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LYNN:

1.

A pleasantly but not lavishly furnished living
room in a council highrise. It has two doors
on the actor’s left, one into the entrance hall
of the flat and the other, further up and
centre, into the bedroom.

A towel has been thrown over the back of one
of the armchairs. The scene is empty. The
phone rings. No action. Then it starts again.

LYNN NORDEN hurries in. She is clothed
above but below wears only a pair of
knickers.

She seizes the towel from the armchair and
hurries to the phone, which is on a low coffee
table in front of the settee. She folds the
towel as she goes, places it on the seat of an
armchair and then sits on it. Composing
herself she answers the phone.

Hers is a soft voice which in a more sensual
epoch than ours would have been called
seductive. A marriage counsellor might say
that it concealed fury, but this would be
wrong. At this moment she is being, in her
way (for she has small gift for formality),
diplomatic. A baffling young woman to
those who try to fit her into a limited gallery
of socially expectable portraits.

Hullo....How are you?....I did read ityes.....(Sighing to herself
but making sure itisn’t audible at the other end) I'm sure
he didn’t mean to be---(interrupted)....You know, he never
talks about his---....Well, obviously the editor does suggest things,
I mean I’m sure it wasn’t his idea....Yes, I realise that....I say yes I
do realise he may have gone beyond what’s acceptable....The

editor’s the person---!

The line has gone dead.

LYNN (cont., dropping the phone) Fuck.

She rises carefully, examining the towel. As
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she walks toward the bathroom she holds it
under her.

She disappears into the bathroom. The
phone rings again but she doesn’t appear. It
is silent. Then it starts again.

She dashes in with the towel round her waist,
holding it.

She dashes back to the bathroom. Ina
moment she reappears in a skirt, putting
some lipstick on, running her fingers through
her hair for the casual look. She dives to the
bedroom for some shoes just as someone
rings the door bell.

There is a male cry from outside the door of
‘Lynn!’. Thisis repeated.

She reappears, hopping as she puts on the

remaining shoe. Then she goes, tidying a
cushion on the way, to the door leading into

the hall.

LYNN (cont., off, with a laugh) That was quick!
HAL (entering in front of her) Iwas right outside.

LYNN (fingering his jacket) You look sweet.

They kiss with the mm sound denoting no
sexual interest.

HAL (glancing at his jacket with quick boyish pride) Nancy. Guess where
she found it?

LYNN: The Bahamas.

HAL: Moscow. The funniest thing. An import from the States.



3

Italian. Cost half as much as it would in LA, supposing you could
find it there (breaking of f)---what’s the blood on that chair?

LYNN (knowing where) Where?
HAL (pointing to the chair where she has been sitting) There.

LYNN (returning to the bathroom) Wouldyou believe---!

She again disappears into the bathroom and
we hear water going. He sits down, taps his
foot nervously.

She reappears with a damp cloth.

HAL.: You’ll never get it off with that. You must take the cover off and
soak it in cold water.

LYNN (hesitating over the cover) Doyou mind looking at an uncovered
chair?---it’s second hand.

She starts tearing the cover off.

HAL: I’'m used to blood being spilled. Your boyfriend’s just spilled a
lot of mine, hasn’t he?

LYNN (stopping her stripping operation) Iwasso embarrassed, Hal.

HAL (jumping up) You can’t get it off like that---tearing at it’s no good.
He carefully unzips the cover at the back.

HAL (cont.) How isityou never got house trained?

LYNN: Domesticated you mean?

HAL (taking the cover to the bathroom) No. House trained. (Off)
Sanitary towels and all that.

LYNN: You must be joking. Ilose buckets!

We hear running water.

HAL (returning) Nancy’s the same.



LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:
HAL:

LYNN:

S he came out of that piece all right.

It’s my blood I’m talking about. She can look after her own,
believe me! Anyway no one’s after her blood. The opposite.

You know as well as I do, if you let yourself be interviewed you
putyour head on the block.

He stares at her.

Is that what he told you? Iwas never interviewed! Iwas mauled
behind my back. By a manI considered a friend. He didn’t
interview me at all!

I didn’t read it all that carefully.

Then don’t defend it. All he does is quote from other people.
The bastards who work for me! It’s a dirty thing to do, go sniffing
round somebody’s team asking for comments.

We all have critics surely.
Critics? All those people did was bad-mouth me!

They said you picked up awful plays and then talked yourself into
making films of them, that’s criticism not bad-mouthing.

HAL (dismissive) They mean The Potting Shed. Itisn’t a bad play.

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:
HAL:
LYNN;

HAL:

I didn’t say I agreed with them.

Butyou do agree with them. (Pacing round) It’s OK foryou.
Somebody calls you and offers you a part, and probably a very
small part, if they happen to prefer you to about fifty other
actresses after the same job. Are you working by the way?

I’'ve been offered this Canadian thing.

Canadian thing?

In the North West Territories.

What, a lumber camp?
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LYNN: They pay my fare over, and the food and all that.
HAL: I should think so too! Why doesn’t he do a story on that? Lynn

Norden among the grizzlies.

He goes to the window restlessly.

HAL (cont.) TI’ll tell you why he doesn’t attack you in the press. Nobody’s
heard of you. Anyway, forget the lumbermen. (Turning to her)

You got the part.
LYNN: What part?
HAL: In the Potting Shed.
LYNN (delighted) I'm too young.
HAL: Don’t be silly.
LYNN: I can’t believe it.
HAL (petulantly) Don’t thank me. Ileave the casting to Miriam.
LYNN: But you put me up for it.
HAL (with a sigh) For god’s sake get me a drink.
LYNN: Of course! Let me open a bottle---

HAL.: I mean orange juice or something.

She goes to the kitchen and we hear the click
of a can being opened.

She brings the can and an empty glass.
He stares at this.

HAL (cont.) Just the glass’ll do.
LYNN: What do you mean?

HAL: Well pour the bloody thing!



HAL (cont.)

LYNN:
HAL:
LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:
HAL.:
LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL:

HAL (cont.)
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At sixes and sevens she pours the fizz, hands
him the glass and is irresolute about the
empty can.

Here (taking the can).

He throws it into the wastepaper basket
which he finds by the desk.

You’re angry.
Not with you.

Yesyou are.

Wellyou’re connected with him aren’tyou? You know The
Potting Shed’s off don’t you?

You’ve just offered me a part in it!

It’s off! You got the part of a lifetime but it’s off because of your
bloody boyfriend Mackindle!

Jesus.
Now you know what I feel like.
But one piece in a newspaper can’t pull a whole production down!

It can if the company’s restive, if the star’s wife decamps---! The
money was there yesterday but it isn’t there today. Anyway who
gives a shit what Mackindle says? Do you think that’s what
brought me here? Iwent tothe bank. Routine meeting! And

they’ve pulled out.

Jesus.
Don’t keep using that word. Iwas brought up a catholic.

He drinks, puts the glass down on the coffee
table.

Bang in the middle of the news section. Not even the magazine.
I mean the magazine’s where we expect balls but the news



LYNN;

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:
HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:
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section, serious people like producers read that---!

But you’re the producer.

That’s what people like you think. ‘Produced by’! Allyou
fucking amateurs are the same.

I’m not an amateur.

I mean amateur in film administration business. (Suddenly
grabbing her) Wereyou one of the un-named ‘colleagues’ who

ran me down?

I never said a word!

But you live with the man! He comes to you for all the gossip!

We chat about things but I keep my work separate from his.
He studies her before walking away.

You’re the only actress I’'ve met who tells the truth. Maybe that’s
why you never get parts.

That’s what Mac says. He says I never act offstage.

That’s balls! (Emphatically) Whether you’re onstage or off
you’ve got to decide what character you’re playing.

What character are you playing now?

I honestly don’t know. Itfeels much the same as when I'm acting,
only milder, if you see what I mean.

You're always being somebody. That’s not acting.
Yes it is.
In that case I can’t decide who to be.

Maybe you’re too clever.

No that’s Nancy. People say she’s always got her head stuck in a
book.



HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

Supermarket romances. That’s what people like Mackindle call
culture. Or Mac as you call him.

If she isn’t clever what is she?
Do you really want to know what I think of Nancy Laudenfield?
Yes.

Well, take the name alone! Just listen---Nancy Laudenfield---it
lands on both feet, it’s so there! Do you think they keep giving
her awards because she’s good? People never get awards for
that. There are just people made for awards and the committees
know who they are.

You mean your leading lady can’t act?

Don’t be malicious. She’s simply limited, that’s all. Thankfully
nobody knows it. She’s vulgar. But the committees share the
vulgarity. (Getting into his subject) She’s got an unfortunate
basic facial expression, a kind of sea-resort landlady’s smirk
which comes on at the worst possible moment, like when she
needs to look tender. But as everything she does has this award-
attracting authority I let it go. I need an award person rather
than an actress, so that’s why she’s my leading lady, as you call
her.

Was.

Keep your claws to yourself.

Just fact, not claws.

I don’t like the fact. Surely you can see that?

Of course I can. That’s what I was trying to say. She ran out on
you and you still think of her as your partner. Even whenyou’re
giving her part to me, which I don’t take seriously.

Yesyou do. You’d take it seriously even if I told you it wasn’t
serious. That’s how an unemployed actress is. I mean I could

equally say the most marvellous things about her. As a matter of
fact I love it when she gets an award, I feel she deserves awards



LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

and I certainly don’t.
That’s not acting at least.
Why not?

It’s sincere. I can seeyou’re being sincere.

HAL (again gazing at her) You know, that’s why your name’s not in lights.

LYNN:

You’ve got to make a firm decision.

About what?

HAL (leaning forward with something of a young teacher’s leer) Acting

LYNN:

HAL (cont.)

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

isn’t being insincere. I hate her getting awards. It’s only when
I’'m acting that I’'m really sincere. You’ve got it all mixed up. So
your acting doesn’t come up to scratch. You don’t mean it. You
think it’s being insincere, so that’s how you come over, as

insincere.

She bites her lip. She has learned
something.

Well, that’s most supportive.
He drinks again, apparently bored.
How do you stand this place? It’s like you’re suspended in grey

air! Whatever made you choose a highrise in Camberwell? I’ll
have to go soon, they’ll start throwing stones at the car.

You’re not parked downstairs?

Where else?

A BMW! You’ll be lucky if it’s still there!

I suppose the money people would have pulled out anyway. It

was that ghastly Dr Faustus experiment, I mean who the hell
convinced me to do a goulash of Thomas Mann and Marlowe and

Goethe?

You darling. They said you couldn’t stop talking about it.
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LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:

HAL:

LYNN:
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Who’s they?

People in your company.

You see you do talk to Mackindle.
I didn’t make Faustus a flop!

Shall I tell you why Nancy gets on? She’s a damned nice woman.
She’s friendly, she can’t help it.

Mac said the other day a good brain can get in an actress’s way.

You see you spend all your bloody time together talking my
business. He meant Nancy didn’t he?

He meant me.

By contrast with Nancy.

Yes.

He paces nervously like he’s acting
nervousness.

HAL (swinging round on her) This Mac of yours is supposed to be a theatre

LYNN:
HAL:
LYNN:

HAL.:

HAL (cont.)

LYNN:

HAL:

critic. What’s he doing sticking his big nose into films?
He’s told to by an editor.
And he loves it.
He’s dying to get out of it as a matter of fact.
Did you ever meet a journalist who wasn’t?
He walks close to her, sniffing.

Girls smell a certain way when they’re menstruating. Ican’t
define it.

Blood perhaps.

That’s obvious. My classics master at school always told us, the



HAL (cont.)

HAL (cont.)

LYNN:
HAL:
LYNN:
HAL:
LYNN:
HAL:
LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL.:

LYNN:

HAL.:
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obvious is you being lazy.

She smiles (this too must have hit home).

Acrid. That’s the smell.
She shrugs.

Nancy drinks whisky, which she hates otherwise. I hold her hand
and she sits inside a big eiderdown. With a hot water bottle. It
goes on for days sometimes. Know why?

Why?

Women with children don’t have this trouble.
Who told you?

My mum.

She was superb on the box the other evening.
SoI hear. You do mean my mum don’tyou?

Yes.

I thought you did. I mean Nancy was on the box the other
evening too.

It must be awful growing up in an acting family.

It’s bloody. One can’t show off or plead nerves, they’re all doing
the same. (Rushing, on as if it were the same thought) Ido
boss everybody about, that Mackindle piece was true there. And
I don’t let anybody get a word in edgeways---true again. But
that’s how you run a company, and don’t forget I've got two
companies in one, theatre and film. As a matter of factyou
resent me too. You know bloody well you never liked reading all
those parts for me and getting turned down every time.

What do you expect?

Yes it’s a hell of a disappointment but I’m not talking about that,
I’'m saying there’s got to be somebody who takes responsibility
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and hands out the parts, I could easily run along to my agent and
ask for parts like the rest of you but I chose to get myself into the
business and provide parts for other people as well as for myself

and my god have I paid for it!

LYNN: Allyou’ve had is a flop and a nasty piece in the paper. Which will
probably do you good anyway because it shows you what people

think of you---

HAL (with a little giggle to himself) This is something you can pass on to
your boyfriend, not that he’ll use it, a journalist is always
suspicious of unsolicited information. Iwasfed up with Nancy
long before she walked out. I mean personally, domestically.

She used to spread herself out on the bed like a travelling
salesman opening his suitcase. She displays herself like her parts
are going to do you good and you can take your pick of them.

Now that’s not seductive is it?

LYNN: For some maybe.
HAL: It’s the disloyalty that stuns me.
LYNN: Hers? What aboutyours, telling me all that?

HAL (once more giving her that wistfully appraising look) Would you like
to step into her shoes?

LYNN: I don’t know what you mean.
HAL: Oh come away, of course you do!

LYNN (levelly) Idon’t.

HAL (watching her) 1 meanwouldyou like to be my partner? Idon’t mean sex.
You’re staring at me.

LYNN: I’m astonished, that’s all. As areal person.

HAL (with annoyance) Well stop being real and imagine you’re an actress!
There was obviously something about your readings that
captivated me wasn’t there? Otherwise I wouldn’t have kept on
asking you to do them, and I wouldn’t have offered you a part

over everybody else’s head!
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LYNN: You mean the company doesn’t want me?
HAL: Miriam doesn’t.
LYNN (terribly hurt of course) Sowhy do you?

HAL.: Because I'm not a casting director. Ilook at the acting. And
you’re a bloody fine actress.

LYNN: Thank you.

HAL (quietly) Irepeat, don’t thank me. It’s like thanking me for your own gifts.

LYNN: If I'm gifted now why wasn’t I before, when you were turning me
down?

HAL.: I already had Nancy. And now I haven’t.

LYNN: Am I better than she is?

HAL.: You tell me what you think of her acting.

LYNN (after alittle thought) She’s bad like the English /ike actresses to be
bad. It’s a special category.

HAL: And what about me? Am I good?

LYNN: I can’t judge.

HAL: Why not?

LYNN: You smother your films with music.

HAL: The audiences wouldn’t come if I didn’t. You think they’re going
to look at Marlowe without a lot of wind?

LYNN: That’s you being obvious isn’t it?

HAL: Be brave. Tell me.

LYNN: I can only quote somebody I trust.

HAL: Not MacKindle for god’s sake? (As she shakes her head) Nor

an actor, one never trusts actors. So who is it?
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LYNN: A man called Talbot.

HAL (after giving her one of hislong looks) A critic. Did he say something
foul about me?

LYNN: He said you slip into fine, even great acting but you don’t know
when.

HAL (with a smile) Well now!
He is silent.

HAL (cont.) Were those his words?

LYNN: Yes, he’s someone whose words one remembers.

HAL: Was that all?

LYNN: He said you had a surrogate self. He said it about me too.

HAL.: Surrogate? Somebody else in charge?

LYNN: He says the great actors are tenanted.

HAL.: Tenanted?

LYNN: There’s somebody in residence.

HAL.: Ah.

LYNN: He says there’s a shadow in charge of all the other shadows.

HAL: He sounds a nut. Is this some kind of psychologist?

LYNN: He told me he studied epistemology. At Cambridge.

HAL: What’s that exactly?

LYNN: It means thinking about thinking.

HAL.: I thought it meant something to do with knowledge. Anyway, how
does epistemology bring him into conversation with people like
you?
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LYNN: With the uneducated you mean?

HAL: Yes.

LYNN: A girl I was at the Central School with went to see him and she
said her whole life changed in a moment.

HAL: The whole of it?

LYNN: Yes.

HAL: For the better?

LYNN: No. For the authentic. She changed into herself.

Again his long appraising look.

HAL.: She became tenanted? (She nods) Somebody took up
residence at last.

LYNN: Yes.

HAL.: His name’s Talbot, you said?

LYNN: Jack Talbot, yes.

HAL: Are you going to let him change your life?

LYNN: He’s coming Tuesday afternoon.

HAL: Here?

LYNN: Yes.

HAL.: Does one pay him?

LYNN: He leaves it up to the client.

HAL: They’re the most expensive. Do you think I could see him too?

- LYNN: I’ll mention it to him.

HAL.: Without me getting some more column inches from Mr
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MacKindle?
LYNN: I’d never discuss that kind of thing with Mac.
HAL: Simply ask him how I can get in touch with him. I mean Mr
Talbot. He’s seen me in films you think?
LYNN: Of course.
HAL: No I mean what films? Or maybe only the plays?
LYNN: The last film. The flop.
HAL: It’s awful up here with that wind. There’s no wind below. The
entrance looks like a war zone.
LYNN: It’s Saturday. All the dads are home. Soyour car’s all right.
HAL: I've an emergency meeting. Don’t get up.

LYNN (victim of a sudden flood as she gets up) Oh my god!

She rushes to the bathroom clutching her
behind and making rapid little Chinese steps.
The door closes with a slam.

He waits a discreet moment and knocks.
HAL: You’ll be hearing from my agent as they say.
LYNN (off) Ican’tbelieve it!
HAL: You can’t believe what?

LYNN: All this blood!

2.

The same, blackout. The sound of a key
turning in the front door. A light in the hall
is switched on, shedding light onto the scene
through the open door.
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An ambulance siren is heard far away.
MALCOM MACKINDLE tiptoes in. He
snaps on the reception room overhead light.

LYNN is asleep on the settee wrapped in a
vast eiderdown. There is now a decanter of
whisky on the coffee table, and a glass with a
little whisky in it.

MAC stands looking at her. He closes the
door with great care and walks with soft steps
to an armchair. He sits down and stretches
gorgeously. He takes out a packet of
cigarettes but decides against. He rubs his
eyes.

LYNN (voice buried in eiderdown) Mac?

MAC:

LYNN:

It’s him.

Time?

MAC (all but asleep) Three. Morning.

MAC (cont.)
LYNN:
MAC:
LYNN:

MAC:
LYNN:
MAC:

LYNN:

She sleeps on and he stretches again.
Hormone city eh?
I'stained the new chair cover.
Wondered no cover (yawning).
Hal was here.
Hal who?
Trougham.
He know where live?

He phone and then suddenly at door, he phone from car.
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Not get. Difficult concept three morning.

LYNN (giggle) Oh shut up.

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

How know you he Hal?

Iread for him quite a lot. (Raising herself tolook at him)
He says he wants me to replace Nancy Laudenfield.

Replace? Nounderstand at all!
In The Potting Shed.
Is that why he came?

Shouldn’t you be saying isn’t that marvellous?

MAC (after another luxuriant stretch) The Potting Shed fell through.

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

I know.

So how does he give you the part? The money pulled out because
Nancy Laudenfield pulled out and you’re telling me he’s going to
put an unknown actress where she was and the money’s going to
come back in? Bullshit.

Thank you.

Anyway, Nancy Laudenfield’s negotiating with him.

What about?

The part he’s just given you. New money people may be coming
in and they think highly of her but they don’t think much of Hal.
They want him to act in it is but not all the “This is a Hal

Trougham production’ crap.

He was here around eleven this morning. Their negotiations
must have broken down since then.

They were at it an hour ago! Isaw his agent at a party. They’re
begging us not to talk about a separation, let alone a divorce.

Who’s they?
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Hal and Nancy. Can I take a sip of your whisky or did you spit in
it?

In other words he came here and asked me to be his leading lady
just for the kicks and then went and forgot about it?

MAC (taking a drink) It doesn’t matter why he said it, he said it and that’s the

LYNN:

good news.

Meaning?

MAC (looking at his glass) Areyou seriously saying this stuff stops you

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

bleeding?

It helps with the pain.

What do you think of The Potting Shed?
Why?

Because it’s going to flop like Faust flopped and you don’t need
to be in it.

It was Greene’s best play.

It’s still a novelist’s play though. All that nit-picking Catholic
conscience. People aren’t into conscience nowadays. Lynn.

Yes?
Don’t get yourself hurt over this. His only hope is to maintain his

partnership with Nancy because he’s not the one getting the
awards.

He’s still in love with her, I could tell that.

MAC (after another drink) Phew! [feellike bleeding now.

LYNN:

MAC:

I wish you could have a sort of couvade and bleed for me like
those Africans.

I’d happily take your pain over. Instead, I’ve wrecked your
dream. (Looking at her) You mean he didn’t say one word
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LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:
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about my piece?
Of course he did.
Why didn’t you say so?
I wanted to convince myself he came to see me.

He bent the features editor’s ear for an hour this morning and
now he’s whining to Headley, my editor.

Why doesn’t he talk to you?

He thinks he can get me sacked. It’s the only time journalists
stick together, when they’re attacked.

So I go onsitting here waiting for a job, do I? Like I've been
doing for two years.

MAC (getting up) That’s whatyou don’t do.

LYNN:

MAC:

MAC (cont.)

MAC:

What do 1 do?

You wait until Uncle Malcom has had a good sleep (holding out
his hands for her).

She climbs out of the eiderdown.
My god, you look whacked. How do you stand it?

They go to the bedroom, she trailing the
eiderdown.

She appears again and goes to the bathroom,
closes the door. We hear it lock.

MAC appears again, minus his jacket and tie.
He taps a number on his mobile phone.

It’s Mac....He’s offering your part to Lynn....Lynn Norden....The
defunct Potting Shed....He’s getting new money together.... What I
want to know is what about our interview?....Well, aren’t you
sweet!....Can’t...Not right now....But the answer’s yes....Oh very
big....It’ll take a day or two.
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He closes the phone as LYNN opens the
bathroom door.

LYNN: Interview with who?

MAC: It’s something I'm trying to organise for a certain little lady---

LYNN (coming into the room) Who?

MAC: At the moment she looks as if she’s lost more blood than a normal
body contains and I suggest we put her to bed.

LYNN (sitting down in an armchair) Was that Headley you were talking to?

MAC: Yes.

LYNN: Listen, it terrifies me if you’re going to start linking me with Hal
Trougham already.

MAC (getting himself another drink) Hal thinks you important enough to
make an offer to. In my book that’s news. In Headley’s too.

LYNN: But it was only verbal.

MAC (with a shrug) It’sa story Lynn. I’m not into law!

LYNN: But, shit, nobody’s ever been interviewed by the man they live
with!

MAC: I’m not doing the piece!

LYNN: Who then?

MAC: Probably Helen Copland.

LYNN: Copland! She’s a bitch!

MAC: That’s why I want her to do it.

His phone rings. He puts his glass down
hurriedly.

MAC (at the phone) Hullo?....At this hour? Ishouldn’t think he’d be happy



MAC (cont.)

LYNN:
MAC:
LYNN:
MAC:
LYNN:
MAC:
LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC (cont.)

MAC (cont.)

LYNN (all but

MAC:
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about that!....All right, on thy head be it! So long.

He closes the phone.
Nancy Laudenfield. Wants to call my editor at gone three in the
morning. Iknow it’s Sunday and he’s got the day off but editors
like to mow their lawns.
I give up.
You give up?
Are you sure your earlier call was about me?
Indirectly, very indirectly.
Who was it about?
It was to Nancy Laudenfield. InLA.
You said it was to Headley.
In case she said no to the suggested interview. If I’d told you ‘I'm
calling Nancy’ and then she had said no you might think I was a
failure. (Pause) Unconvincing?
Yes.

His phone rings again.
Tomorrow?....You mean today!....I haven’t been to bed
yet!....Yessir, OK sir, at the airport sir.... Would you tell me one
last thing?....What it feels like to mow one’s lawn on Sunday?

He closes the phone.

I’'m interviewing her in LA. That was Headley. I mean it really
was.

to herself) Allthiswas about me a second ago, it shifted
ground pretty quick!

I’d better get some sleep. Isee her around seven this evening,
American time. Let’swork it out. Ileave here at eight this
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morning. Iarrive in LA twelve hours later, that’s eight this
evening, your time. Which is eight hours forward, so it’ll be noon
when I get there. Itstill is aboutyou. The moment Nancy heard
that Hal offered you her part she started worrying. And that’s
why she wants an interview! So you’re the reason I got the
interview.

Sophistry.
Still---flattering, right?

She nods with a smile.
She’s afraid you might suddenly get big. Once you get to the top
you feel a feather could push you down. At leastyou do if you
don’t know what got you there. In other words she knows the

game and you don’t.

What does that mean?

MAC (holding her face in his hands) I’m just introducing you to life, my dear.

LYNN:
MAC:
LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

LYNN:

MAC:

I wish---

What?

You weren’t bleeding!

But your second call was to Headley.

No. He called me. Nancy called him right after my call to her
and he said I'll send Mac toyou in LA.

He’s as easy-going as that?

He asked her for an interview a week ago. And she told him no.
But when I said told her just now your husband’s offered your part
to Lynn Norden she said yes. Is my integrity saved?

You don’t have any.

Inplain words you might snatch the limelight. Yes, she’s that
naive! Butyou have to be inyour game. She’s hangingontoa
window sill twenty floors up and there are a hundred pairs of
stiletto heels trying to kick her knuckles to pulp.
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She’s a fool, that’s all.

No, an actress.
A fool.

No. She’s beingvery wise. When she talks to my office she now
calls me Mac the Knife, she says to Headley how do I know that
Mac the Knife won’t put the knife in again, this time on me! She
knows she’s building her career on that little piece of mine about
Hal, she’s living on the blood I spilled, her husband’s blood.
She’s also afraid he’s more gifted than she is, which he is. Which
in turn means that he and you together could become something
altogether too formidable. All this makes me giddy! Headley
actually calls me in the middle of the night! It’s like a film about
newspapers with everybody rushing about. Inreal life Headley
takes an hour to move his paper clips across his desk. So why the
hurry? Because I've proved myself a nasty! His secretary’s
going to be at the airport waiting for me---hotel reservations
done, car laid on, first class air travel.

LYNN (tearfully) Ioughttobe happyforyou, instead I'm afraid!

MAC:

For me or foryou?

They go to bed, very close.

3.

A house in the Cotswolds. It belongs to HAL
TROUGHAM’s parents. The entrance hall
is actor’s left, the kitchen right, up. Below
the latter, with no door, is access to the
staircase. We are in the open lounge.

This is set up to include a dining room within
immediate reach of the kitchen. The dining
table is close to the kitchen wall. A wide
picture window behind it givesonto a
nursery garden. A sideboard stands against
the wall of the kitchen, and armchairs and a
settee are sprawled round the rest of the
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room with self-indulgent spontaneity.

HAL (in his dressing gown) and his mother
MARIJORIE are at breakfast---white bowls
of cafe au lait which they dunk with croissant,
a habit from early family weekends at a
favourite hotel in the Rue Jacob. He hasa
pad and pen before him and at this moment
is, while chewing, punching a number on his
mobile phone.

HAL (at the phone) Hullo,you sound rather thick....This is Hal
Trougham....You weren’t asleep? So sorry!....It’s only about that
strange man you mentioned....No bells?....You’re seeing him this
coming Tuesday....(Mouthing, to MARJORIE:) Still dead
asleep! (Tothe phone again:) Areyou sureyou’re all
right?....The epistemologist, yes. The man who changes your life.
Ah good! (Againto MARJORIE, cupping his hand over the
mouthpiece:) She’s always in a state of PMT or haemorrhage.

MARIJORIE (also mouthing) What’s it at the moment?

HAL.: Hemorrhage! (At the phone again) Talbot, that’s right!
(Writing it down) Jack Talbot. Thankyou. Andwhere’s our
scribe this Saturday morning---screwing up more careers? (7o
his mother, without cupping) OhI’m sorry darling!....I said
sorry to my mother, she hates me swearing....The word ‘screw’,
darling. That’s a swearword for people with standards....Yes, I'm
at home....What’s that?....In LA!....To do what?....(To
MARJORIE, without cupping) The bastard’s interviewing
Nancy! InLA! (To the phone) You've forgotten to give me
the phone number....No, not Mac the Knife’s, Jack Talbot’s
(writing)....Thanks-a-lot-darling-and-we’ll-talk-again.

He closes the phone brusquely.
HAL (cont.) You know what that means don’t you?

MARIJORIE (gazing at him in a steady manner) Nancy’s all right. She won’t
say nasty things about you.

HAL: I’m not so sure. She might do her hurt cow number.

They sip and dunk.
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You’re not going to start patronising those psychic people again
are you?
How did you guess?

What’s epistemology by the way? Your mamma didn’t go to
Oxford.

It’s something about the nature of knowledge.

And what about you coming to late Mass?

I don’t mind as long as I don’t have to take communion.
Holy communion.

Oh don’t be such a convert mums!

You mean it’s all right as long as you can be there nominally.
After all, the Consecration of the Host---

OK darling! Will do! Will take wafer!
The nature of knowledge my foot.

He laughs. Dunking and drinking.

MARIJORIE (cont.) I don’t want to nag but aren’t you in danger of getting too

HAL.:

MARIJORIE:

HAL.:

MARJORIE:

HAL:

close toyour hemorrhaging friend?
I hardly know her!

I’m going by the bit in this morning’s Express about you offering
her the lead in your next show.

Good god! She must have told that MacKindle creep!
(Grabbing his phone)

Stop being silly! The more you react the more they like it!
(Grabbing the phone from him) They’re gunning foryou in a
small way, so don’t make it big by reacting.

Can I have my phone back?
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Why?
Because I feel restless without it.
They laugh. She hands it back.
You mustn’t fish in dangerous waters.
Dangerous blood, you mean. She’s all blood.
I must say if I were your wife I’d get very worried every time I
heard you say ‘My agent will be in touch withyou’. You do it
rather obsessively.

My agent never is in touch, in fact.

You think people like to be played with? Suppose they all
collude one day---?

HAL (laughing) ‘Collude’ mums?

MARJORIE:

HAL.:

MARJORIE:

HAL:

MARIJORIE:

HAL.:

All right it’s a big joke for you but that’s what your company did,
didn’t they? They all got together with this hack and started
tearing you to pieces.

Hacks have been at you and you’re still all right aren’t you?

Hal, being your mother I sometimes notice my own weaknesses in
your face, and in Pops’s too, and I’m going to tell you---this little
actress from the local fire brigade means much more to you than
just another sexy face at a reading.

And if I say I only called her to get this man’s phone number?

My reply is these are the dangerous waters she’s pulling you into.
Psychic ones.

Of course I can go to Father Jefford for advice but he’s never
been inside a theatre, has he? (Assheisaboutto interrupt)
Just listen mums! I can tell by the way the bloody Lynn Norden
talks that this metaphysician or whatever he calls himself can
help me. Ican’t goitalone. That’s why Nancy cleared off. She
knows. I’'m losing my grip. I can go to Mass but it doesn’t help
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me. Asfor praying I don’t know what to pray for.

MARIJORIE (pushing away her breakfast things) All thisis making me very

HAL:

MARIJORIE:

HAL.:

MARJORIE:

HAL:

MARIJORIE:

HAL:

MARIJORIE:

HAL.:

MARIJORIE:

HAL.:

MARIJORIE:

HAL:

sad.

I don’t give a fig about Lynn Norden, she’s OK as an actress but
so are a thousand others, don’t worry mums.

How can blindness be a guide?

Sorry?

You pay these people to feed you a lot of psychological rubbish---
You’ve always done that---always made your choices from a blind
place!

Yes mummy I always have. Perhaps I have more faith than you.

She gazes at him with some emotion and
takes his hand.

I'love to hear you say that.

You told me three or four years ago that I was going ahead
blindly. ButI made a little name for myself, I believe?

Yesyoudid. (Getting uptoclear) Butdo keepyour
detachment. Your father always says if you believe the raves
when they come in you’d better believe the pans too.

I know. Butyou’ve both got solid reputations. Mine’s a flash in
the pan. They keep telling me, you’re only twenty-seven, you’ve
got a long way to travel.

Who tells you that?

Middle-aged actors when they’re drunk.

The fact is you can’t make a reputation in the papers. You do it
in rep and No 2 tours, your father and I were both in revue for a

time---

Yes, darling, it’s the audiences---I know. You have to build an
audience.
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MARJORIE: You abandoned the theatre too soon. Without being the film

type. Look at Paul Schofield. He never fell over himself for a
film commitment.

HAL (with an exhausted sigh) 1wish Pops was afarmer or ran the local Tescos
or something, you’re so bloody knowledgeable! OhI’'m sorry
Mums!

MARJORIE: OhIdon’t mind ‘bloody’.

HAL: Still, you’re about the only people I know who didn’t get divorced
and screw up their children. Thank god Nancy can’t have kids.

MARJORIE: That’s ridiculous! Her fallopian tubes are as clear as a bell!
HAL: She’s never at home long enough to get anything up them!
MARIJORIE: You’ve been driving her frantic! She’s a Libran and Librans live

for their homes, only they like to leave them all the time! Your
father’s the same!

HAL: How you gel astrology with catholic doctrine I shall never know!

She smiles, meaning she has no defence.

A ring at the bell.
MARIJORIE: That’ll be Joyce.

HAL jumps up smartly and begins piling
plates while MARJORIE answers the door.

JOYCE the help comes in with MARJORIE
behind her.

HAL: Hullo Joyce.
They kiss continentally.
MARIJORIE: TI've persuaded him to come to Mass.

JOYCE (on her way to the kitchen) That’s because he needs God on his side
at the moment, isn’t it, Hal?
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HAL: Something like that.

MARIJORIE hurries upstairs to change.

JOYCE (reappearing at the kitchen door as she ties her apron) 1didn’t like
that bit in the paper.

HAL: What bit?

JOYCE: Last Sunday. Iwonder if Nancy lent herself to it.

HAL.: Of course not. I know who did the talking and it wasn’t her.
JOYCE: Well that’s very loyal of you.

HAL: She probably shot her mouth off to somebody in the company and

that somebody told the paper.

JOYCE: I’m sure it wasn’t deliberate.

He looks at her with disarming pleasure and
takes her in his arms.

They kiss and he fondles her---both of them
glancing in the direction of the staircase.

JOYCE (cont.) You keep that marriage together, it’s one of the marriages your
mother would call blest.

HAL: Perhaps it’s me that’s not blest. (/ndicating upstairs) She
says I drive Nancy frantic.

JOYCE (whispering) You had aflop. Flops break up homes and don’t let
anybody tell you to the contrary.

She begins collecting the rest of the
breakfast things.

JOYCE (cont.)Is that all you two have had? Croissants?
HAL: And muscle-building coffee, yes.

JOYCE: Do you know what I did if one of my actors got the bird---1fed
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him up like a Christmas turkey!

MARJORIE comes downstairs dressed for
Mass.

JOYCE (cont.) You’re not looking after your son, Marjorie.
MARJORIE: How’s that?
JOYCE: He hasn’t eaten anything!

MARJORIE: Allthe better for holy communion (getting her coat). 1
promise to feed him at lunch.

JOYCE: Shall I stuff the bird?

MARJORIE: Two birds. My son can eat a whole one.

JOYCE: You mean the unexpected guest. Sentfrom on high.

MARJORIE: [Ijust have to do it.

HAL (to JOYCE) Everything’sfrom on high, not just country tramps.
He leaps upstairs to change.

MARIJORIE (calling after him) TI’ll bring the car round!

HAL (off) OK!

MARIJORIE leaves, left. We hear the front
door close.

HAL rushes down the stairs again. He
enters in underpants and slip, carrying his
clothes. He begins throwing them on.

JOYCE: Here, let me help you!

They play around together, kissing and
laughing. With his pants still off he begins
to get insistent.

JOYCE (cont.)I've got dinner to cook!
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HAL (reluctantly breaking) She doesn’t give me anything for weeks!

JOYCE (cockney hussy) You could come round tonight but he’s on days this
week!

HAL (thick, raucous, following the cue in a simply enormous voice) Oh
blimey!

He jumps into his pants, thrusts feet into
shoes.

HAL (cont.) Ishould hire you to clean my Hampstead place!

JOYCE (going to the kitchen) Hanky panky!

We hear the car come round.

JOYCE (cont., appearing again) You want to play it very quiet with your
mum, you know what her nerves can do, she’s on the edge, I can
see it.

HAL.: That’s why I’'m going to Mass.

JOYCE (disappearing) Say a prayer for us sinners.

HAL (off, from the hall) Will do!

4.

The same. The dining table is set for two,
with wine glasses. The scene is empty.

A car drives up outside.

There is prolonged ringing at the bell. No
reply. The car outside drives away.

More ringing, more insistent. Nothing
happens.

Suddenly there is a clatter of steps as JOYCE
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comes running downstairs. She passes to the
hall and we hear the front door open.

JOYCE (off) Nancy!
NANCY (off) I've beenringing the bell for hours!

Laughter between them. They come in
together, NANCY carrying food goodies.

JOYCE: They said you were in LA!

NANCY deposits the goodies on the table
and flings her coat on the settee.

NANCY: I got a night plane. Iwas terrified there’d be nobody here---1
sent the car away.

JOYCE: Marjorie got him to go to Mass. I'll set another place.
NANCY (looking round with pleasure) 1 came straight from the airport.

JOYCE (as she goes to the sideboard) He’svery hurt about that piece in the
paper.

NANCY: I’m sure he blames me. IwishI was to blame, then I could feel
guilty about it.

Another car drives up.

JOYCE (laying the table) There!
NANCY rushes into the hall. We hear the
door being opened and then shrieks of

delight.

HAL (off) Ninny! Ninny! (Asthey come in)---We guessed---we saw the
car---!

MARIJORIE: He said wouldn’t it be marvellous if that was Nancy!
NANCY (embracing them both) Aren’tyou angels!

MARIJORIE (taking of f her coat and flinging it over NANCY’s) Oh good
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(looking at the table) Joyce fixed you a place.
NANCY: I bought some quiches!
MARJORIE: You’re a naughty girl!
HAL (to JOYCE) Thisis just what I prayed for.
MARIJORIE (to HAL) Yousee? Itwasworth going to Mass wasn’t it?
HAL buries himself in the sideboard getting
out the bottles as MARJORIE pops into the

kitchen.

HAL (to NANCY) Ithought Mac the Knife was on his way to you in LA?

She stops.
NANCY: How on earth do you know that?
HAL.: I heard it.
NANCY: It must have been from Mac then. His editor and my agent are

the only others who knew.
HAL.: You overlook his girlfriend.
NANCY: My new rival.
HAL (with real anxiety) Isyour interview going to be more bad news for me?

MARIJORIE (reappearing) Ohdon’t start on all that! You’ll neither of you
benefit from it.

HAL: You mustn’t fret mummy, it’s just business, Nancy knows that.

NANCY: I agree with Marjorie. We don’t want to spoil lunch.

MARJORIE: We can have a nice quiet meal and then you can work out a
common plan for the good of you both, instead of for the good of

the papers.

JOYCE (coming in) Hear, hear.
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NANCY (to MARJORIE) Is Pops still in Houston?

MARJORIE; Yes darling.

NANCY: I called him by the way.

MARJORIE: Lovely!
NANCY: He didn’t sound hopeful.

HAL is uncorking and decanting.

MARJORIE (to HAL) Why don’tyou get your wife a drink before you do all
that?

HAL (to NANCY') T've got alovely Pommard we opened last night---
NANCY: No I want some of the stuff you’ve got there.
HAL (/aughing) ‘Stuff’!

MARJORIE: Nancy likes her wine with ice (going to the kitchen to fetch it,
then off:) Apparently they’ve rewritten the last act so many
times poor Pops doesn’t remember any more which draft he’s
looking at! He says anybody can come in the theatre and say
what they think and they promptly change the script!

HAL is pouring NANCY a glass of wine.
MARIJORIE returns with ice, which HAL
takes a handfull of and slips into NANCY’s
glass. He then hands it to NANCY, with an
unseen glance of love.

NANCY (to MARJORIE) He saidyou’d found a wonderful voice coach.

MARIJORIE: Frankly my mind’s been full of this war between you and Hal. Me
getting into musicals has been rather forgotten.

HAL: Now you’re starting.

MARIJORIE (to HAL) Iwouldn’t slosh it about if Iwere you. Isn’t that arather
good Beaune?

HAL: Of course not mums! Nancy likes young wines. The sort that
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froth when you slosh ’em abaht.

NANCY’s mobile phone rings. She digs it
out of her overcoat with some difficulty.

NANCY (at the phone) Yes?....Hullo Ned....Oh dear....Well, all right, if it has
to be....It’s going to make them fed up....Let’s talk when you come
(closing the phone).

MARIJORIE goes to the kitchen and we hear
busy dish-clattering sounds.

HAL (voice lowered) We must make peace somehow---for her.
NANCY: I know (biting her lip).

She helps set the table.
NANCY (cont.) Marjorie!
MARIJORIE (off) Yesdarling?
NANCY: Can I stay the night?
MARIJORIE (off) Well of course!

NANCY (to HAL) My agent’s coming over.

HAL: From the States?

NANCY: Yes.

HAL: Onyour account alone?

NANCY: Yes.

HAL: Well, you really are Blue Chips aren’t you?

NANCY: It’s not my agent really, it’s a literary agent.

HAL: Literary?

NANCY: I’m supposed to write a book. About the Indian settlements.
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HAL: But you can’t even write a postcard Nancy!

NANCY (with a glance at the kitchen) YesIknow butI get help, somebody
who knows how to put sentences together.

HAL.: I meanyou mouth over the words when you’re reading the paper!
NANCY (schoolgirl fun) Idon’t!
HAL: And why Indian settlements?

NANCY: Well I have to go round them, a sort of tour, and say what I
think---that’s the next film.

HAL (stopping) You’re doing an Americanfilm? On an American subject?

NANCY: Yes.

HAL.: But why does your agent have to come over here for a film over
there?

NANCY: He’s going to pin Mac the Knife to a contract.

HAL.: A contract? Him aswell? He’snot going into films is he?

NANCY: No, idiot! For the interview. We have to see what he’s written

and approve of it.

HAL: What? A Vanessa Redgrave thing? A major Sunday’s never
going to agree to that!

NANCY: They’ll have to.

HAL: We’ll see. (Looking at her closely) Nancy, how do you spell
literary?

NANCY (delighted) Oh shut up!

She makes to kick and they play about.

MARIJORIE (off) That’s a healthy sound!

NANCY’s phone goes again.
NANCY (at the phone) Hullo Mac....Didn’t your editor tell you?....My agent’s
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