know. Why do you care?

Peter Well, my cat’s called Lolita.

Anita No! (She laughs uproariously.)
Peter I've got two cats and a terrapin.
Anita Great. (She exits.)

Brigitta (shyly, to Dieter) Hi, I’'m Brigitta.

W Dieter Hi. Dieter.

Brigitta Have you been to one of these things before?
Dieter No.

Brigitta Me neither.

Dieter Oh.
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Brigitta It’s very . . .

Dieter and Brigitta are tongue-tied. The attraction
between them is obvious.

Peter My cats are called Lolita and Lucrezia and the
terrapin’s a male. He’s called Severin.

Rita Severin the terrapin?

Peter Yes.

Rita I hate cats.

Brigitta I'm . . . I'm divorced. With two kids.
Peter So, if your name’s not Lolita, what is it?
Rita Rita Clark.

Peter Why did you lie?

Rita I didn’t,

Peter You obviously did.

Rita A nom de plume isn't a lie, it’s a nom de plume.
Dieter I'm a recovering alcoholic.

Brigitta Oh?

Peter It’s a false name, a falsehood. Why did you come
here with a false name>

Rita I didn’t. Who are you anyway, the Spanish
Inquisition?

Peter No, I'm just an ordinary, fee-paying client and
I got given strict instructions not to lie on my form.
Brigitta . . . Would you like to go?
Rita T don’t remember that instruction.

Dieter What, just leave?
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' Rita Perhaps I ignored it.

W Brigitta Yes ...

8 Peter So you admit to lying?

£ | Dieter You want to leave . . . with me?

Brigitta nods.

S Rita As a matter of fact, my entire form is a web of

S deceit.
1 Anita (entering with canapés) Now then, who’d like a
8 nibble? Peter?

S Peter belps himself. Dieter and Brigitta are gazing at
. one another.

. : Peter So, what did you lie about?

Rita I said my favourite colour was blue when really it’s
_ green. I said [ was a lapdancer when really I’'m a temp.

Peter 1 don’t believe you.

. ; X
can’t. And that sometimes I get stigmata, when I don’t.

Dieter and Brigitta are deeply moved. Anita
approaches them.

q Anita Would you like a little dip?

S Dicter We’re going to go.

S Anita What?

Peter You’re going?

1

B Brigitta Yes.

Anita Is something the matter?
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Dieter No.

Anita Do you two know each other? !

Dieter No. K-

Brigitta Not yet. it
Dieter (intimately) When you find out about me ... 18

Brigitta I'll accept everything. Everything you are. :

1

He draws closer. S8
Please be true.
They kiss. They prepare to leave. The others are staring =
at them, flabbergasted.

(to Anita) Thank you.
Peter Wait! You can’t just go!
Dieter Why not?
Peter It’s not fair!

They leave.
Why wasn’t she like that with me?!
Rita Because you’re a creep. ¥
Anita Now, let’s not have any nasties, OK? If you don’t .. _

get on, that’s fine. It’s best just to call it a day and start %
again with someone else.

Peter (to Rita) Don’t you dare speak to me like that.

Rita What’s the matter? I thought we were getting on
great.

Peter You just called me a creep!
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B Rita T like creeps. I feel a strong attraction towards
.. A S them.
Brigitta We just . . . B

& about your terrapin.

=
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Peter What?

b Anita Peter, why don’t you go home and I’ll find you
' someone more suitable in the morning?

* Rita Seriously, 'm fascinated. I want to know more

= Peter (taking the challenge) I lied about the terrapin. It’s
' a female.

B Rita Does it have a name?

§ Peter Wanda.

t Rita Do you mistreat it?

& Peter Sometimes.

Rita How?

t Peter I put my ex-wife’s hairdryer on it.

Y Rita That’s disgusting.

L Anita Would you two knock it off?

,. Peter What else do you find disgusting about me?
P Rita Where do you want me to start?

t Peter I think you should buy me dinner. I think it’s the
B least you could do after all your lies and insults.

& Rita T'll buy the first round of drinks. You buy the
* dinner.

& Anita Rita!
Rita And if yow’re lucky, I’ll throw it over you.

Peter That’s exactly what I'd expect.
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Anita Rita, stop it.
Rita Why should I?

Anita Peter, ’'m really sorry. I had serious doubts about
inviting her here tonight. She’s extremely unstable and
we’ve had trouble with her before.

Peter That’s fine.

Anita She’s not what you’re looking for, believe me.
Peter 'm looking for an unstable, lapdancing stigmatic.
Rita And I'm looking for a creep with pets.

Anita (to Rita) You’re going too far!

Rita (to Peter) Get out. Now. And dinner’s going to be
expensive.

Peter You’ll pay. One way or the other, you’ll pay.
Peter goes. Rita is putting on her coat.

Anita Are you serious?

Rita You know how to stop me.

Anita You’re going to go with him, just to get back at
me? :

Rita Say it.

Anita (pause) You can’t blackmail me into saying
something like that.

Rita Right. See you then.
Anita He’s a nut! What if he tries to kill you?

Rita On your head be it. (She’s almost gone.)

Anita Rita! (Rita stops. Hopes.) They fell for each other,
right before our eyes. Two people just fell . . . I've never
seen that before in my life.
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Rita (bitterly disappointed) It won’t last, will it?
Rita goes. Anita is alone.

Anita They fellinl... -1, .. Rita, [ - - T1--1-I-1 -
I1-1-1 -

Anita is in tears. The office disappears. Open land.
Dieter and Brigitta enter.

Dieter Here.
Brigitta You.
Dieter Now.
Brigitta This . . .
They kiss.
Blackout.
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