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CHARACTERS

MARVIN JAMES actor
LIZZY TURNDALE actress

JOCELYN COWELL psychiatrist

The action takes placeina
dressing room at the Vic in

the Strand.



T~ Eorthe purpose-of speaking to others in-the

ACT ONE

THE SCENE opens on the empty dressing
room of MARVIN JAMES at the Vic in the

Strand. === M

This is no ordinary dressing room. Our first
impression is of a bright extravagant show biz /—
version of a dressing room that might be

suitable for a musical, and indeed itis a

surprise that MARVIN doesn’t open with a

song. The dressing room is even equipped as

a mini-stage with a rake and a sophisticated

light and sound system. , ey

Downstage (actor’s) right there is a dressing
table with the conventional dressing room

mirror framed with naked light bulbs, except
that there is no glass in the frame and we see

MARVIN JAMES through it.

On the dressing table are two wigs, one grey
(for the play which MARVIN won’t dare

name but which takes place in Scotland) and
the other a deep blue-black (for HAMLET).

They are on mounts.

At MARVIN’s right hand is a further table

containing the elaborate lightzﬁndls?)und / ey
— console, together with aphone, a mobile

phone, a radio mike and a pile of
playscripts and unopened letters.
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Iso controls an intercom system linking

this spoiled man to every part of the theatre,, (—ﬁw

dminparte baildingor front of house
or backstage he uses the mobile phone.
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His swivel chair is a soft leather article
coloured burgundy.

At roughly centre there is a settee partly
covered with play scripts which can easily be
thrown off if sexual dalliance is scripted.
There is for this purpose a thick outsize
blanket and an ample supply of gaudy
cushions.

The entrance to the dressing room is actor S

There is awide arched opening upstage
centre, Qeyond which lies an inner room with
a window visible to us---it looks out on

rooftopsgferthe-dressingroomis-above-the—

stage.

Right of this arched opening there are
screens behind which MARVIN may undress &v cfoTe

in the case of therebeifg visitors. >

Immediately i thesg adum .

waiter. (4 - Srreems -
T A Aoy, ol

e the 1&ft, [close to t e settee,
there is a cupboard in which MARVIN keeps
certain props of a theatrically historical

valuetatteasFFo-if).on- L < Sfepe - dagero.

~When the action begins-we hear hammering
and voices from the main stage) brought to
him by speakers (two for the stereophonic

balance).

‘Fhe canefis followed by a yellow-gloved hand

. \ and an elegantly cut sleeve ewned-by a:i—&w-—%ﬂ'ﬂv
~k€ ' oA MARVIN JAMES/ a handsome man in his (to

ay the least) early middle age. He is



3

dressed urbanely in a striped suit and his hat
isset at an angle last seen in Jack Buchanan’s
day. The cane he is holding turns out to have
a silver knob and if we could see it closely it
would turn out to be a tiny replica of the
theatre’s cupola, (T vwf) .

MARVIN walks to the console and deftly
touches a button with his stick to cut off the
stage noises and with another touch he brings
in the theme music from one of his musical

2 ___shows, May Bugs. The musicis of a highly [ h.<
R rhytm Brian Enog

(The Jezebel Spiritand Help me

Somebody are useful models).

MARVIN atgce goes into his extraordinary
dance routine from that show, butroughly.
on’t expect such vigor,jexpertise aad )
with=it movemeng-pefﬂ-s&eh—a—s&&ve-dmd
appearance. Soemhisstepspickuptomake
Tired ) Kas
Atthe-end he deposits his stick in a rack for
that purpose near the door and then sits
down at the dressing table, switching on the
lights so that we see him dazzlingly framed.

A copy of The Times lies ready for him. He
opens it and the€n begins the awesome
operation of scannin aper from end to
end for a mention of himself. | His head and
eyes dart about diagonally and upwards and
downwards with demonic concentration,
taking in every column inch with expertise

ismissiny it with quickdisgust. Itisall -

nothing he screws the whole paper into a ball
and throws it into the empy wastepaper
basket./
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double-Rreast aistcodt, apd hangs them
cargfyly tha ealthy actor would.

He goesbehind one of the screens and takes
offhis shirt, throwing it-en to the top of the
screen,/He emerges in zlight smock for
makjrg up which but {6r the grace of God
copld beHamlet’s,/He takes his shirt from
tie ddmb waitepdnd hangs it carefully.

His moveménts ar€ precise, chgfged with a
somnambulisfic spontaneity that comes from
dailyfepetition.

Fle'once more seagghimself at
table, this time t0 adjus ig atching
the lanterns and wajtinig for each/area to light
up. His next movement afford$ him great
satisfaction, ber glow that

ith the detachmesnt of
en through atmogt(but
and) everything

azes at himself
an actor who has
surprises are o

Just as he bégins mdking himself up the
phone rings. D€ takes ngAfotice. Itstops
ringing/ Hegpencils in wrinkles. He leaves
this t@ try/6n the-unmentionable-play wig.

THe phone rings/again.
the wig. He r€turns tothe wrinkle pencil.

the phore off its cr
There¢i
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ors’ socks'
at?.....Well why in the

hell didn’t you say ace‘? ..... Ah, you've just had a

shock. Butwhen ou anything but worrl_ﬁ_dQ_AnAﬂhe.a\—_—\
were box office Trefeipts anything but down?...|.Listen, I told you \
27 ages ago, they’ll pever take another play by the Old Chap this
yl\/ year, partxcular after that lousy Lear. Iwas allfor doing a VoA
" Coward revival.\.Yes I know there’ve been threeaxthis year @

they are safe.” Having once filled the Henry Miller theatre with
\ P\ Present Laughter 1 know what I’m talking about.....It had
nothing to do with your direction, a Coward play directs itself!
They were touting tickets at hundreds of dollars' Forty percent
of my capacity was black, Coward was pure W untll I I came W
along! ..... What? Itwas paper? I’ve never had paper in a show
of mine, you’re delirious!.....Well of course it’s going to be,@ap?
for Theﬂ’lay, we’ll be lucky to sell the first row! It makes me
si lay. He’s such a miserable old bugger.
urdering peé})le in their beds and getting on his wife’s nerves
and havmg mghtmares at the dinner table. Iknowwhat /’d have

o

M fewer than fifteen Armour-clad henchmen at the Final Dress and
your little voice comes piping up from the stalls---‘Marvin’s
completely masked!’. Masked, I was obliterated! Nobody could

see the top of my head, let alone hear me speak! That’s not -

blocking, that’s blundermg! ..... I see, you’re too distraught to
speak are you? Andyou’ve heard it all before have you?.....Your

who? Your ex-wife? Ididn’t even know you were

married.....She what?.....Well of course she left you, you got a
divorce didn’t you?.....You went back together?.....You married
her twice? And what’s the state of play at the moment?.....She
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She stands there uncertainly, glancing about
the dressing room in an inquisitive, even

ry

insatiable manner. A

DA Wy 4o ’2 ul —
MARVIN (cont.) Fo-what? Comehere Wha'r the dev11 or? Because she’s

inlove with me? Ohfor God’s sake man they al/ say that!
Anyway I’'m not responsible for your domestic skirmishing. As

far as I’'m concerned you’ve cooked your bloody goose this
morning---you’ve lost your }&éy—a-ﬁd—yfru»r leadingman in one fell
swoop! Iam certamly not going to play to a 55% house. ButI’ll
tell you what I am going to do. I'm going to play Hamlet, Nee tlee

a’\-\u‘l\& \}/ W ool

LIZZY nearly drops the coffee,, 2 ,

T et
}/e slams the phone down and only now

S

ety
N~ M M“C—q/(
MARVIN (10 kimsetfmumbling) Ha, are you honest?
( W)

LIZZYZ Me? T LLv 7

o the---%

cup from her, deposits it on his dressing

table. /) A

—Suddenty he grabs/her. She is about to
scream but he putShis hand over her mouth.

MARVIN (cont.) Getthee toa nunnery: why wouldst thou be a breeder of
sinners? (Breaking from her) No dammit, it just won’t do!

He returns to his dressing table sulkily and
resumes his making up. Butsuddenly he
tears off his wig and begins creaming out his

wrinkles.

He puts on a smoother foundation and is
quickly a younger if not young man. He tries
on the blue-black wig and leans back with



d-

T\ W
— RN LQC(\LNT . ixtea k
f\;l\ e »ﬁmﬁ—/;)i}/)\tvu(ﬂ& N RN
))/\J)WQ ) Qoo I/QL,() Sy ’"—la,gvaAZ_La
T= :
lad i plose ol chln U o))

N Ay ~ L/MﬁéLT}@ P

' L—e M T A,l/fw“f.



7

. some satisfaction.

e

LIZZY’s astenishment gives way to steady
curiosity during-all this. She sits down

quietly on the settee, L

He turns to her, expecting to find her in her
former place, then finds her.

)1 4
MARVIN (cont.) Whose idea was that, bringing me coffee? Not our director’s
by any chance? Not Nigel Burbage’s? What a ridiculous idea to

assume the name of an Elizabethan actor-manager, don’t you
think so? (He sipsthe coffee) You've putsugar in.
(Résuming his making up) Never put sugar in Marvin James’s
coffee. Putitin histea. Not his coffee. They know it at the
Savoy and the Alconquin but in the theatre where he’s been
resident star for fifteen years news is apparently slow to travel.

0 LJ‘.MV an L ?
after my socks" Chap on the phone l)’t/,\) T

I, r}'g»ht was after my socks. PYou have nice tits, I’ll say that.
What? @

MARVIN: She speaks but one word---‘what’. (Turning to her with a leer)
‘What’?
LIZZY: Who do you think you are?
MARVIN: Oh my God not that line! (Continuing his make-up) Not
after Ehza\' What’s your name anyway?
rBQU \‘CUU
LIZZY: Lizzy Turndale.
A stunned silence. He turns towards her
slowly.
MARVIN: No one’s called Lizzy Turndale. It’s impossible. Andyou've

made a bad thing worse by abbreviating the Elizabeth, don’t you
see that? However, it’s the turn in Turndale I dislike most.
Turning round, turning away, turning up, turning out, it’s all bad
news, reminding one of funerals, Wednesday matinees and
Number Two tours, not to say the closing of shows on second
nights. It spells something rather worse than doom---the drab.
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Elizabeth has been overdone anyway---two queens and Taylor.
No, Lizzy Turndale’s completely self-defeating. What’s your real

name?
LIZZY: Jean Stokes. @ N
MARVIN: That makes me like Lizzy Turndale.

LIZZY (gazing at him) It’s exactly what he said._'//ou’re completely unreal.

MARVIN (unruffled) Who said?

LIZZY: Nigel.
MARVIN: Who’s he?

N e —
LIZZY: Your director. He’s just dlrect?d you in Maehetii—

=4
MARVIN (jumping up in wild pazruc)[S ? \ P
said it! You said the wond (a raggmg her up fromthe settee 4 NG

and pulling her roi -

MARVIN: Get out, go on! Get out quick!
Hepushesher-outof the-doorand closes it
smartly.
W

MARVIN (cont., screaming at her through the doe¥) Knock three times!

LIZZY (off) What?

MARVIN: Oh don’t kéep saying what woman! This is a matter of life and
death! Knock on the fucking door three times!

LIZZY knocks on the doezr. "‘@cc\
)

He is visibly relieved.

MARVIN (cont.) You may come in.

She reenters.

MARVIN (cont.) Now turn round three times. Turn! Go on!



MARVIN (cont.,

MARVIN (cont.) Soyou’re an actress. (Putting h

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

He whirls her round three times.

hurrying backto hisdressing table) T'll have/to tell Nigel
about this. It’ll kill him. Infactwe can’t go on. QGrabbzng the
phone) Oh my Gad. We’ll have to do Brighton 4nd all stations
to Richmond, oh my God (dialling), I told him/we’d never be
able to open cold like this. Nigel? The womdn, God knows who
picked her up for the kitchen, she came in h€re and named the
fucking Play...Yes, she actually named it! /She’ll be whistling
next, the stupid bitch! Isent her outside/but it’s a bad omen
Nigel and together with your news of a poor house I don’t think
we can open, anyway I've never thought t}rﬁz/opening coldwas a
good idea on the Play, I think we’d better open at Brighton---

..... What?.... This is what?.....?Wm Oh
do stop talking about your bloody ex-wife man! “This is a theatre
What? (Turning to stare at LIZZY) That’s right,
Lizzy Turndale. And she’s an---an---

Very quietly he puts the phone down, his eyes
still on her. He leans back in his chair and
takes a leisurely sip of coffee. Then he gets

up and approaches her. KF—@W

s nose within aninchof

hers) You’re Nigel Burbage’s wifefaren’tyou? [(As she is

aboutto speak) It’s no use you lymg, he SJust told me! You—
camefRCre o pretext oD gmg e:;‘!“i
whatyvou really wanted was to-put-abad-sp
Tuini d. (Remembermg) alta
minute! Didn’t he tell me you were in love with me? (Sitting
down by her) Now let’s go into this methodically. Why are you v%

here?

Because I’m in love with you.

No I mean the real reason. Why did you name the Play?

Because you don’t want to play in it.

MARVIN (rather taken aback) That s perfectly true. Now why don’t I want

LIZZY:

rotice thiatimnaming the Play I've
*7;44/\?-7—%7 "

B'Et'a'usefy/o don’t know how to play him.
. \ ) § 3
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MARVIN: I don’t want to play him.
LIZZY: Because you can’t. You're too old-fashioned.
MARVIN: Old fashioned? I'm considered the most avant garde man in

the business! Students travel from all over the world to see the

man who3always different, who performs the Old Chap as you’ve
never seen him performed before, as a new event!
LIZZY: But that’s old hat! é“%/

MARVIN: Avant garde means ahead of the time!

LIZZY: You pc.or;l;uahead of the tlmg/élhen youwere twenty. That’s
jars ago! You've stayedthere-eversimce. People don’t even
s¢/the word avant garde any more. They don’t know what it
means! And all you do is turn tHe stuff on its head‘a’ou make
Julius Caesar a fairy, Othello a dwarf and deathly pale and in love
with a Venetian hooker called Desdemongand the top brass
don’t like it, your males always have to be in drag and your J
females in high boots carrying whips. It’s.gecobvious!

MARVIN (gasping for air, hardly audible) But everyone knows---my
characterisations are diaphonous, pellucid---words used by the

critics---you see the Old Chap’s plays work far better for the
surface being flawed, I play against the character, don’t you see

that?
29 j VA

LIZZY (with a touch of compassion) . Butyowvenever hadareatllymewidea.
f@f

Romeo behaves as if he hates Juliet and sneers his way through
the tender lines and in such a rush you can’t understand a;word,
Hamlet says everything like he’s in a pub reciting the sports
section, Lear’s just had his twenty-first birthday and has a thin

about being old and his daughters are his sisters an i

queens, Hamlet as his\father’s ghost and A Midsummer Night’s
Dream as an ice dram@

MARYVIN (weakly) Asa matter of fact I did have in mind---he was a bloody
awful critic by the way, drank himself to death---1 did have in
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LIZZY[\

/'_\mmdﬂ@ﬁ:;eth as a dike and him ACDC./ I
W does work. hire someone to play Mac
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ean it really

d they(take the

rap for the murders because they want the next king to be a
woman.

on’t you see, everybody’s ignorant now? You can’t stand
Shakespeare on hlS head if they know nothmg abou him-oa-his

on’t get the words' /Aad lyou do is mess about w1th the o

)

business\\ If the stage directions say whi
scream, when they say creep along like a sleepwalker you run! 'Q“VVL?

It’s like the Royal Court fifty years ago, allyou neededtodo t
get an audience was t/put your hand in a pram and bring it out
with shit all over it---but the list of outrages has been exhausted

gew Marvin--- l“’j -

MARVIN (jumping up with a scream) NOT MARVIN! Youwillnetcallme . |

LIZZY:

M,a;mm.ﬂﬁvw/w M=) s

She shrugs. He rises, paces round in
thought.

. She leans back, her eyes closed. He stands
wkg v watching her,, | f]u-k «,&/(_\

Conversation doesn’t move withyou. (Opening her eyes)
That’s what Nigel said. {1t just goes put -put- putting on but the

vehicle remains stationary.

He looks bewildered, steals a glance at his
dressing table.

MARVIN (very quietly) Thenwhy are you in love with me?

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

The walls could crack, trees could grow through the auditorium,
rats could overrun the dressing rooms and every other man and
woman could be dead but you’ll still be up here recording
yourself and looking in that damned mirror and seeing your

audience through it.

But my acting, you must be in love with that too!
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LIZZY: Yousee? Youcan’t be other than yourself.

MARVIN (abjectly submitting to his need for an immediate answer) You
won’t tell me? I T D
bu At el

LIZZY: I think it’s because you n , never lis%\ tékv
doesn’t look at me or listen to me/but I love to bask in it/

(Gazing at him with real curi¥sity) You can’t be anything
but what you are, canyou? If the world shrivelled up you’d go on

being yourself as a little spot of grease.

MARVIN (with uncomfortable insincerity) I'm myself,yes. What else can
I be?

LIZZY: All my life you’ve captivated me. In the end people don’t care if
Shakespeare’s been shot to hell, it’s your movements and your
voice that count, you could be saying hickery dickery dock for an
hour and sixty minutes, nobody would notice the difference.

MARVIN: So---I don’t look old? B\,J«

LIZZY (sighing) You exea talk old, like it was 1900. Fmean, you never talk
ordinary.

MARVIN (still abject) Because I'm not ordinary?

()uﬂg ) _

LIZZY}\ Do you know what Nigel calls this dressing room?

MARVIN: Why don’t you tell me?

LIZZY: The Vic Upstairs. The successful stuff takes place at the Vic
downstairs while Marvingjerks himself off upstairs.

R tfully) Have I hurt ? \

(Regretfully) Have M

MARVIN: The question isn’t that. (Almost to himself) It’s how I'm

going to hurt you.

LIZZY (this passes her by) If you played straight---I mean instead of playing ;
for dirty laughs when you’re supposed to be sterling noble, and W

high tragedy when it’s knockabout farce, people would see you’ve
got nothing inside you! You’re all outside! But that’s an asset.
Your walk and your voice and your fascinating way of being
absolutely nothing---that’s what used to draw the crowds! They
were never a real theatre audience but what does that matter now
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that theatre doesn’t exist? You don’t need to have an inside.
—

MARVIN: Ah, so theatre doesn’t exist!

He fixes his eyes on her for a long time,
during which she fidgets uncertainly, and

then he rises briskly. .
LA

MARVIN (cont.) Well, to work!

He goes to a drawer at his dressing table and
seizes a bunch of keys then walks smartly t
r and locks it. There are thre
and he does the job slowly and precisely.

\(cont.as he walks back to her, holding up the keys) For the

insurance people, you know. Insist onthree locks. Now, Miss

o Turno itting close to her), I think we can agree on one .

- thing---that [ have hange? Isn’t thatwhatyou’ve been d=a )y = W
A\«ﬂv*su-gges-t-i-ng? A rebirth? ) And then-wehave-to-remember that you

too have a career. A?g—'é?a{'neleds é‘b_'ru'sh'up', doesn’t it?

B

(3=

MARVIN (screaming with quite horrible force) IS THAT RIGHT?

She jumps and backs off.

MARVIN (cont.) It’swhyyou came hereisn’tit? Let me tell you something
about actors---everything about them is autobiographical, even
their tears at somebody’s grave are rehearsed! First of all are

you vulgar enough for the stage?
She is silent.

MARVIN (cont.) Do something vulgar.

She suddenly puts two fingers in her mouth
and does a deafening whistle.

MARVIN (cont., gripping her round the throat in horror) Stop, stop!

She screams so loud that he loosens his grip
at once.

i
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MARVIN (cont.) What an extraordinary noise. T wo extraordinary noises.Z

LIZZY:
MARVIN:
LIZ7ZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

Now---where were you?

Iwas saying you’re unreal.

No I mean what drama school.?

Oh, RADA.

I thought that scream was RADA. T’ll also say this. For

scTn'l'e—BB—(Ty married to Nigel Burbage you’re remarkably
intelligent. Not that intelligence goes with acting awfully well.

It certainly doesn’t get in your way. Eu. (ﬁ\
Al oV :
And your repartee’s good. Talent for improvisatiog---in )"‘"‘U

event of Marvin James ghosting. Yousee;mydear/I’'m going to —
call this Operation Rebirth. No doubt you think you’ll be leaving

for lunch. Nothing of the sort. You’ll be lucky to be out of
here in aweek. You’re going to pay for that line about
intelligence not getting in my way, I’ll have your guts on display

for it.

Listen---

Now don’t start that television-response stuff, you’ll be saying let
me out of here in a minute.

LIZZY (jumping up) Let me out of here I've got claustrophobia!

MARVIN (pushing her roughly back into her seat) But the ideaisn’t to keep

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

you in, Miss Turnout! It’s to keep others out!

He also said you were completely bloody bonkers.

You see, x;t\y/@éaﬂ', I’'m going to take you hostage. But more of
that later.

He returns to his dressing table and resumes
making up.

MARVIN (cont.) You’ll be my Ophelia. It’s a good part for you because it isn’t

really a part at all. You’re going to play it for sex.



LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

/
LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

" opening of[Mac is billed for

13

I always do.

They denied Hamlet to me as a young man. They ridiculed the
idea when, in my early forties, I was still eligible for the part.
They said I was too big in the middle area. Now that this is no
longer true, now that I'm prime Lear material and thin in the
shank I shall give them a younger, in the sense of more vital
Hamlet than they’ve ever seen. They say a woman can’t play
Juliet until she’s too old for it, the same is true of Hamlet, Miss
Turnout. My mother, I mean Gertrude, Hamlet’s mother, will
probably be half my age, but she shall be seen as a crone next to

my adolescence.

" clever bad spe you put upon ? YouBave gittém,
me courage my girl! (Busy with his face) AndIcanseeyou’re
a marvellous fuck. But why, you will ask, make up as Hamlet t

monj.nxbjore rehearsals can possibly begm and when th
: :

this is REVOLUTION my dear. Talking time is over.
screaming will begin. And you will provide it.

Nigel says ctors never commit crimes, they’re not interested
in anybody enough to murder them.

The first part’s right but not the second. They don’t murder
because they murder a thousand times onstage and know what a

ore-kallis compared with a nice cup of cm.f_e.wdbo\umfe in
bed. Don’t worry, my dear, it’s all going to be acted: =
Teo

And the endless speeches. He mentioned those.

This time he’s going to listen to every word. (With sudden
earnestness) 1hope he’s still in love with you?

His earnestness sweeps her out of her
scepticism.

Ohyes! He knows I only run after men who can do without me,
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so he divorces me to show he can do without me.

MARVIN: Which of course he can’t.
LIZZY: Oh no.
MARYVIN: So he will hear those screams with a measure of concern!

He dials a number on the phone.

MARVIN (cont.) Nigel. Ihave your ex-wife here. Listen carefully.

MARVIN beckons LIZZY towards him. She
comes. He suddenly seizes her and manages
to grip her so that his arm is locked round her

neck from behind. Wemwsan seetu thisathbis

a 1 .

MARVIN (cont.) Iintend either to strangle her or plunge a dagger in her neck.
I haven’t decided which. You may take this as a joke. But Iwarn
you thgf she may be found dead. If Iwere you I’d remember your
own words, Marvin James is a madman. Cou-pleZe Moody lewalic .

He tightens the grip and she screams
Y frantically.

MARVIN (cont.) D%d.yeu#ark/ D«iﬁ/ynou)%cognise the voice? Butwe can do
betterl han that.

/_\\\ He lays the phone on the table and releases
. . her, leaving her staggering about clutching
her throat.

He goes briskly to the cupboard upstage of
the settee and pulls it open. She watches
with horror as he draws out a dagger.

She grabs the phone.

LIZZY: Nigel, Nigel! Hesmall, He's--! He's —7

MARVIN approaches her menacingly. He
grabs her after a little chase.
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She struggles and tries to bite him. He
plunges the knife into her neck and blood
gushes forth. She screams blue murder and
her dress is covered in no time.

MARVIN calmly takes the phone again,
wiping some blood from his hand and
throwing the dagger into the wastepaper
basket.

All 1 did was draw a little blood. I promise not to kill her yet.
Hadn’t you better notify the police? This is serious. Nota
rehearsal, Nigel. Not a play. Butfirst let me get your ex-wife
seated. I meanIneed tokill her later, which requires her to be

alive now, so I)missed the jugular, just.

He helps the sobbing, quivering LIZZY to
the settee.

MARVIN (cont.) Stop blubbering, it was only superficial!

h.o% L"‘ )

LIZZY (inspecting the d This is ketchup! You fucking---!

MARVIN:

He signals her frantically to silence, then
returns to the phone.

As Isaid, I managed to avoid the jugular, this is where a little
knowledge of pathology counts Nigel. Now these are my

demands. :
. You w111 mform not only the police but the medla about
this. You will tell them that your ex-wife who left you for good
not an hour ago is being held hostage by an enraged Marvin
James in his dressing room at the Vic on the Strand, and for
God’s sake don’t say New Vic as if we’re an imitation of the Old
one, you were always such a bloody fool about that kind of thing.
By the way, any attempt to batter down Marvin James’s door will
produce an entirely dead Lizzy Turndown in a split second. How
the hell did she get that name by the way? (Turningto LIZZY)

Didn’t you tell me Stokes?

LIZZY (trying to speak as she wipes the ketchup off) !

MARVIN:

Understandably she’s distraught, Nigel, you can perhaps hear the
gurgles, she must have lost a pint of blood at least. Amazing how
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muchisn’t it? And its brightness, due [ believe to
the presence of oxyhemoglobins or did I get my lesson wrong?

But to return to business you will announce this morning a
Hamlet production with me in the title role, at this theatre, at the
Vic Downstairs as I believe you call it..... What?.....Oh for God’s
sake man youth depends on the legs and mine are in mint

condition.

He crashes the phone down.

LIZZY has in the meantime staggered to the
cupboard and is staring at its contents.

MARVIN (cont.) I mustsaythatlastscream was even better than the first.

LIZZY: . Iwasn’t acting that time. _ o
ko~ e I

MARVIN: You never do otherwise than act, my dear. We are of thesame-
el N . breed. (Taking her affectionatelyround the waist) I~

W

LIZZ¥Y— Yeslagm,
C

MARWIN: It’s my little museum of stage daggers. Several date back to
1701. I have some of the most memorable daggers ever used.

(Pulling one out) Garrick! (Replacing it and pulling out
two others) These were used to murder Duncan in Henry
Irving’s Lyceum production in 1888. (Replacing them) And,
then of course there are the most up to date ones you can find pn
~— themarket. Iuseda 1963 spring dagger on you which quite
@ frankly I didn’t expect to work. But, asyou see (indicating her
blood) it was most efficient. Now why don’t you slip behind that

screen and put on one of my dressing gowns? (Drawing her to
You’ll find a wash basin, whydom't youwash-ost

ketchu _ won’t staiW |\

She follows helplessly, going behind the
screen.

7

We hear her washing the dress.

\ .
MARVIN (cont.) That’s Clarissa’s dress from May Bud isﬁ”f’it‘).;< )

LIZZY (off) Yes.
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MARVIN: I have eyes in my little asshole don’t I? Did you put that on to
flatter me?

LIZZY (off) Ithoughtit might give you pleasure.

MARVIN: Where did you find it?
LIZZY (off) \@q\éﬂg&l’\}ﬁq Berman’s. They wanted fifty pounds a day for it.
MARVIN: Did you give it to them?

LIZZY (off) Nigel did.

MARVIN (sitting at his dressing table and gazing before him with
pleasure) Isuppose it issort of historical. To buy ityou’d

probably have to pay thousands.
LIZZY (off) Vivien Leigh used it for Antony and Cleopatra.

MARVIN (disregarding thzs, smce itisabout another actor}w—z—t—k—a—
I suppose
your husband has a lot of wonderful anecdotes about me? For
instance how I exhausted three leading ladies during th

Broadway run of May Buds? N m,,( Wk
c\t—w’}\ A

LIZZY (off) He said they couldn’t take you always dropping your lines/a
never being letter word perfect even by the end of a run. [ He sai
you had half your speec/}'les pinned to the back of the furniture.

MARVIN: TH@yQoul have done the same, the silly cows! Actingisn’t
learning hnes'

LIZZY (off) He saiditwas only the Americans kept you alive because of all
their stuff about the Brits and tradition and all that. And they

expect Shakespeare to be boring anyway. He said you’re an
effigy rather than an actor and that’s why your Mactieth was going

to play to 15% capacity.

MARVIN (quietly) Fifty-five.

LIZZY (off) Fifteen. That’s another thing you do, wishful listening. He said
fifteen.
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MARVIN (stunned by this and almost in tears) Ifilled the Henn-Miler

theatre with Present Laughter for over ayear! And doyou see

these lights? What actor in the world has his dressing room

equipped with an elaborate light}md/\sound system by means of

which he can simulate a performance in perfect privacy?

(Throwing himself onthe console and after plunging the

stage into darkness introducing silver strobe effects). It

cost thousands, thousands! (l/ = ,

LIZZY is suddenly there behind him,
beautifully got up in his dressing gown but
she is a grotesque jerky figure under the
strobe effect.

LIZZY (putting her hand on his shoulder) Marvin... (He becomes still) 1
didn’t know you could be hurt. He said you couldn’t be hurt.

]
She puts her arms round him and hﬁsc&g&/&o
) c L

monWWU,

LIZZY: Change the lights to something sweet% Wiy o\“:(v‘)(
C/:- < )\.z,r%lc vor u) U\,J\—LNL )
MARVIN ( ro with e Teek=at this! Golden autumnal!

The strobe effect is killed and a mellow
harvest light steals up.

(""'“‘ {"{Z Lol vo (W)

MARYVI ) Try and beat that.
ad, (R&)
LIZZY}% =5 I thought you were crying.

(X | Fear / : :
MARVIN: ¢ Icould never manage that. They used to squirt water in my eyes

from thewings. ~\ue Mo aclon w2uw cslaadlo — L
LIZZY (wwiﬁa—wey) Did you know how you got your nickname?
MARYVIN: Nickname---?
LIZZY: ‘Hamlegs’. From the famous quote ‘My legs are in mint
condition’!

This is too much for him. Witharoarh
jumps up and grabs her by the hair.

Z;:% wieod IS fay JLO do \\/(M\/z;, C«/waxad
SU wey s M}M\)pb\/\u\ ho's o lr K Loy 7
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MARVIN: You’re a critic aren’t you? A fucking reporter! Isuspecteditin
that second scream--- (Shaking her) Are you a damned
feminist---a lesblan---a radical---you’re a friend of Vanessa

1mpessrb‘l'e‘r0‘dmct-yeﬁ—why playwrlghts fly to the Bahamas when— uf

ye:nannounce an mterest in one of thelr scnpts' ‘e-l-d-Ma-FVi'ﬂ—

W (Stzckmg herface in hzs) But Hamlet s more
than legs!

MARVINA Tell me this, you slobbering moist bitch, how is it Nigel keeps me
in this theatre, and my photos in the foyer, and my bust in the

circle bar?

LIZZY Because he’s in love with you! Because he’s a fucking pouf!

: "
MARVIN: . we!
The Ehone rings.

MARVIN (cont., picking the phone up with a furious gesture and
bellowing into it) Whatisit? (Turningto LIZZY and
waving the phone at her) This has saved your life! (At the
phone again, very quietly now) Ohreally? (Againto
LIZZY, with sarcastic charm) It’syour husband. (Af the
phone again) No, my dear, I repeat this isn’t a joke. I'm
already ankle-deep in your ex-wife’s blood and she happens to be
hanging on to life by the merest thread. Believe me, if you don’t
get your over-used arse here in ten minutes flat she will never
scream again! Secondly, I’'m going to unplug this phone and you
will talk to me from now on, and so will the police, by means of
the intercom system. You will not, repeat not, negotiate with me
through the door because, being an actor, I need my voice.

He slams down the phone, then detaches it.

LIZZY (before he can start up again) You’re like a fucking intellectual

without an intellect! Iseekatthe-wayyouplayedthatscenewhen
I'came-in—Yeoumight-have beenaradioannouncer.—You just-

statk-and-tatk! (Putting her face close to his ag#in and



22

shouting as if he were deaf) Youremember what Hamlet
said? ‘Suit the action’---action, action, Marvin!---‘suit the action
to the fucking word, the fucking word to the action’! All you do is
moon around trying to mask everybody else. No wonder the
Mach@hhreceipts are five percent of capacity!

MARVIN (frantically) You said fifteen!

LIZZY: Five! You don’t think Nigel would dare tell you that do you?
nts your arse! (As MARVIN lunges at her and she
pushes him back) Let’s go through that scene you always turn

into a Purcell Room recital.

He allows himself to be led to centre stage.

LIZZY (cont.) TakeitfromI did love thee once.

MARVIN: What?

LIZZY: Don’t say what! Say the line!
(v e B2e Baanled)
MARVIN/  Ididlove thee once.

LIZZY: Indeed my lord you made me believe so.

MARVIN: You should not have believed me. For virtue cannot so inoculate
our old stock but we shall relish of it. Iloved you not.

LIZZY: OK now get hold of me---like this (grabbing his hand and
putting it over her mouth, then drawing his head close to
her ear). .

MARVIN (hissing in her ear, not without personal malice) Gettheetoa
nunnery.

LIZZY: Good, now turn it round and smile.

He leers at her.

LIZZY (cont.) Smile!
MARVIN: That’s a Marvin James smile!

She takes his hand and puts it down the slit in
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her dressing gown, obliging him to fondle her

breastsa o« Mol X |

MARVIN: Why wouldst thou be a breeder of sinners?

LIZZY: Not why wouldst thou! It’s Why comma wouldst thou be a
breeder of sinners?

MARVIN: That’s interpretation!

LIZZX: Oh shut up and drag me to the floor!

Finally she pulls him down. Then she draws

his hand up her leg, under-thegowa-

LIZZY (¢cont.) OK go on!

We hear police sirens in the distance.

LIZZY (cont.) Go on!

MARVIN: I am myself indifferent honest but yet I could accuse me of such
things that it were better my mother---

The sound of rushing steps along the corridor
outside, right.

MARVIN (cont.) Itwere better my mother had not---

A violent hammering on the door. Shocked
out of their wits, MARVIN and LIZZY sit up

and stare at each other.

NIGEL BURBAGE’s voice comes blaring

over the intercom.

N
Vs cen e 0\, 5
-BURBAGE (V ©) Lizzy this is Nigel! Are you OK? Talk to me Lizzy! Isittrue
he’s keeping you hostage? Lizzy!

Suddenly LIZZY screams in the most
bloodcurdling fashion.

MARVIN (hissing at her) What are you doing?
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LIZZY (hissing back) Tell himyou mean business, go on!

As he fails to act she screams again.

|
BUR?AQE (V.©) Oh Marvin, Marvin don’t hurt her Marvin! Let her alone for
~ N my sake Marvin!

LIZZY (hissing) Tell him to vacate the corridor outside, not to hammer on the
door.

MARVIN (in a quite fantastic bellow) I've givenyou your directions
Burbage! If the police---!

LIZZY jumps up and gets the radio mike
from the table. She thrusts it into
MARVIN’s hand. He is still on the floor.

MARVIN (into the mike, quiet and collected at once) If the police aren’t
here in a jiffy she dies by strangulation! Though she could quite

easily die from loss of blood before then!
» The police sirens come nearer.
W\
BURBAGE (¥©) They’re on their way Marvin! You can hear them Marvin!

LIZZY screams again.
MARVIN (hissing at her) Allright, don’t overdo it! Fucking Method acting!

L
LIZZY (shouting frantically into the mike) He’s trying to strange me Nigel
(making throttled noises)! A

MARVIN stares at her aghast.

LIZZY (cont.) He’s got guns as well Nigel! (Screams) He’s got two 45-
calibre rifles, a .357 Magnum pistol, a sawn-off shotgun, a 9mm
Walther pistol, an AR-7 survival rifle, about three .22 calibre
pistols, 3030.06 with telescopic sights!

MARVIN (hissing) What the---?

BURBAGE'’s answer now comes blaring over
the intercom.
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BORBAGE (IXO)~ Marvin, Marvin, don’t do anything unwise, we’ll have the
Hamlet production---!

LIZZY gives MARVIN an intimate you-see?
expressmn
\ O Seotrtn ploy
WVO) We’ll strike the Maebe/&hset now, there’ll be no Final Dress 'WWVW
tomight! (Yelling frantically) Marvin, Marvin, are you there

Marvin?

MARVIN (to LIZZY, pulling the mike away from her and sitting on it)
Are you trying to get me in gaol for life dammit? What are you

talking abou’t;‘guns’?

LIZZY: That was[g Bonny and Clyde hash-up I didinrep. (Seizing the
mike by thrusting her hand under him and then speaking
into it again) He wants you to leave the corridor free, Nigel, he

doesn’t want you hammering on the door!

- des | .
‘67"\ /Ste;aon/g’stalrcase outside.

BURBAGE (V O, aside to someone, still frantic) Iknew the mother would
go mad one day! (Shouting again) I’m going to the end of the
corridor now, Lizzy, the police have just arrived, keep calm
Marvin, we love you Marvin, we believe in you Marvin!

LIZZY (to MARVIN) Now. You and I have got lots to talk about.

MARVIN (with menace) T'llsay! (Trying to scramble to his feet but she

pushes him back) I’m going to tell them the truth!

b L hole —hnlt e

LIZZY: " It’ll be the f1rst and last time f@e‘i—%ﬁe ifyoudo!
The intercom cuts in with the urbane voice of

THE HOSTAGE NEGOTIATOR,
henceforth to be called H.N.

H.N. (VO) Good morning Mr James. Have you a problem? Police are now
surrounding the theatre and I’'m your Hostage Negotiator./’\
had considerable experience of this kind of thing Mr Marvin and
if there’s the smallest chance of our coming to terms right now,
please state what the terms are and I’ll do my best at this end.

MARVIN (hissing) Who the hell’s this prat?

)
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BOURBAGE (IXO) Marvin, Marvin, don’t do anything unwise, we’ll have the
Hamlet production---!

LIZZY gives MARVIN an intimate you-see?
\/ expression.
O : Seo ttn Plom : - )
MVO) We’ll strike the Maebeth set now, there’ll be no Final Dress m\fwwu/
tomight! (Yelling frantically) Marvin, Marvin, are you there

Marvin?

MARVIN (to LIZZY, pulling the mike away from her and sitting on it)
Are you trying to get me in gaol for life dammit? What are you

talking abouﬁ‘guns’?

LIZZY: That waslg Bonny and Clyde hash-up I did in rep. (Seizing the
mike by thrusting her hand under him and then speaking
into it again) He wants you to leave the corridor free, Nigel, he

doesn’t want you hammering on the door!

e b .
694'\ /S/t@on Kstalrcase outside.

BURBAGE (V O, aside to someone, still frantic) Iknew the mother would
go mad one day! (Shouting again) I'm going to the end of the
corridor now, Lizzy, the police have just arrived, keep calm
Marvin, we love you Marvin, we believe in you Marvin!

LIZZY (to MARVIN) Now. You and I have got lots to talk about.

MARVIN (with menace) T'llsay! (Trying to scramble to his feet but she

pushes him back) I'm going to tell them the truth!
4ol U . hole —Tt 4o
LIZZY: It’1l be the first and last time I‘fﬁ}ﬁi—%ﬁe ifyoudo!

The intercom cuts in with the urbane voice of
THE HOSTAGE NEGOTIATOR,
henceforth to be called H.N.

H.N. (VO) Good morning Mr James. Have you a problem? Police are now
surrounding the theatre and I’'m your Hostage Negotiator./’\
had considerable experience of this kind of thing Mr Marvin and
if there’s the smallest chance of our coming to terms right now,
please state what the terms are and I'll do my best at this end.

MARVIN (hissing) Who the hell’s this prat?
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LIZZY (hissing) Tell him ‘Ewe stated my terms to Nigel Burbage, he knows

perfectly well what %

MARYVIN: What do I want?

LIZZY (hissing) Hamlet with me as Ophelia like you said!

MARVIN (hissing) Fuck you!

She screams again.

H.N. (VO) Now then Mr Marvin let’s talk this over calmly, are you (ﬁ M]ss )
Turndale?
MARVIN (into the mike) I've made my demands, Nigel Burbage knows what
they are!
}(/\/\V‘ Vo « <
We are impressed by his instamt-change-of—

meedfor the intercom.

LIZZY (hissing) Good!
MARVIN (hissing) This’ll ruin us both!

LIZZY (hissing) Onlyyou! I'm the hostage, remember!
H.N. (V O) Very Well, Mr James, Mr Burbage is here at my side and @

corroborates what you say. We understand you wish to
(mumbling to someone) you wish to cancel the Machggh &
dewl> ‘Mo 7-/Production---you want the public refunded.for the bookings on
that show and you a Hamlet production te=be scheduled
and announced, and the bqoking to start as soon as possible, and
you will release Miss Lizzy ndale on hearing that the show has
been fully booked for the first threeqights. Is that correct sir?

MARVIN (hissing) Inever said all that!

LIZZY: It’stypreat-Nigel—He'salwayshelpfulin-emergencies. Tell him

yes, shithead!

MARVIN (into the mike) Yesit’s correct!

H.N. (VO) Have you been injured Miss Turndale? Do you mind Miss
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Turndale talking to us, Mr James?
MARVIN (into the mike) Keep it brief!
LIZZY (into the mike) I’'m more in shock! There’s a little blood.
H.N.(VO)  Blood Miss Turndale? A

LIZZY: He tried to knife me in the throat!

MARVIN (hissing) Youfucking---!

LIZZY (hissing back) Stop being I\_/La_g_W! Lift your chin up! Look like{éy fan ,/
man! (Vnto the mike) He says you must alert the principa ﬂ_{]
radio and television stations and press agencies at once. He
won’t release me until he hears a news broadcast has gone out on

this matter!

H.N. (VO) I believe news has already gone out Mr James. If it’s publicity
you need you can trust the media to provide more than is healthy
for apyong)pacriewlarlylyou. Let me assure you Mr James you
don’t have to murder anyone for extra publicity. You’ve already
made your point. On the contrary, if you injure this woman, not
to say kill her, you will spend the rest of your life in prison.

Think it over Mr James. If you release this young woman now
and come out of your dressing room behind her with your hands in
the air there is a strong possibility that you will receive no more
than a few months in prison or a fine for what, with Miss
Turndale’s permission, will be classed as an elaborate hoax. Isit

a hoax Mr James?

MARVIN opens his mouth to say yes but
LIZZY screams again.

H.N. (VO, cont.) Allright Mr James you’ve made your point. I’min contact
with the Home Office and they’ll be giving their decision about ‘
your terms in a few moments. Meanwhile, Mr James/keep very s
calm because I’m sure you don’t want anything to happe uld
hurt your reputation permanently and put you behind prison bars
until the day you die. Don’t risk it Mr James! Release the young
woman. Come out with your hands in the air and who knows,
perhaps no charges will be preferred against you, provided of
course that Miss Turndale is found to have only light injuries.
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LIZZY screams again.

H.N. (V O, cont.) OK Mr James just wait for the Home Secretary’s answer
calmly.

More police sirens.

MARVIN: Oh my God... (Tryingtograb the mike) I'm going to tell him
your screams are fake!

LIZZY (resisting him) My screams are convincing! They chill to the bone!
Do you think Nigel Burbage believed you when you were said you
were taking me hostage? Of course he didn’t! He hasn’t
believed a word of yours in twenty years! It was my screams that

saved the day, my screams!

THE HOSTAGE NEGOTIATOR breaks in
again on the intercom.

H.N. (VO) Mr James there’ve already been a number of special news
broadcasts. Two television crews are setting up outside this
theatre and will give hourly coverage of what has become known
as the Vic§iege. We’re told that CNN are running the story with
clips from your Coward season on Broadway. Mr Burbage tells
me that the Maclféﬁa production has been cancelled. He has
announced your new Hamlet but so far the media hasn’t taken
this up. But he’s confident that all this publicity will ensure early
booking, the courts permitting of course. Thus all you asked for

and more has been conceded---

LIZZY screams.

MARVIN (hissing) Butthey’re giving me what I want dammit!
. i el i w

LIZZY:

' ez e 2 T £ -b
—
MARVIN (grabbing the mike from under her in a surprise move) She
keeps on screaming, blast her eyes!

H.N. (VO) If you don’t want the lady to scream just take your hands off her
Mr James! Areyou all right Miss Turndale?

LIZZY (seizing the mike) He’s---he’s hurting me (writhing and gurgling)!
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H.N. (V O, urgently) 1begyou Mr James think your position over! If at the end
of five minutes---we’re going to give you five minutes---if you
walk out with your hands above your head no charges will be
preferred against you unless of course Miss Turndale is injured
more than superficially and she wishes to prosecute. There’s
only one proviso, that you submit to a medical checkup at St
Thomas’s hospital, including a psychiatric examination.

MARVIN (grabbing the mike) She’s the one for psychiatry!

H.N.(VO) No doubt she is Mr James if you’ve been trying to strangle her.
Now come to your senses, man, you've a great career ahead of

you, don’t send it up in smoke!

LIZZY (grabbing the mike back) He says he doesn’t believe you’re real
police!

H.N. (VO) Thank you for clearing that up Miss Turndale. Mr James, if you
don’t believe we’re police just take a peep out of your window and
you’ll see at least a hundred of us down here. Will you do that?

Please do that Mr James.

Together MARVIN and LIZZY steal to the
window in the inner room. When they have
glanced below they stare at each other with
chastened astonishment. They return to the
dressing room as H.N.’s voice comes over

again.

H.N. (VO) Have you taken a look Mr Marvin?
rkN\J\-f befivee she ye& -ILLLL)
MARVIN (mnm—n-g—t—o the mlke onthe floor) YesIhave!

H.N. (VO) Are you satisfied that the metropolitan police force is here in
some strength?

MARVIN (into the mike) YesIam.

H.N.(VO) Very well Mr James. We shall give you five minutes to make up
your mind. After that, if you don’t come out peacefully, we shall
have to resort to less friendly methods. I’m afraid this may mean
risking Miss Turndale’s life but you will both appreciate that we
can hardly tie up 50 many pollcemen 1ndefm1tely Fhetrish—




ONeRpot. Helpyoureosmtry-Mr-Jadries

murd of-tano entmen and women!

LIZZY (grabbing the mike) He wants to know what these less friendly methods
are.

H.N. (VO) Well Miss Turndale they meanf for starters he’ll be charged with
assault and battery, kidnapping, resisting arrest and attempted
murder. Ineedn’t tell you what the penalty is for that lot but I
can say that if convicted Mr James will never see inside a theatre

again.
MARVIN: Oh my god!
H.N.(VO) Once-apain, Mr James, come to your senses. We are giving you

five minutes.

The intercom abruptly switches out.

MARVIN (grabbing her hair) What the hell are you doing this for?

LIZZY (pushing him away so that he falls onto the settee into a half-lying
position) That’s just what I’m going to explain.

-
LIZZ¥———Fistea, Zl a short time there won’t be a household in England #. ¢

hasn’ trard of Lizzy Turndale even if they’ve never heard of you.
Foryears I've been sweating it out in provincial rep with Nigel
Burbage looking on with a smirk. Whenever I said let me meet
Marvin James he said you were too busy but today I clinched it
didn’t I? Iwalked out of the house and here I am! Rsaidtg

vSelf wite o-do-with-me L do---and you

to?kﬁe"tmsﬂrgc-d‘rdn‘t-yeﬂ?——-

N o e
AR N H o VO W ) o7
=

CIZZY———Trotddum! Don’t think I was after any famous person! Iwas

after you: m;my obsession and daydream since I was fourteen, bad
and passé as I knew you to be even then!
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LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:
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Oh my god!
That’s another of your nicknames.
What is?

Ohvrny«god They say Oh My God’s threatening to do a one-man

“’show called ‘On the Boards’. 1, % /)7_
( 5

HW ror-dammit—=—anotherone
: + nd s iherocks == o~ M

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

Oh my god!

Atttheseyears; I'm twenty eightnow (he registers m

disbelief),you’ve figured in my daydreams, my masturbations!
kX [ saw every London production you were in, and several of
the Brighton flops. (As he is about to protest) 1hadto go
secretly because mother would have been furious had she known.

‘And her mother came too‘! -
O O ” .‘ . / }y% ~ Q

imyou want mg as your Opheha and, another thmg, my name

goes next toyou ove the play title.

MARVIN (his mettle up) Ophelia my arse' ¥9H—eaﬂ—ge4.L—a-ﬂ‘y-zre=ro-r-l-ﬂ—t-l=1e—'we—rrlrelw

rektﬂg—eﬂ-me' Ophelia

/
isn’t a hotpants, little lady, just as Hamlet isn’t a pair of legs! I'm

sick and tired of the word love on the lips of women whose hearts
are made of ice cubes' (Striding about dramatically while
Why for God’s sake
was I given so much charisma? Why the magnetic personality,
the eyes that turn heads with a glance, the smile that while it
hasn’t exactly launched a thousand ships has flooded a thousand
hulls with moist thoughts! Inever had a leading lady who didn’t
fall in love with me! Inever knew in all my life a single girl who
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didn’t buckle at the knees on touching my hand! (Closing in on
her) My mother told me all about your damnéd breed! YesI
too had a mother! And afiner actress never crossed a stage!

She warned me early what seething cauldrons of manipulation
you cunt-people are, using our natural terror of the mother to
instal a new reign for yourselves! Why else do you think Hamlet
told her ‘If thou wilt marry, marry a fool, for wise men know well
enough what monsters you make of them’? I pleaded with
mama, for God’s sake inhibit my charisma I said, the girls are
going to give me trouble, they’ll hang round the stage doors,
solicit my agents, sleep with my managers to get me for life! Why
insist mama that my eyes should be hypnotic, my lips beyond
reproach, my walk, my stance, my gaze, even my way of thinking

and ch01ce of words SO far beyonddlry capacmes tﬁm-n-t-e— G

» ,-—

cowlak ﬁmemas each otherw1th 1mportun1ng nudges ‘Who is
AN s that?g J ™

A dead  silence after a speech that seems to
stun even him.

L\&uxkcok)
LIZZY[‘ You see, you really can act when you want to. D

VARSER——— // |

ZZY: If%u ’d played hke that in May Buds all mlght have been well

evmhmwlﬂammueﬂi,ng&seme&mw (Gazmg at
him with some puzzlement) enyou were throttling me a %
little while back it was a stage throttle. And whenyou were

playing with my tits it felt like I was reading a book about it. So

the first didn’t scare me and the second didn’t turn me on.

MARVIN: Would you have wished me to use a real knife? Or make love to
you hardly knowing your name?

LIZZY: Why not" '

L.Du"w-f 9)
y shouldn’t Ophelia be a hotpants? was a very

successful scene! Anyway you’ve got two minutes or less to
decide on your future, Marvin James. If you don’t come up with
the right answer it’s curtains for you r. Has
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the penny not dropped? (Underlining it vehemently) Itisn’t
only Ophelia I'm after, it’s a new production of Hamlet on my
terms! Doyougetit? No more talking heads. No more
striding round the stage in that fucking drag I know you’re going
to bring out, swishing your dress in all our noses and letting the
audience see the good side of your face and never the bad, which
is the most of it. No wonder Nigel Burbage always directs ‘round’
you! As he always says, when you’re in a play the centre’s always
missing!

MARVIN (drunk with insults now) Oh bugger what Nigel Burbage always
says. I—tls-a—pﬁy-you—d—m"t‘}cmk—r&te—yeﬁpself—mﬁead-ofmw

You’re trying to get into my pants and you re usmg Ophella asa

at least five promising stage careers! Why deliberately invite a
situation in which you retire to a low-rent suburb for the next
sixty years with photos and memories to live on? Oh I admit
you’re quite intelligent! You can talk like a character out of
George Bernard Shaw but, Miss Turnoff, this won’t end in an
upper class drawing room ia a gale of laughter but Wandsworth
prison for me and Wormwood Scrubs for you! Because you're
colluding in the kidnap, which I’m going to tell them right now
(trying to grab thef mike from between her legs)!

s
She managesto retaix}/it by hitting him in the
balls with it.

LIZZY (as he yells with pain) I’m going to marry you too!

MARVIN (falling back) Marry me? Nobody’s ever succeeded in doing that!

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

Why else do you think we were flung together this morning? Why
else should I be magnetised to this room? It hurts me to hear you
spoken of as too old for Lear---

Too old---!
us? Worldfamous actor marries his own hostage! Tries to cut

her throat then suddenly sees her as his leading lady? They fall
in love during the siege! Surrounded by the police! And they

Don’t you what a wonderful story we’re cooking up between /
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play together for the rest of their lives like Lunt and Fontann!
(Approaching him as he draws away) Darling, I saw

potential the moment that phoney dagger touched my neck---1
thought this is cﬁ} too ham, no one’s going to believe him---I'm

going to have to sc

Macb;ﬁl'

You needed a woman to push you into it, Marvin, a Lady
! A )

MARVIN: I’d rather die than be a king in your fucking arms! Y

LIZZY: You liar, you'd give

everybody in the-businessknowsit! You go

ream, it’ll bring half of Scotland Yard round!

your right arm to be a knight, letalone a king,/
n with envy every

time a fag gets hltfn the shoulder with that/sword! (Imitating

his highly mdzv/\u
heteros? What’s'un

iflal pronunciation of English) ‘Why no

knightable about a normal sexual impulse?’

/
Thete is\# vielént mexingo I

asi m a

trembtes onhis hifpes—
The HpsTuy XU b
Hﬂgg

voice breaks in over the intercorr}/, in
some alarm.

H.N.(V0) Mr James---Mr James---! WgA4u (o1l ‘<T gw“ ‘wa@( ~|)0

L1223y (ar e widd) Lo b

"\JYW / A S, wseU./ (L

TU\H '. &\« R—’\M)\q’\,-) | PR W / | l\,,y\, -
heredis-an-enormous explosion.

o 0K ad’._a' S Jee

i ights BLACK .

LIZZY-(her-screa 1 s-time)-Marvinl—Marvint—

\%‘b
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ACT TWO

The scene opens on a BLACKOUT. We
gradually discern dim street lights at the
window of the far room.

The LIGHTS suddenly come up.
MARVIN and LIZZY are asleep on the

settee. LIZZY is more or less on top of him.

Her panties are on the floor with her shoes.

A few seconds later they stir. Blinking
awake they are surprised to find themselves

where they are, and with whom t , and
at what degree of proximity. /e~ &

LIZZY’s clothes are disordered. Heis
dishevelled.

They slump back into sleep.

H.N. (VO, considerably politer than before, almost unctious) Mr James.
Miss Turndale. (& © X000 oiwe- fwccix—g

They fail to wake.

H.N.(V O, cont.) Areyouthere MrJames? Miss Turndale?

MARVIN stirs. He kisses LIZZY lightly on
the cheek.

MARVIN (mumbling) What happened for christsake?
LIZZY (her eyes still closed) I'm probably pregnant. That’s what happened.

MARVIN: I’'m asking him not you.



(N
\\1\\%@ \o

AV Q) Mr Jaries, Miss Turndale, ight cables fave flist been @/
repdired. Coyld you ort ack thdt yorir/lighting system is
vorking? d/the sgund of/coyrsef/ Ade you hearing me? N
— S ~MAEKVIN fumbles for the mike unde \)>
? ;LIZZY Q?

LIZZY (eyes still closed) Christ, notagain! Do you want my blood as'well?

MARVIN: I’m looking for the fucking mike!

He finds it. LIZZY sighs with pleasure, still
mostly asleep. 7. (7,3 2

MARVINT(Ccont., e’ve got the light Vhat happened?

mit!

u did warn

the confusion, the IRA men entered

ter the bomb went off, i
They’re still there Mr James.

the foyer and took poSsession of it.
They’re at thefoot of your staircase.

MARVIN: Oh my God!

LIZZY (hissing) Stopsdying that!

HN. VO I’'m afraid we are now their hostages Mr James,/All ofs.
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MARVIN: eisgagged by her hand)!
H.N. (VO) hat is, we’re barricaded in e auditorium side of the foyer
in on the other side, in the foyer itself,

while they’re barricad

against both us and-the police outside. Do you get the picture?

Well of coturse I get the picture!

ARVIN:

H.N. (VO) € are thus in control of the auditerium, the stage and the
dressing rooms, while they ocedpy the foyer and, of course, being
Irish, the foyer bar. T ave radio-controlled bombs and are

threatening to blowip your staircase by blasting their way

MARVIN:

MARVIN:

LIZZY (hissing) Us!

afraid that depends on the hostage negotlator who of course
isn’t me any more, he’s dealing with them b ¢ from the
street. They want twenty-one men ing life-sentences in

Northern Ireland released and-thie good thing is that they are
prepared to negotiate optife exact number. So Ifind myself Mr

James in the odd pgsifion of being a hostage negotiator while at
the same time afostage.

H.N. (VO)

MARVIN makes an insipid smile to LIZZY.

nt.) By the way the Resistance, as th efer to be called, would
like to say that they are especi sorry to see your life sacrificed
as they remember your orable performance as Othello at the

Gate theatre in Du

MARVIN: gain he is swiftly gagged by ZY)!



p Raks 0CceRn > DE v % O D
armed police with us hefe but unfortupa
too:” However the pelice surround

of the foyer entrar

ding from your suite to the
few men there.

H.N. (VO)
MARYVIN: Oh my

H.N. (VO)
rough the pass door. They’re

each other but of course are
can monitor every word. When we
we occupied the stage, thus protecting

MARVIN

H.N. (VO0)

MARVIN:

H.N. (V 0)

I mean really

door locked MrJ

Secretary’s arm.
well?




r-defeénd yourself veryadequa

MARVIN: That’s-botoneyt—This-idiet-Furastile made it all up! Even her

screams were fake I1ZZY strugglesto get hold of the
mike, landing them both on the floor amid bedclothes)!

H.N.(VO) Thenyou’re unarmed sir?

Pl
MARVIN (clinging to the mikeS [ The only thing I ever
fired in my life was a stage gun and that scared my balls off! The

things can backfire and scorch your wrist you know!
ﬁ)- S =i
H.N.(VO) [What was Miss Turndale’s motive in l‘)% int way do you
think?

MARVIN (they are fighting for the mike now) Publicity! She wants to play
Ophelia to my Hamlet. She couldn’t even play Hamlet’s skull!

She lands him a blow in his belly which
forbids further speech but he manages to
retain hold of the mikegwith a determination v

she would have admired at any other time.

~

S.o*aﬂ ‘.,.-\,:.,Lo\-*-a-«( Ma wan seeky hn o ek, K kv Soiac, )’

a.,siﬂ.a A bt Jeele W
MARVIN (o the mike) HHM—W
_useful in a-theatret— e d, ’
- > M s

HN(4Q) WellImust return to my negotiations at the-baek-of the-stalls-Mr
I Lt miehttake till .

MARVIN:-——Why, what’s the time?

H. It’s just past midni nise our
watches Mr James? Let NE giveterSeCconds 10 ONe ] mte past
2 -uu-‘ T T, <, € w-ll-:lb--ul_--n:--“- <5 o, it’s

precisely-omeé minute 2 et
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ARV (toHi o
;->H.N.(VO) o theTeamTime MrJames-keep-as.calm as pogsible
e‘ll QN ge .»l!all‘ 10 ' s lll'j,‘
sense, having been taken hostage by the Was—t-ha-t-ew’ryour
serious intention, Mr James, to kidnap semeeaae"
Ul
MARVIN: Of course.i 't (dodging everywhere from LIZZY ). Oh

the idea came into my head, the dramatic idea you might say.
(Getting under the dressing table) But this woman
Turnabout took it seriously! I must say she did her screams

pretty well, for RADA anyway, | mean even you took them
seriously didn’t you? . _
'J<g, \&\u’n\@g‘ﬂ«z

H.N. (VO) Let me say this Mr James. If Migs Turnda e‘uwn assure us that \
she hasn’t been injured or molested, then,4 ome-outof |- \

Thisative, s charges wi . " v
l%w ' L b %muw ' ("\ X%

MARVIN (hissing from under the table at LIZZY) Why the hell don’t you -
say something? ~ __— 1= .

LIZZY (hissing back) I've got nothing to say!

Mecns ‘ ~
.N.(VO) Well Mr James we must all be brave and patient and pray to God

that peace enters -------r---w-- Eotir-eAptars ]
Moy Lo o
LIZZY (hissing) Say Amen'

MARVIN: Balls!




- A ' . tﬁ we walk out of thlS a—hszr-: MISS
NW 'wTurnplke I shall file charges against you. Jres [N /’a/"”
W\v\h la w K

LIZLY: I have your baby inside. I mean you not only fugked me, you k-eke (-p< t
fucked me as if you’d never had a woman. I knowyoung menwho
would have been hospitalised after less than what you did. It was
like one of those plays which instead of ending develop ever more
facets of plot, making one yearn for the refreshments bar while

still rivetted to one’s seat. "y

¢ f\«/f‘t’
MARVIN (coldly) Idare sayyou’re quite @dee of performance.
LIZZY: But you didn’t excite me!
MARVIN: I didn’t notice your attention wandering!
LIZZY: Oh, lget hot at the sound of a zip.

She begins making up nonchalantly.

MARVIN: As a matter of fact I've been thinking, you hold it pretty well.
He indicates the fnmer room 3 Qoo Wee dereeen,

She takes her shoes and panty hose with her.

MARVIN (cont.) Don’t mistake the door, otherwise you’ll find yourself yith the cng
o \ e —Irish-resistance? Then your false bravado’ll fall to pieces.

We hear LIZZY open the lavatory door.

MARVIN paces up and down in thought.

MARVIN (cont., to himself) The son of the greatest comedienne of her



He is interrupted by the sound of LIZZY
peeing. He stares at the arch with irritation.

We hear the john flush. LIZZt\r‘e?\i’ﬂr’:szfq\y\D‘k

MARVIN (cont., to LIZZY) 1alwaysfind that women can be divided into two
categories, those who leave the door of the john open and those

well-bred enough not to. I've just realised, by the way, who you
remind me of.

LIZZY: Who?

MARVIN: My mother. She usedtoleave the john door open. And she
didn’t wash her hands afterwards either.

LIZZY: Soap’s bad for the skin.

MARVIN: That’s what she said.

LIZZY: I run my fingers through the water. Perfectly adequate.

MARVIN: She talked to her lovers like you talk to me. To soften them up in

case they played opposite her. She played opposite some of the
greatest men---

LIZZY (sneering) YesIknowyand she screwed all of them. ‘Dame Helen

James plays offstage games’. ‘Down comes the curtain, up goes
her skirt, One thing’s certain, he’ll get his little squirt.’

MARVIN: You perfeétly horrible creature!

LIZZY: ‘First the play, then the lay, Helen James will have her way.’
‘Helen’s on the hunt, with her outsize---’

MARVIN (clutching her throat) This is my mother!

LIZZY: ‘She plays little tricks with gentlemen’s---’

With his hand over her mouth he begins
shaking her.

LIZZY: You’re hurting me!



MARVIN:

H.N. (VO)

LIZZY:

MARVIN:
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A
Hu/r//// ou? You’'re as strong as an ox! | cee
LAE Y g - !7)

H.N. breaks in quietly over th€'intercom.

Are you there Mr James? I've been inConversation with beth-the

Homre Office-andthe Resistamce and I'm relieved to say weve he =3
- i ; at time none of us will meve

iatl n proceed in a more

fr ptgwarters and negot

met;odi ay than was possib ault were
W;o th ice outsi

immediate vicini

ve withdrawn from the

nake sourfaces at

LIZZY
each ot

ecopsider the Home Office’s ferms, which pffer reduced

ences and/or prison trgnsfers. On the othey hand there hav

gen three deaths and these
murder and this imparts a ¢ to their approach

which is hardlygoedﬁs? ryou and us here, particularly for

The breathing space will give the resistance time to l

H.N. cuts out.

Could I have a glass of milk? -
/ h - R ’O‘\/‘r -

Since things are looking up I’ll get it for you (making for the
innerroom). i~ D ) =Tl | ld Ve

N 3/? YA .
& e ‘ |
wlx 1T 0, ~
Ay Y (N% am%%W3 | Vol
Tty © | ”‘t/U/ ’

O anl; all AN
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We hear him opening the fridge.

LIZZY: I suppose I ought to make you coffee.
b tow aR fo weit
MARVIN (off)I what you mean by coffee. Iused to make coffee

for my mother on tour. That’show I knew you were a fake when
you came into this room with a'cup of coffee in your hand.
People bring Marvin James tea but never coffee (reappearing

with a glass of milk). ,+u Wh/c w‘{ At Cen 3t \M/[
we ) \/5{-[h & her the ik :
e hands her the milk, e i )’\'\gj b A

Y (sipping) () y

MARVIN: I was intrigued by those large eyes/ They reminded me of
someone.
LIZZY: Your mother.

MARVIN:

He shrugs this off.

MARVIN: Listen to me. Here’swhat I propose. If we leave here safe and
sound I shall give you an income for life and provide for the kid,

supposing you’re pregnant, which since you say you are you
almost certainly aren’t. But there’s to be nothing more intimate

than that between us, do you hear?

LIZZY: Not even a weekly visit to see the child?

MARVIN: No phonecalls saying the money hasn’t arrived this month and the
little chap has been having a bad time with his teeth---

LIZZY (tenderly) It’s goingto be a boy?

MARVIN: It usually is where the woman’s an ox and the man sensitive, it’s a
genetic reaction. Anyway I don’t intend to allow the greatest



LIZZY:

MARVIN:

MARVIN:

LIZZY (rapture) You called me Lizzy!

45

dependency syndrome ever devised by female oxen to develop.

You love me don’t you?

That’s precisely why I’m getting all this straight now, to prepare
you for the letdown. The very fact that I could make love toyou |
three times in a row at my age is my cue to pull out mucmcke&l‘j
than even I would normally do. You see, Miss Turnover, I was my
mother’s domestic slave and you’ve got mother written all over
your empty face. From the age of ten I served her breakfast in
bed. Ilooked after the sheets, a whole drama in itself

considering the number of men she brought home. Do you know,

Lizzy---?

When you were insulting my mother just now I felt a quickening
of emotion---compounded I think of both hatred/and sexual
excitement. When she saw me in my first speaking part at the age
of fifteen she walked straight out of the theatre and left a
message with her agent to tell me I stank. She said later that the
only character I could play was my own, which was a bad one. But
I made it, I think for that reason. My first hit was The Cherry
Orchard, where having a world of my own seemed tofit the bill.
The rest was a series of flukes and some good casting. Then
Nigel Burbage came along and was wise or foolish enough to see

lassical actor. (Gazing at her) Whenyou and I made
love your noises werejhers. Iinwardly returned to the primal
scene while in your arms. You know about Freud and the primal
scene, that model for all the love we ever make. Fheard Once
againjthe sounds of my mother’s lovemaking. They dominated
my life. If I married you I'd never act again, my old fears would
grip me. All my childhood I trembled. Every time my mother
bent down to kiss me goodnight it was like saying good bye. Her
perfume, the powder on her neck, the way she had of bunching
her lips a little when she kissed me, the same way you have, these
things were the touch and smell of fear for me. That’s why I came
three times when I was making love to you. Iwas inthe primal
scene, with my mother. Coming and fearing are very close to
each other for me. The smell of blood and the smell of come
aren’t so distant from each other. My mother always seemed on
the point of abandoning me. Always a new tour or dinner out or
late rehearsals or a plane to catch. Sometimes I went with her
but mostly I stayed, in the hands of a governess who used to
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masturbate under the covers when she thought I was asleep. She
always used my fear as her disciplinary weapon---‘If you don’t do
this your mother’ll never come back.” And now I need that fear

like a drug. You can see me trembling now maybe but I’m in my
seventh heaven. If I married you I'd be trembling night and day.

LIZZY (quietly) Isn’tthisfrom a show?

MARVIN: What?
LIZZY: The long speech from A Man Called Shrink? Nigel produced it

thirteen years ago. —_—

Why else should I accepta wo Ko

A=)

-must have fucked

MARVIN (unconcerned) What about it?
That’s why I accepted the script.

ipt?
SRy v g Mt

LIZZY (with great mildness) :
mo ._You’re a stage thing. [ Your mother

a theatre to get you.

-
-—

He\is sippinj.hi ee but suddenly rejects
it with disgust.

MARVIN: You're right! Qne simply shquldn’t drink day-old coffee.
(Jumping veqnideal

He hurries to the inner room.

MARVIN (%afSgf7) My balls literally ached when I walked off after that
speech. Itwas the longest fucking speech ever written. I tried it
as an extended exit line---you know, half of me going out and the

other half drifting bacl%’lt always looks bloody silly.

%"MWW cork——_
~

MARVIN (cont., of f) Healthy sound, what? Burbage said that’s no good at all.
You can’t keep bobbing in and out like that. Even the RSC
doesn’t do it any more. Keep seated, he said. Then it’ll come

from inside.

LIZZY (gloomily) That’s good news at any rate.

He reappeares with two glasses of
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champagne.
MARYVIN: What is?
LIZZY: That Nigel thinks you’re got an inside.

MARVIN (handing her a glass) r—z—ii\'ze;bur wit for t . (Astheytouch

glasses) Here’s to survival.
They drink.

LIZZY: I don’t even believe you're Helen James’s son. Your mother
worked on the railways. She used to announce the trains. Iread
it in one of your programme notes.

MARVIN: That was for a dramatisation of Emile Zola’s Béte Humaine.
We had to have a hookup with the railways so we put it out that
my mother was Britain’s first train driver. Another time we were
doing a show on Dr Barnardo’s homes, not the musical but a play
which came to nothing. I gotthousands of letters suggesting ways
of finding my mother. The PR idiot put it out that I was an
orphan and Helen James only adopted me and I yearned for my
real mum. The mail got so heavy we had to make a statement, so
we put it out that my mum had been found. We got Tilly
Armitage to paint in a few wrinkles and put a shawl round her and
we passed her off as my mother who lived in Barnstable and had
been widowed in the war and lived like a recluse out of remorse
for having given me up for adoption but the war had been on and
she’d been forced to work in a munitions factory and had thought

it best for me to be---

LIZZY: Another loﬁg speech-Awas¢hvin! When he’s nervous he talks, and
mostly lies! That’s another thing they say.

MARVIN (as he goes back to the innerroom for arefill) Anyway,you know
how good Tilly Armitage is on character, she pulled it off like a

=~

dream.
LIZZY: So who do my eyes remind you of, if not your ghastly mother?
MARVIN (off) Tilly Armitage as a matter of fact. My leading lady!

LIZZY: Well of course I remind you of her. I’m her daughter!



MARVIN:

LIZZY:
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MARVIN returns very slowly.

What did you say?

Tilly Armitage is my mother.

MARVIN (staring at her) The big eyes! Shining black grapes! If awriter

LIZZY:

could get black shining grapes into a speech she grabbed the play!
Why didn’t you say so before? I’d have kicked you out long ago!
(Vehemently) She sentyou here, didn’t she, you little bitch?

Sent me here? She barsyour name! That’s whyI had to see
your shows in secret.

MARVIN (really to himself) You’re the spitten image!

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY (cfmly) Andme Ly Lﬂ,\)v’i

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

She used to tell the fron';—of ;louse people if you see Lizzy kick her
out.

Ithoughtso ethmg hywas oing on. | OK,{t’s the last time I
touch you! J sus sl ngw1t Tilly r%.itage}\ ughter! She’d

kill me!

You’d better keep your mouth shut dammit. And don’t tell your
bloody husband. He only has to think and it’s all over London in
an hour. Of course I should have seen it—Those unmistakeable

vineyard eyes! A~

Whydon’t yousi 2—Yowre vincing.
You know she wants to kill you anyway: &/\:(/ \T‘ L

Of course I know. They’re the most famous offstage lines in the
trade---Marvin James killed my career, he hogged all the light,
kept his best profile to the audience at the expense of mine, he
masked my best business! Iturned him into a star and after that
the audience hardly noticed me! (Imitating her gravelly
baritone) Ifeeltotally unseeeeeeen.

It’s true though isn’t it?

MARVIN (furiously) Well of course it’s true! This is a tough business!



LIZZY:

MARVIN:

49

I’m amazed you never made it with her sexually. Nigel Burbage
reckoned you had fifty-four actresses in the course of fifteen

productions---

n Stokes! It’sthat pot-bellied stockbroker with the
bald patch---!

LIZZY (in her enormous voice) Justyou leave daddy out of it!

MARVIN (leering) I'd love to. And his daughter a&we$l. Your mother started
just like you did by the way.

Shé?vanted to get there so badly she was prepared to forfeit the
happiness of any male she had her eye on. Don’tforget Stokes
was one of the most generous of tfe City angels and m he had a
proportlonate say in the casting of the women---in general angels
aren’t interested in the men. Yousee, I know all about you.

You saw early on when you married Nigel Burbage that it was
better never to let the heart get in the way of a possible contract.
You who have no ethics saw that the best way to do this and still
look like a human being was to play roles in which the heart
predominated! In Lizzy Turntable née Stokes we have a woman
who is eminently woman, in bed woman, in tears woman, in
screams woman but in fact is a player of roles so adept that even
when she plays them badly we say to ourselves it’s because she has
a heart, her heart insists so much that it takes her off her
technique poor thing! Tilly Armitage all over! The factisyou’re

both too bloody lazy to learn a technique!

LIZZY (perfectly tranquil) Butitworks doesn’tit? You say so yourself.

MARVIN:

Precisely! What a technique is there, my friend, in the absence
of technique! Even when you're makmg love I can’t tell where
your brain is---just like ---all her lovers say
it---being in Tilly’s arms is like wandering round a fine old
country mansion where the table’s fet for a banquet and the fires
are all alight but there’s no host. The fact is that what she has
ticking in her thoracic area is a cardio-calculator linked to
casting agencies, producers and t¢levision networks. (Drilling




itinto her)
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{ife! Tht’s the difference between me and the-Arnritage
famity*--I'm a stage beast,I was dandled on knees in dressing
rooms before I could utter my first syllables. The only life I know
is in the company of that sweating, morose, unkind and yet gentle
monster, the e audience. And that’s why I invariably have
them at my feet,
THrey only go to the theatre a few evenings a week but I'live it, I
inhabit its darknesses and know how to weave my spells and in the
end my enemies fall before them.

—

LIZZY: ‘My enemies succumb’ are the words. And mummy says ‘Oh
come to bed and shut up’. She’s sitting more or less where I'm
sitting. You’re a bit further downstage, with your good side to

the audience.

MARVIN: And just like your mother you’re---infuriating to the point
of---reducing one---. (Sitting down with great fatigue at the

dressing table).

probably right that I’m not really an actress. I actually try to be
sincere, OK I rarely succeed but I do enjoy sincere company.
There are sincere people. Real people.

MARVIN: I didn’t say you weren’t an actress. You’re just a bad zcg;;as.
Allyou can do is act, sincerely, and act badly---if sincerely.
Whereas my sincerity’s perfect. It’s rehearsed to the finest
detail of hypocrisy, and it convinces everybody.

LIZZY: Just the same, that was the garden speech in May Bugs, and only a
madman talks prepared lines as conversation.

[ !z,u«—v‘ k <’://L’> 0,0,03"‘3/'
MARVIN: If Yever/speke the truth she,said you’re doing a speech from some
show. (Furious) The names are different! Inever said Tilly

or Miss Turntable in a play!

LIZZY: Well of course! You adapt.

He looks at her helplessly for a moment.

MARVIN: I could never touch that woman. When she said what about a
drinky after the show I ran for a cab. Iimagine Stokes is

' LIZZY: To sincerity? Wouldn’t that be something! You know, you’re

critics who pan my performance‘s,/ N
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wretchedly unhappy. Isee him at Whites from time to time.

LIZZYX: Is that your club? Your club should be the Garrick if you’re an
actor.
MARVIN:  Idon’t do obvious things, Sincere things.
/ >?Lﬁklf CVQ.LL'/7$/2

c‘.’ 4 ’ . . .
&ﬁerwme you’d Wave seen long ago that you needéd this siege not

LIZZY: A
for Hamlet but o keep you in a job!

MARVIN (still on his lonely theme) Doyouwonder at th€ success of
feminism?/ We males quail at the sound of mother’s rasping

I1ZZ.Y: For ygars now Nigel’s been renting this place out to other
ctions, it was dark for nine wiole months not two years ago!

I fometimes needed a rest dam

MARVIN:

No one can break through tg'you! You were offered an off-off-
off Broadway venue last month---off-off-off Broadway, ygu the

star!

LIZZY:

Times are hard dammit! /

And the Macbethjou were going to play to a nipety-five percent
absent audience¢/was a studio Macbeth, brokgn down to a two
hander, you apd Tilly! Because Nigel can’t/afford you any more
and you drag/him downhill with you---he’lVhave to sell up soon!

MARVIN: All he hag'to sell is me! The theatre ign’t his.

ear unless something

~
’t this dramatic? After thiywe’re eilther dead or playing
amlet. // :

LIZZY: The trast decided to sell within th
dramatic happens---

MARVIN:
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~HHEZY: BWDWWWM‘&@
this siege was a small event in Londen’s-theatretand-butwith-

___three people-killed-and-the-HRAcin-onit don’t you see you have
" the attention-of the worid?

/MKR‘VIN"(WA h -
eng‘g_-_ﬂhaLwe;-Lde—I-deﬂrspﬁe—of—myse}LJ:le_cmum my
hﬁﬁmr_s_ald‘_ﬂm_dld_sheﬂer_gm;ea{fe -of her own?

his great-sighsy—tizzy, T've said it often

’% MARMINIS oAty | had to act. Theatre was all I knew./\I had to cultivate the

ways of a great actor without being one, for no actorever isa
great actor. There are good moments and bad moments. You
see, they used to hold their breath at my first entrance---and
disregard the rest of the play. Funnily enough, that’s still

theatre.
LIZZY (staring at him) Areyou crying?

MARVIN: As Isaid before, that’s something I could never do. My mother
said shake your shoulders and hide your face, it’s as near as you’ll

ever get.

She goes on an impulse and sits on his lap.

LIZZY: I never opened to a man in my life like toyou. Youwent so deep
I thought I would faint. That’s why I came to you today, a woman

can see ahead.
her
MARVIN (wriggling uncomfortably) Stop talking like-mey=rrerires.

LIZZY: Why didn’t she seduce you?

MARVIN (with a leer) She had Stokes.
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LIZZY (laughing) What are you talking about? That’s Tilly Armitage!

MARVIN:

What’s the difference? (Suddenly, gripping her) Which
makes you not her daughter at all! Twenty eight years ago she
didn’t even know Stokes!

LIZZY (kissing him) Whenyou’re inside it’s like having a rich totem in there,

quivering and trembling---as if all your imagination was there!

MARVIN:+—___My imagination’s-here(indicating hishead)! _

HZZY
MARVIN:

LIZZY:
MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

/__- She-smitesand-kisses-him again dreamily.
ad—
I always wanted to fuck my father.

Thank you very much.

No I mean when you said his pot belly I felt excited. It doesn’t
matter his not being my real father.

You mean that flatulent gasping accountant took you over as a
bastard?

He’s a good man and you’re not. (Nestling her head in his
chest) Idon’tcare if they kill us, I don’t care any more.

He gazes before him.

When I was a child everything was so charming. People called
each other darling and you went to Brighton for the weekend on
the Flying Fornicator. If you went by car you wore gauntlet
gloves and flaps over your ears and you might do five miles
without seeing another vehicle. There were white and yellow
butterflies, and buttercups in the fields, and the beach at
Littlehampton was so clean it gleamed like salt at low tide.
Shaftesbury Avenue had a couple of Shakespeare productions at
least---commercial ones, mind, not subsidised. There were two
or was it three evening papers and when you opened them you
read say an article by Egvelyn Waugh or a poem by Ezra Pound
and it was stuff that didn’t insult you. You could pop round to
the Piccadilly hotel or Odenino’s for a cup of tea and you got
fresh toast and gentleman’s relish and cup cakes and some
dancing if you felt like it. The world hummed with pleasure in
those days, you heard it when you woke in the morning but now

X



LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

54

you hear planes on the descent to London airport.

But wasn’t there an awful lot of unemployment?

They laugh, squeeze each other with delight.
It’s actually “‘Wasn’t there an awful lot of hunger marches?’.

I saw it at least four times.

MARVIN (looking at her with admiration) Youreally did see just about

LIZZY:
MARVIN:

LIZZY:

(ot

MARVIN /L
LIZZY:

MARVIN:

W

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

every show of mine!

When she let me.
But surely she wouldn’t rob you of a chance to see her!

She knew I wanted you. You were the only man for me (stroking
his face). Thisis the first time in all my life I’ve felt safe,and ‘/

Mml’u\‘w
You make the most sincere statement sound phoney.

Why is that?

Well, you only have one feeling really and that’s to land yourself a
big part in a big show and your name above the title and your

phone ringing all day and agents fighting for you and new parts
i ou can pick and choose from like a rich woman over

her jewellery. Anything else, sex for instance, is counterfeit.
So is the truth, for you. Hence you always sound phoney.

What feelings other than ambitious ones do you have? Imean
your love-making’s thrilling but it’s thrilling like a show is
thrilling. So?

Don’t you see Ophelia was a liar just like you? She only comes
out insipid because people play her truthful and good. I mean

her verses are the bawdiest the Old Chap ever wrote: N@\j\/

Tomorrow is Saint Valentine’s Day \I)

All in the morning betime, 9
And I a maid at your window, (7\/@-

To be your Valentine. : 1 £y
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Then up he rose and donned his clo’es
And dupped the chamber door

Let in the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

TOGETHER: By Gos and by Saint Charity
Alack and fie for shame!
Young men will do’t if they come to’t,
By cock, they are to blame!

It delights them.
LIZZY: Quoth she, ‘Before you tumbled me
You promised me to wed’.
MARVIN; ‘Sowould I ’a done, by yonder sun,
An thou hadst not come to my bed.’
LIZZY: Is that what you feel?
MARVIN: What?
LIZZY: That because you fucked me you have no further interest in me?
MARVIN: I never had any further interest in you.
They laugh. ~—
LIZZY: I spent hours pushing my clit up against his belly when I was

thirteen or fourteen. Arthur Stokes, chartered accountant,
doesn’t get.anything but figures but how I wanted that man!

MARVIN: The poor man ached for Tilly, not you.

LIZZY: She never got in before three in the morning and her shows were
usually down by eleven. She could easily have told him pick me
up at the theatre but she never did because her real name was

Duchesse de Sade.

MARVIN: That’s what I called her.

LIZZY (sweetly) I1know. He used tosit drinking whisky and watching the box
and I knew he was good for a cuddle after the third or fourth
drink. One evening when I was sixteen he went to bed early and I
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LIZZY:
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started tickling him and he pulled me into bed with him, I’d just
had a bath and only had a dressing gown on and he started to put
it in, I nearly fainted and would you believe it the front door
opens and in she comes, she’s never been home that early before
or since, he was half in and I swear he was just about to come and
she’s suddenly standing over the bed screaming ‘Leave my

~

/

o

child alone!” and tearing all the bedclothes off to get a better View.

Jgoks Then she puts her arms round me and takes me off to my
room and she rocks me in her arms, the silly cow, and keeps
saying ‘Poor darling! Poor darling!’. She didn’t give a damn
about me sleeping with him, she just wanted to keep us both out
of the deepest thrill of our lives. I've never forgiven her for that.

For doing what any mother would?

She didn’t let him out until dawn.

Out?

She let him come inside! He must still be dreaming about that
one night, first me, then her, it extended until dawn and then he
fell into the happiest sleep of his life, I could hear him snoring.
She makes a sort of shocked gasp, you know, when she comes.
Almost a protest, a refusal. Asif she’s in bed for reasonably
polite conversation and then this thrusting begins and she can’t
account for it and makes that gasp as if he’s taking a fearful
liberty, but she allows it out of a kind of inability to quite

understand.

He looks away.

LIZZY (cont.) Am I making you jealous?

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

Not on your Nelly, I was thinking of what Freud said in A Man
Called Shrink---a lover’s always second best for a woman because
he isn’t her father. (He shrugs) I've been so close to Tilly in
stage embraces, stage marriages that we never---

You see, she let him have it the whole night only to kill his desire
for me. Itwas pure jealousy, she was just scared of any sex
happening that she wasn’t having. It had nothing to do with me
being her daughter. She drugs all her men like that. Drugs
them! Notwith her body because she hasn’t got much of one, her
strength lies between her legs, she weaves a spell there and
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they’re her prisoners for life. That efficient organ is such a
tunnel of sweets and ecstasies I feel she must have rehearsed its
performances as meticulously as she does all her stage business.
So quiet, so secretive without being furtive!

You have a special eloquence when you talk about Tilly.
I married Nigel to get free of her. Iwas living in her pleasures.
Captive of both wife and daughter, poor Arthur Stokes!

AN TS .
When we were asleep I could feel thosel IHRA-men downstairs
yearning for awoman in their dreams! Danger does that. Do
you remember that world holocaust play---?

I’ll say! Ilost twenty thousand on it.

Where the woman goes round offering herself to the men just

before some battle. The last coitus! That was what it was like
between you and me! And it’s always going to be like that!
We’ll never look at anybody else (clutching his hand and
biting it), let’s draw blood like the gypsies and marry now,

whether they kill us or not!

She continues biting him until he jumps up
yelling and nursing his hand.

What the fuck are you doing? You nearly bit my fiflger off!

LIZZY (uninfluenced) Let’s at least enjoy our last moments darling! All my
childhood I yearned for you and now they want to snatch you away

MARVIN:

from me! You melted in with the golden afternoon light and the

-

tea table with its gleaming white cloth and all the good things, the

raisin cake and the fire crackers and icing with the little
terracotta hobgoblins (taking of f her panty hose) and the
chrysanthemums in a bowl and the hum of voices I knew and the
dark vivid colours of my comics and the sound of the street
outside! How can one open one’s legs to an outsider? Itisa
boy! Icanfeel him (asshe pursues MARVIN), he’s kicking!

I’ll kick you if you don’t get out of my way (jumping around to

avoid her)! AND STOP QUOTING THAT BLOODY WORLD

HOLOCAUST PLAY! (Dodging her) 1told,you,Ilosta mint
onit. Itwas Nigel Burbage’s fault. He said I get a hundred

X
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world holocaust plays a week and I've got to do one just to show
the silly buggers they don’t work. Now listen to me---(gripping
her wrists firmly so that she can’t move and pushing her on
to the settee) Pullyourself together! You’ve gotyour lines
mixed up. You’ve moved on to that bloody Royal Court disaster,

Incest!

He backs away from her as she shivers and
comes back to herself, gazing at the floor.

Everything is hushed. He looks at herina
gingerly way, as if about to announce
something.

MARVIN (cont.) Yousee, Lizzy, I did have your mother.
She looks up at him blearily.

MARVIN (cont.) Itwaslongbefore Arthur Stokes. When I thought she was

human.
LIZZY: How long ago?
MARVIN: Twenty eight years ago. We did it night and day for a week and

she didn’t take any precautions.

A long pause during which she sighs,
involuntarily picks up her panty hose, then
throws it back on the floor again.

LIZZY: I always half knew it, wanted it so deeply!
MARVIN: I’'m not saying it’s the case, nothing was proved, she was having
others of course but it’s possible, just possible---

LIZZY: In other words it’s definite.

MARVIN: It could be, yes.
She pulls her panty hose back on and puts on
her shoes.

LIZZY: I’'m going to find out.
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MARYVIN: Find out what?

LIZZY: If you’re my daddy! You are my daddy aren’tyou?

MARVIN: How the hell do  know?

LIZZY: That’s why I’'m going to ask her! She’s downstairs rehearsing!
She walks towards the exit door. He gapes at
her.

olior o
MARVIN: The M/s down there too.
LIZZY: Exactly.

She walks to the door.
LIZZY (cont.) And I wouldn’t try and stop me if I were you.

MARVIN: I don’t intend to.

LIZZY (walking on) Don’t worry, the last thing they’ll want to do to a woman is
kill her, daddy. Yousee this (opening her blouse and
showing him her breasts), daddy?

He does nothing.

She has gone.

We hear her footsteps echoing down the
staircase.

Suddenly there is a burst of machine-gun fire.

MARVIN (rushing to the exit) Viktoria! Viktoria!

Blackout.
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% THREE

The lights are set dim.

MARVIN and LIZZY are once more lying
asleep on the settee. As before, she is more

or less on top of him.

MARVIN’s head is thrown back in extreme
exhaustion. His mouth is wide open. They
lie motionless, in a dead sleep.

We discern hushed movement in the area of
the inner room.

Without a sound A HOODED FIGURE
enters from the staircase and pauses to take
in his surroundings.

He sees MARVIN and LIZZY and remains a
few feet away, gazing at them. He stands
there for some time.

He tiptoes to the settee. When he reaches it
he stops, turning his gaze from MARVIN to
LIZZY and back again. He moves closer to
MARVIN.

He bends down and peers deeply into
MARVIN’s face, so that he almost touches

him. He remains like this, peering at
MARYVIN, motionless.

MARVIN, stirred from his sleep by this
proximity, blinks slightly, makes a movement.
He starts and seems for a moment to see
THE HOODED FIGURE. He lets outa
sleep-muffled cry of horror, the silent scream

of nightmare.
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Per®eiving this THE HOODED FIGURE
withdraws, but slowly, still gazing at
MARVIN, who seems to be following his
movements with the utmost fear.

THE HOODED FIGURE disappears behind
the arch.

MARVIN (shaking LIZZY awake) Didyou see that? (Asshe stirs
helplessly) Didyousee?

LIZZY (suddenly awake and sitting up, hitting his face indoing so) See
what?

MARVIN: Oh my God we must have left the door open!

LIZZY (catching his terror) Who was it?
MARVIN: A man! A hooded man!

LIZZY (throwing herself back) Ohfuck off!
MARVIN: He was here, here! Well get up dammit and shut the door!

Instead she hides her head under the blanket.

MARVIN (cont.) Where’s that mike?
He pulls it from under her the mike and
frantically switches it to on.

MARVIN (into the mike) Hullo! Hullo! Areyou there?

LIZZY (still hidden) Well of course I'm here (pulling the blanket away
from her face in exasperation)!

Silence. /
N NN e AS
MARVIN: Oh my God they’ve buggered off and left us w e !

He desperately glances round at the inner
room. H.N.’svoice breaks in quietly.

(i~ (el 28 Kce tree)
H.N. ) /° Areyou calling us Mr James?

hat
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MARVIN (into the mike) One of them just came in! Hood over his head!

MARWVIN: __ Whoelse?
H.N. (VO)y—With-a-heed-en? Was he in a policeman’s uniform Mr James?

MARVIN: I was asleep, how the hell should I know?

H.N. (&) And how did he effect his entry Mr James?
MARVIN: He just walked in! We must have left the door open!

H.N. (#Q) Have you closed it Mr James?
MARVIN: Notyet. (Hissing at LIZZY) Shutthe fucking door!

LIZZY (hissing back) And get myself shot?

H.N. (V) Shouldn’t you do that right away Mr James?

MARVIN manages to throw LIZZY off and
stumble towards the arch, still holding the

mike.
MARVIN (into the mike) I’m doing it now.

He approaches the doorway in gingerly
fashion, craning round, on tiptoe.

LIZZY (hissing) Youflabbyyellow-livered wanker!

MARVIN : Ssssssh! e b ;;).,sLJLZ~

He takes the plunge and with a grotesque run
kicks the door closed, locks it once and
rushes back to the settee and throws himself

back on it.

MARVIN (into the mike) I've done it!

H.N.(VO) What possessed you to open the door in the first place Mr James?
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Miss Turnstile ran out. Couldn’t stand the strain. She came
back pretty quick when the bullets started flying!

There was an unaccountable burst of machine gunfire at around
1.00 a.m.

They fired up the stairs. She prefers life as a hostage.

We didn’t call you, thinking you might be asleep.

We took a sleeping pill.
Hence the open door.

Exactly.

The negotiations are breaking down, Mr James. At the moment
they’re trying to strike a bargain over your lives.

Oh my God!
LIZZY hides her head again.

They will kill you both if they don’t get safe passage back to
Ireland. But of course sir the Home Secretary can hardly consent

to that.
Aren’t they threatening you as well?

We humble policemen aren’t the news value you are Mr James.
It’s a war of attrition sir. But I think we’re wearing them down.
Since there are so few of them they can only sleep fitfully. Might
I suggest you and Miss Turndale quarrel less audibly? Please
remember that you have both been trained in voice projection.
Your voices are even reaching us over the IRA intercom.

MARVIN (to LIZZY, hissing) It’s that bloody fog horn of yours!

H.N. (V0)
MARVIN:

H.N. (V0)

Are you a catholic sir?

No.

And Miss Turndale?
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LIZZY (hissing with withering scorn) What, Tilly Armitage’s daughter? I'm
not even baptised.

MARVIN (into the mike) Agnostic.

H.N. (VO) Would you nevertheless join us in a prayer from one here who's a
C. of E. minister?

MARVIN: I suppose so.

C.of E. MAN: Let our minds dwell not on saving this life but on the glories of
the next, so that should the moment come we shall be inwardly

prepared and readily accept the sacrifice we have been called
upon to make for ends which, in our earthly mantle, we cannot
properly understand, in the name of the Father, the Son and the

Holy Ghost.

ALL: Amen.

MARVIN is thoroughly mournful after this,
his chin in his chest.

LIZZY (appearing again) That’s the death knell. My granma used to say
about clergymen if it’s a catholic expect a glass of whisky but a

protestant is curtains.
MARVIN: Stuff your granma.
LIZZY (jumping up---and in the act pushing him off the settee) I’'m going

to make some coffee. (On her way to the inner room) We
need a plan! (Off) Allyou’ve got is this instant stuff! You’re a

born faker!

MARVIN: The IRA’ll pick that up. (Wandering over to the inner room)
What the hell are you doing? That’s for constipation! The
coffee’s in a jar marked jasmine tea!

Something made of glass smashes.

MARVIN (cont.) Oh my God!

LIZZY (screaming, off) STOP SAYING THAT! Can’tyou see I've burned
myself?
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MARVIN (entering the inner room, off) Youdon’t leave the gas on while you
talk and then light it!

He leads her back into the dressing room
with his arm round her.

MARVIN (cont.) Justlike your mother. Can’t even fix an egg.
LIZZY (hiding her head in his chest) 1don’t want to die!

MARVIN: So what about this plan?

LIZZY (abruptly ceasing to cry) That man came in here to see Marvin James!
With his own eyes! Don’t you see what magic you have for people

as long as they don’t know you personally?
MARVIN: You're trembling. Why don’t you sit down?

He deposits her on the settee.

MARVIN (cont.) Soyouwishtouse me?

Yes! Ineedn’ttell youthat the great Garrick made his first hit as

LIZZXY;
Richard 111 by playing it without rant or declamation or those big
artificial gestures thatwere fashionable at the time.
Assilence. He stares at her.
MARVIN: That’s Tilly’s mad scene.
LIZZY: Critics of the time tell us he had an easy and familiar yet forceful

style. You know that in 1746 he and the actor Quin, who played
in the old flamboyant style, had a competition to see which of

them the audience preferred.

MARVIN (touching her) Your hands are ice cold. Wake up! Wake up!
(Slapping her cheeks slightly).

Garrick’s natural style won. 53 years later another great actor
called Kemble made his debut, also as Richard 111. He returned
to the old high deportment but not to the ranting.

LIZZY:

MARVIN (past his patience) YesIknow---
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He had a solemn cadence but made rather long stately pauses,
while his action was extremely expressive. Now may I ask you a

question?
I think I prefer coffee.

Which of those three do you prefer?

They all bore the shit out of me. Andsodoyou. (Turning his
back on her) You’re an alternative to the IRA but only just.

Kemble?

Frighten me out of my wits! Just like your mother. She feigned
dead once. Two minutes was being called, you’ve never seen
such a bloody commotion in all your life! They held the curtain
and they carried her onstage. ‘Play dead to a full house!’ the
ASM said and dropped her on the floor and ordered the tabs up.
She was on her feet in a jiffy, the artful bitch!

LIZZY (still trembling violently) Kemble?

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

Let me get some milk first. (He returnstothe kitchen, off)
Kemble no, too romantic.

So it’s Garrick?

MARVIN (off) Garrick had my sort of magnetism. Had them in the palm of his

LIZZY;

TOGETHER;
LIZZY:
TOGETHER:
MARVIN:

LIZZY:

hand (appearing again with a glass of milk and sipping
fromit). .

So you see how you live at cross purposes, how you esteem
Garrick and act like Quin---

And in the end succeed only in being Kemble.

Don’tyou see you must now graduate to Henry Irving---

By adding hypnotism?

As a matter of fact, you're marginally more bonkers than she is.

With your magic you can beguile, persuade, flatter, convince!
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LIZZY:

TOGETHER:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:
MARVIN:
LIZZY:

MARVIN:
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Go downstairs and use it! I’d do it if I had your fifty years of
experience!

Fifty?

Allyour life you’ve twisted directors and managers and leading
ladies---

---and casting agencies round your fickle finger.

Go and twist the IRA!

He sits at the dressing table and studies
himself at the mirror.

What would I tell them?

‘Hullo, I believe you’re all Dubliners. Idid a dramatisation of
The Dubliners a while back.’

He stares at her.

I didn’t. Thatwas Samuel Beckett. He wanted to write a one-
man show for me as a hand. Isaid what about my mouth and he
said that’ll be invisible, all I want is your hand, I told him to piss

off.
Tell them that.
What?

About Samuel Beckett.

Itisn’t true (as he begins to make up). Anyway, I must have
real lines. Ican’ttalklike a person.

He takes a packet of letters tied round with
ribbon from a drawer.

MARVIN (cont., throwing them at her) Here! Let’srehearse from ‘I have

remembrances of yours.’

LIZZY (trembling violently) I'm not doing that Ophelia scene! (Screaming)

ICAN'T! ICAN'T!
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He suddenly jumps up with enormous
ferocity and seizes her by the throat.

MARVIN (cont.) You’re acting along with me! Now pull yourself together!
They like to see a nice pair of tits! (Asshe hesitates) Gointhe

kitchen and wait for your cue!

She picks up the packet of letters and start to
goreluctantly. He sets the lights. She turns,

watching him.

L1ZZY: We’re performing here?

MARVIN: Since the buggers aren’t paying the least they can do is walk up
the stairs.

LIZZY: You mean you’re afraid to walk down them.

MARVIN: Get out!

She leaves. He finalises the lights and
prepares his position, his best side towards

the door.

MARVIN (cont. playing Hamlet) Softyounow! The fair Ophelia (gazing
toward the kitchen area)!

No LIZZY.

MARVIN (cont.) Softyounow! Thefair---! What the fuck are you doing?

LIZZY comes in with her eyes popping out of
her head. She has taken the ribbon off the

packet of letters.

LIZZY: These letters are from my mother!

MARVIN (dashing forward) How dare you---!

She jumps aside, clinging to the letters.

LIZZY (reading from a letter) ‘She tried to burn the house down yesterday.’
Who’s she?
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MARVIN: I wouldn’t press the enquiry if I were you. You’ve been hurt
once, this time it’ll be worse! Worse than me sleeping with your

mother for a week!

LIZZY (resolute) Who's she?

He walks away.

MARVIN: My daughter. 1think. Her name’s Viktoria with a K.

LIZZY: That’s the name you shouted down the stairs!

MARVIN: My daughter by your mum. There, I told you not to walk into the
fire.

She sits down under the weight of the shock.

LIZZY (completely out of it) Youmeanyou’re not my daddy? ThatI
haven’t committed incest? ThatI don’t have the child of incest within me?

MARYVIN: I’m talking about Viktoria, not you. After all, we named this
theatre after her. Iwanted it spelt with a K but Tilly said no,
spell it like the old Vic, it has more impact.

She watches him.

So I’m Arthur Stokes’s daughter after all? Idon’t mind being

LIZZLY;
his daughter (her face crinkling up with tears), 1 love him,
but I just want to know!

MARVIN: Read some more, burn your hands more.

LIZZY (reading unwillingly through her tears but also excited) ‘She’sa
criminal like you’. (Looks at him) ‘She said she’ll come to

your first night and start screaming when you say out out brief
candle. She says you can put your bloody candle where the
monkey put the nuts. She says you snuffed her candle all right.
And she says she lovesyou.” (Looks at him) ‘She’d much
rather see you than me. That’s your dirty work too isn’t it?
Undermining and pulling down, counting me for nothing,
upstaging me as you’ve always done! By the way, Viktoria says
she put a real knife inyour daggers cupboard last night---’
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LIZZY (cont.) If that’s true you could have killed me two days ago! That could
have been my blood, not ketchup. Isthere areal knife in that

cupboard?

MARVIN: Oh Viktoria’s full of nonsense.

LIZZY (thinking) Wait a minute. You and Tilly did a play called The Name’s
Viktoria. Thatwaswitha Kwasn’tit? You’re so bloody mad,

you’re so---!

She relapses into quiet crying.

MARVIN: The letters might give you a clue.

LIZZY (éontrolling herself and reading on) ‘She saysyouwon’t be able to
tell the difference between that knife and the other ones---!

MARVIN: Nor will L.

LIZZY (screaming as she throws down the letters) It’s the play! These are
letters from the play! My mother couldn’t learn her lines and she

had these notes in her handbag! The critics said what a
wonderful effect she got always looking down at her handbag---

such demureness, such pathos!

MARVIN (with a feckless shrug) Well, you know---critics.

You pair of fucking frauds! (Suddenly screaming out) WHO
AMI1? ISTHERE ONE OR TWO OF ME? AMI VIKTORIA

AS WELL OR NOT VIKTORIA AT ALL?

LIZZY:

MARVIN (shifting about) Idon’t know.

LIZZY (hysterically) 1did tell mum you could stuff your bloody candle! But
(her face crinkling up again) the monkey and his nuts aren’t
me.

You see, you are Viktoria in the sense that Tilly and I talk about

you both as Viktoria. Sometimes. I mean we use the same
name for convenience. I meanIdon’t know if you’re mine butI

know she is.

MARVIN:
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Yetyou say she’s me! The madman says that Lizzy is Viktoira,
Viktoria Lizzy! Or 1 might be Viktoria! TELL ME MY NAME
YOU SHIT! Idon’t know who Iam! Doesn’t that move you to
pity? Please God tell me who I am! Idon’t know if I'm Lizzy or
Viktoria or even anybody at all! Tell me I’m somebody you shit!

TELL ME I’'M---!
MARVIN gets hold of her.

Calm yourself---Viktoria!

TELL ME ONCE AND FOR ALL YOU SHIT AM I BEARING
YOUR GRANDSON? HAVEIGOT YOUR GRANDSON

INSIDE ME?

He seems to be thinking this over.

LIZZY (cont.) Tell me! (Crying desperately) Doyouwant to know

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

MARVIN:

something about yourself? You’re not bonkers, you should be in
care, male nurses should be looking after you, your walls should

be padded.

In the twenty-eight years since Viktoria’s birth not a soul has
discovered, as far as I know, that she isn’t Arthur Stokes’s

~daughter.

No feelings, no heart!

The other day I was in a little tea room and Viktoria came in. I
happened to be with Joyce Bellamy, you know the girl who played
Clarissa in May Bugs. Viktoria came in clutching her belly, oh it
was some absurd little drama she was enacting---

Appendicitis!

And Joyce whispered to me venomously---

LIZZY (screaming) This is the Viktoria play!!

MARVIN:

LIZZY:

She venomously whispered, Look at that, she’s holding her belly
because you’ve got your fist up her!

And soyou have! You have!



MARYVIN:

TOGETHER:

MARVIN:

TOGETHER:
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May I put in a good word for myself?

Betrayal was the horror of my childhood, it was in my mother’s
goodnight kiss, her surreptitious return in the early hours with yet

another fellow.

The bed springs would clang---

---like bells from hell! At dawn, sleepless, I would rise and go to
the door of her bedroom and do you know what I would do---

LIZZY (breaking off) Ohmy God (her head in her hands)! We’re going to

be shot...

MARVIN (continuing the speech and now trembling too) Iwould stand

TOGETHER:

LIZZY:

H.N. (V0)

there and try to smell him, smell the kind of man he was! My
stomach was sickened for life.

Do you wonder I couldn’t let my daughter go, even to the point of
acknowledging her? Won’t you see that she’s the only creature in
my life not bold enough to do without me and thus betray me?

A long silence.
All right. Igotthe message. You’re not going downstairs.
You’'re not going to perform for the IRA even up here. YOU’RE
JUST SHIT SCARED SO SIT DOWN AND SHUT UP!

He stares vacantly before him.

H.N. breaks in over the intercom.

Mr James?

Neither of them stirs. Then with his eyes on
LIZZY he takes up the mike.

MARVIN (into the mike) Yes?

H.N. (V 0)
LIZZY:

H.N. (V0)

I’m afraid we must give up hope.

There, what did I say?

The Resistance won’t accept the Home Secretary’s conditions. I
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can’t tell what might happen. If the Home Secretary doesn’t
recant within ten minutes the fuse will be fired. I’m sorry Mr
James. Miss Turndale, this is particularly tragic in your case

because you are the more innocent party. Prayers are being
offered throughout the nation and the United States. Standing
two minute silences are being planned at some Broadway
theatres. The managing committee of Equity in Dublin has
issued a special appeal to the IRA to spare us. We did our best

Mr James. We must die bravely.
MARVIN (to himself) Oh fuck off.
LIZZY shivers.

The intercom switches out.

They have nothing to say.

An ambulance siren is heard. And then
police sirens.

LIZZY (cont., bursting into tears and rushing to him) Oh daddy we’re
going to die!

He holds her in silence, then leads her to the
window.

MARVIN: Oh, I've played many last scenes my dear. (As theygaze out of
the window) Look how normal everything is---buses, I can see a

woman leading her dog.

LIZZY (shaking her head) 1don’twant to look!

MARVIN: That dress of yours should be dry by now! Tryiton! The one
from May Buds.

LIZZY (through her tears, shivering) I played itinrep---York, Coventry,
Liverpool. And a parish hall in Torquay, off season.

MARVIN: Do you remember Dallying with a Maiden? (Bustling about)
I've a tape of the whole number. And the lighting programme! 1
can synch it in a jiffy! (singing) Whan an old man dallies with a

maiden---
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He fixes the console.

MARVIN (singing, to encourage her) When an old man dallies with a
maiden---

LIZZY joins in croakingly.

TOGETHER: He dances with death, he dances with death!

With a glance at him for reassurance she runs
behind the screen to change into her original

dress.

He runs to the door to the door and unlocks
it, flings it open. He goes out and stands,
off, at the top of the staircase, shouting down

hysterically.

MARVIN (cont.,off) Guerillas! Guerillas! Feelfree to climb the stairs!
Have no fear of my arms arsenal! The safety catches are on, the
bullets have been removed! Come and see the dance that rocked
Broadway! Hear the music that haunted a generation! If we

must die let us do so on a note of joy!

He hurries back on and goes to the console,
where he sets the lighting programme. He
presses two buttons simultaneously and the
overture to May Buds begins. With childish
wonder he watches the lights as they come

up.

MARVIN (cont., mouthing to the rhythm)
When an old man dallies with a maiden

He dances with death, he dances with death.

He puts on a trilby hat at a rakish angle and
glances at himself in the dressing table
mirror, humming. He is urbane and
debonair. He puts on a jacket.

LIZZY makes a sweeping entrance through
the arch in her dress.

The lights come up gold for her entrance and
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the gold spreads to enclose the setin a
bustling, cheerful light that exactly reflects
MARVIN’S man about town appearance.

The cue for their dance comes. They meet
centre, behind the settee, and he takes her
hand. She does the first steps, he remaining
still to watch them with paternal interest.
He mimes charmed approval.

He joins her steps until they are dancing
together with great precision. This carefree
music arouses the kind of elation we
associate with a successful musical in which
the hit numbers seem to have been written in
our minds before we hear them, so
spontaneous and natural do they seem.

The lights add amber and silver to the gold.
The dance at one point has elements of Jack
Buchanan’s soft-tap style. Then it goes into
hard aerobic choreography, which proves too
much for MARVIN. He begins to falter,
reel, yet strangely he keeps his rhythm and is
part of the dance. Hisface takesona
vacant, then a frightened look. This is part
of the routine. They now break from each
other’s rhythms and the lights change to
darker and more threatening combinations.

As the dance proceeds THE HOODED MAN
returns. We see him more clearly now. He
has a knitted mask that covers his head and
all but his eyes and lips. Otherwise he has a
conventional suit on. He watches them from
the doorway and then slips, well upstage, to
the archway. He continues watching them,
ready to conceal himself.

LIZZY dances round MARVIN as he falters,
her steps jagged in their beat. Thereisa
disturbing deep twanging in the music.

He almost falls. The dance macabre begins.
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It is a helpless, jerky thing. She is powerful,
flushed, strong. A certain deathly joy comes
over his movements too. This is a mad joy,
as if his movements were being worked from
another source. His look is inspired, deathly
wan, hers is coolly triumphant. The lights
become deep purple, brighten to silver and
then they begin to dim almost to blackout.
As they do so we perceive that LIZZY’s dress
has a phosphorescent design of the Reaper
and his Scythe, while MARVIN’s jacket has a
Skull and Crossbones. These luminous
designs hover together in the darkness.

The music stops. MARVIN goes to the
console and kills the lighting programme.
They stare at each other, panting.

THE HOODED MAN is hidden behind the
arch.

MARVIN goes to the open door once more
and out onto the landing.

MARVIN (cont., returning) Nobody. (Listening) IthinkI hearfootsteps.
(Shouting down the stairs again) Guerrillas! Friends! Pray
come and take your seats--- (To LIZZY) We’ll have torunit

again.
LIZZY: They’ll never come up here! Do you want to know why?

- He disregards her and she makes a furious
dash to where he is standing.

LIZZY (cont., close to his face) They’re laughing out loud! You're afreak
and a fraud! You’ve ruined our<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>