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Author’s Note







Fall is the last play in a trilogy of plays, Solstice, Midwinter and Fall, and it can be seen either alone or as part of the whole.


They all have a people, and all have a river. Other than that, the setting may or may not be the same.

























Characters





Kate


a woman in her fifties, from the mountains


Evener


a war criminal


Liddel


a doctor, a friend of Kate’s


Guard


a prison guard


Pierre


the Prime Minister


Kiki


his wife


Howard


his deputy


Justine


an activist from London
























Act One
























SCENE ONE








A prison cell.


A very old man and a woman in her fifties.


The old man, Evener, sits on a hard-backed chair.


The woman, Kate, on the floor.


Silence.


Then the woman begins to speak. Slowly at first.




Kate


I was listening to a record.




Was interrupted by his footsteps. I had been waiting for him. Waiting for him and not waiting.


Alone.


You know what alone is.


Only me and the fields.


A magpie swooping over the house.


A stray cat that came looking for milk.


I was cooking beans.


Or I should have been – I had cut the halves up and I remember because I had cut my thumb. I had to go looking for a plaster.


He doesn’t really like beans, but he tolerates it.


He thinks we eat too many beans.


I tried to tease him about it, but he never laughs.


Work is a hard place.


They put pressure on him. It’s a horrible environment.


I understand that.


Everyone told me I had made a good match when I married him.


It’s funny because the first half of the evening is so clear and yet, later, I can’t remember clearing away the meal. Did we eat the beans in the end? We certainly hadn’t eaten anything before the doorbell rang.


The beans were boiling. I remember that because I had to turn them off. A minute later, in the panic, I turned them off. They will boil over, I thought, strange how one has some presence of mind whatever the circumstance. There will be water all over the floor.


He answered the door.


It was Liddel. Our good friend. A doctor.


And we said come in, and he said he couldn’t.


And Hal says, why man, don’t be absurd, don’t just stand there in the cold. Come in and put the door shut behind you.


I have blood on my shoes, says Liddel.


And I looked and sure enough there was blood on his shoes.


I’ve hit something, he says.


And Hal hasn’t heard properly because he is still trying to get him through the door.


He has hit something, Hal, I say. In the car.


Liddel’s voice is shaking.


I thought it was just a badger, but it’s not.


Oh my God, that was me, but in my head. The inner voice in my skull, breathing. Oh my God, we are here already.


And I realise that is what I have been waiting for, all these months I have been waiting, and not knowing why I can’t move from my chair hardly, just about make it to the end of the lane, but further? No. I have to be home because of the man Liddel will hit on our track.


I am kind of momentarily paralysed, but Hal and Liddel, they rush around. They take a torch and go out immediately. It’s dark already.


I turn off the beans.


They are already boiling.


I look out of the window.


I can see the torch, the two men. They are standing over something, looking.


When Liddel comes back in, he is shaking. I pour him a brandy.


It is too late, he says.


Who was he? I ask.


No one, he says. No one we recognise.


Hal comes back in.


I need a sheet, he says.


An old one.


What are you going to do with it? Him?


I am sorry to describe it this way, but that is how it was.


I am going to wrap him in a sheet and throw him in the river.


Liddel is a good man, that is the basis we were working from. A good man, but not a good driver. He has caused an accident before and lost his licence. He shouldn’t have been driving, we both had told him that many times, but he had to go to and from his mother’s door, and out to the surgery three times a week. He had to drive.


The blood, where did the blood come from? I asked.


What blood?


The blood on your shoes. You are covered in blood, and yet even from the window I could see there was none on the man.


He had a dog. Liddel said.


The dog is still on the road.


I go to the cupboard to give Hal a sheet. I am not happy about it, I mean not the sheet. I would have given our best sheets, but I am not happy about Hal’s plan. I ask him about it.


By the morning he will be out to sea, he says.


He is some mother’s son, I say.


I can see that cloud over his face again, he doesn’t want an argument.


People do worse, he says.


We are trying to be civilised now though, aren’t we? I answer back. I know it sounds silly that I said that, but back then that was how we were thinking. I was thinking. I was conscious in everything we did, we had to try to break a mould. Think differently, approach things with a new gaze.


We will pick some flowers, Hal said.


Throw them in the river after him.


It is autumn, the flowers are dead, I said.


So is he. So is he, Kate.


He is completely DEAD.







Beat.





Liddel watching all the time.




He had seen me and Hal lots over the years, knew what we were like.


We disagree, it doesn’t matter.


Hal goes on.


Know what we could do?


What most of the country would do?


Don’t, I say.


Why not? Others would. All we’d have to do is strip him and shave him, and say we found him somewhere. OK, we might have to put a match up to his face, burn the skin a little, break a few bones, take away any distinguishing marks. Then we take him to the nearest grieving widow and we knock on her door.


There are so many desperate women out there, Kate, we won’t have to look hard. And when she answers the door, she will look us in the face, and we will say, good news. Good news. We have found your old Tom Hindler or Sam Oldbody or whoever. We found him lying in a field or thrown from a prison or lynched from a tree. Look, here he is.


And the old dear is so split in two by the moment that her face almost goes as grey as the corpse itself. Don’t look at me like that, Kate, I see this every day of the week. You wonder why I need a drink when I come in, I see this every day. And yet somehow, because they are amazing, these old women, most of them not even that old, somehow she has enough dignity instilled in her, from watching her mother and grandmother, that she knows she must have the presence of mind to feel into her pocket and pull out a few coins. A pound or two. A dollar. All she can afford.


And she’ll press it into our hands and she will even thank us.


You might not like it. But read the papers. It happens every day. If you ever stepped out the door –


I know what goes on, I say.


Then don’t talk about being civilised. Hal again. Don’t think that all this talk of a new government means we are civilised.


And it is true if we were like our neighbours, a dead old man, newly mutilated, battered and shorn, would soon be lying in a grave belonging to a man he never heard of, and being visited every day by a woman he never met.


But we aren’t like our neighbours, I say.


Exactly, says Hal, let’s take him down to the river and send him out to sea.







Beat.





Maybe we ate the beans while we decided.




We got some brandy out, I know that. Liddel’s hands still shaking.


Hal’s face clouding over.


It’s the curious thing about him, and I told him so. It’s the thing I always forget and yet at the beginning I most loved.


He never asks for help.


He works for this new government, did. He was one of the people that hands out the new helpline numbers, the new initiatives they come from him. Or the department he worked in anyway. And yet when it comes to it – he won’t call.


Liddel, he says, I told you. He will go to prison.


He doesn’t even like Liddel. I should have realised then. Liddel if anything is my friend. I like having him around, just as a third person. Another person sitting in another chair. Stopping us being two.


If Hal had had his way, Liddel would have stopped calling years ago.


You make up another explanation of why we have a dead man on our drive and I will call. Hal again.


Liddel drinks his brandy.


I’ll bury the dog, I say.


I pick up the shovel.


He doesn’t try to stop me. Doesn’t say, don’t go out, stay in where it is warm.


He lets me go.


He must have been sure you were dead.


It’s not all that cold. I’m sure you were freezing, but it was still a mild night. The week before we had had frost and so all the trees were losing their leaves, and I had said that to Liddel, while we were in the kitchen, there were leaves all over the roads, no wonder it was skiddy.


He didn’t really answer.


He still hadn’t taken off his shoes.


I followed his footprints back to the car.


I could see that he had walked round twice. It looked like he had got out once and got back into the car. Had maybe sat there thinking, what do I do next, or perhaps just sat there thinking nothing at all, like I do.





Hal and Liddel must have moved you, that was my first thought. They must have moved you clear of the road, because where you were and where the car was, they didn’t add up. You couldn’t have been thrown that wide.




They must have carried you carefully and laid you down.


Like a little child. Asleep.


Only not, of course.


I had only seen one dead body before, and don’t say how did I manage that. I know I was lucky, in some ways. Or lucky not to have seen. The people I lost were taken away and shot and never returned, so one didn’t have to see them dead, didn’t have to go to funerals with open-topped coffins and stare at any dead faces.


The person I had seen was a dead child.


Died of a fever. Not the only child in the village to get it, but the only to die. After all we have been through, this, the mothers agreed.


I never touched her.


I went to the funeral and held her mother’s hand but never touched her.


I had wanted to.


Like I had wanted to touch my own.


So, you, you were intriguing.


Only you weren’t dead.


I was reaching out to straighten up your shirt, which had somehow got caught under you as they had moved you, I suppose, and once I had done that, I was intrigued, as I said, intrigued by how your skin would feel, whether it would be clammy or still warm or just cold. My hands are always freezing, but would they be colder than yours?


I put my hand around your neck, and then further down to your chest.










You were cold. Cold as the day.


On that score you felt as dead as you could be.


But somewhere under that ripped shirt and cold skin a frail heart was still beating.


I ran back to the kitchen, I was calling them from the path. Hal, Liddel, help help, he isn’t dead. He is still breathing, his heart. Help we need help, we must call help.


Of course, that’s it: that is when they were eating the beans. They had sat down and started eating the beans while I had gone to bury the dead dog.


They both came.


An alive man in your garden is a different kind of problem.


Yes, your heart was beating, but only vaguely. A beat every so often – I wouldn’t call it strong. And God knows what other injuries you had.


Hal ran back to the phone. The helpline number. I don’t know if he needed to look it up or if it just came into his head naturally.


It isn’t working, he said.


Ironic really, on the day we needed it. We just got put in a queue and seemed to stay there. There is something wrong, Hal said. We shouldn’t go through to this tune. This is the tune we have when you have reached the end of the line. You could be listening to that tune all night. The man needs help, I was saying, and quick.


I’ll take him, says Liddel. I can put him in the back of the car, and drive him to the town.


Don’t be ridiculous, I told him. Apart from the fact that he was still shaking, shouldn’t be driving in the first place, Liddel had had most of the bottle of brandy since he had been in my kitchen. He couldn’t go.


So I’ll take him, said Hal.


And nobody disagreed.


It has crossed my mind, many times if you must know, that he didn’t recognise you at all. Or at least not by that point. That he really was offering help. Intending to do just as he said.


But I don’t think that was really how it was.


It would be nice to think that for a second, comforting, but I am trying to think differently now. About him anyway.


He must have recognised you the first moment he saw you. Musn’t he?


And must have known what he had to do.


You would have recognised him, wouldn’t you? If you had had your eyes open?







The old man makes no answer, although she seems to be requiring him to speak.





Would you have recognised him?


Evener


Are you talking to me?


Kate


Yes.




It looks as if that is all Kate is going to get out of him. Then:





Evener


It would depend how hard the car had hit him.


Kate


He has grown a beard.


Evener


It might have thrown me.


Kate


He is still as ugly as sin.


When he used to lie on top of me I would almost be retching.


Evener


Is that true?


Kate


I don’t know, how the fuck should I know. I can’t remember. Probably not.


What is truth now really, anyway? You want to tell me that?


I think about him lying on top of me and I want to retch.


Evener


Ah.


Kate


It comes to the same thing.


Evener


But at the time …?


Kate


He was a good fuck.


What can I say?




Beat.





Do you want me to stop, should I go?


Evener


If I say stay, you will go, and if I say go, you will stay, is that it?


Kate


Do you want me to stay?


Evener


No, I want you to go.


Kate


Then I will stay.


What do you think his plan would have been? You know him better than me. Drive you half a mile up the road, slit your throat, then dump you in the river, as he suggested before?




Evener shrugs.





Anyway, a second car came down the drive and that changed all his plans.




Moussa and her husband.


They live next door, only next door up where we are is about a mile away, so they always use their car even though they could walk. They are too fat, the pair of them, and walking would do them good, but there we go.


Sometimes I wish I could go back to that moment, just to see is there a trace, just a little whiff, or a look, is there anything that comes over him? All this, everything that we had, must have looked shaky to him then. Surely? Not that we had much really, but …


In the end, Moussa’s husband – can never remember his name although I know him perfectly well – and Hal drove you into town. Together. Hal could hardly say no, could he? It was the only thing to do.


I buried the dog.


Your dog.


You don’t need to thank me by the way for that.


I did it for the dog.





Evener


Merci.


Kate


And we went to bed, later I mean. When he had got back from the town.




When Liddel had gone home.


He was completely normal.


He took off his shoes like he always did, unbuttoned his shirt.


Got into bed.







Beat.





Does the window open in here? Don’t you need air?




Beat.





Later that night the officials came back.




We were asleep.


The third car on our drive, we don’t normally have cars on our drive, by the way. We hardly ever see anyone except Liddel.


The light from the headlamps came right across the room.


We went downstairs. He led the way. We opened the door.


It was an official, two of them, the second one was still getting out of the car. They sat down at our kitchen table, we turned a side light on, the main light was too bright for our sleepy eyes. They wanted to go over what had happened. Where exactly the man had been. We had expected this in a way, poor Liddel had expected it.


But the questions were going a different way.


They wanted to know what we had both been doing that day, all day.


They wanted to search the house.


The barn, the field.


They had brought a warrant.


Why, we asked.


Presumably he knew by now.


The man we found was wanted, they said. Wanted in connection with the war.


I felt a bit sick at that point. I remembered your fluttering heart.


They thought we might have been harbouring you, giving you house room. But of course they found nothing, no evidence of that.


By the time they left, it was almost dawn, I turned the side light off. Neither of us were going to sleep again that night.


We went upstairs and made love.


We lay in each others arms, and talked about who you might be.


I thought they had found all they had wanted to find, I said to him. No, he said, there are still a few men on the loose, old generals high up in the army who when it was all over went into hiding. Evil, he said. I remember the word exactly.


What was he doing on our path?


Running, Hal said. What else was he doing?


You don’t need to answer that now.


But I thought about it for the rest of the day, the week, the year. What were you doing on our path?


It’s a good place to hide, that is what Hal said, up there, where it gets dark early. Plenty of old barns around.


Or was it Hal that you came for?







Beat.





Evener


Why are you here?


Did Silbermann send you, to torment me?


To find a way to get under my skin.


Kate


I call him Hal.


Please don’t use that name.


Evener


Tell Silbermann to fuck off.


Kate


He is dead.




Beat.





Since you asked.


Just last week.


I don’t know why he died, I don’t know how.


Evener


He tied his shoelaces together.


Kate


Probably.


Evener


Or a guard, used his boot too forcefully?


Kate


I don’t know.


Evener


Lucky bastard.




Beat.





Kate


Anyway, it is over for him.


Evener


So why the fuck are you coming to see me?


Kate


I …




Beat.





I need to know a few things.


Evener


I didn’t know him.


Kate


You knew him better than I did.


I had been married to him for years and years, but you knew him better. As it turns out.
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