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INTRODUCTION





These six plays for television span nearly twenty years, but not evenly. The first four were written close together (1965–7); Professional Foul followed after a ten-year gap, and Squaring the Circle seven years after that. My case history as a writer for television understates my interest in plays on screen but is fair comment otherwise. I wanted to be in the theatre. The first play I wrote, in 1960, was meant for the stage, and the next plays, for radio and TV, were – I hoped – stepping stones towards getting a play on the boards. 1967, the beginning of the ten-year gap, was the year of my first professional stage production in England.


This is not a philosophical claim for the value of one medium over another. It is simply the way I felt, and there were many like me in those early Osborne, Wesker and Pinter years, when bliss was it to be performed but to be staged was very heaven.





A Separate Peace was one half of an hour-long programme consisting of a documentary and a play which were supposed to illuminate each other. The documentary (which I made with Christopher Martin) was about chess. I now doubt that chess and the desire to escape from the world are good metaphors for each other.


Teeth, a Roald Dahl-type story (as I hoped), I take this opportunity to dedicate to my much more recent and much nicer dentist. Another Moon Called Earth contributed a good deal to Jumpers: a woman who won’t get out of bed, a husband working in the next room, a death, a visiting detective. Penelope in this play pushes someone out of the window and I began Jumpers thinking that Dottie was going to be the murderer of McFee.


Neutral Ground is based on Philoctetes by Sophocles. It was written for a proposed Granda TV series based on myths and legends. The series never happened but three years later the play was taken off the shelf and transmitted on its own, the only vestige of its original inspiration being the hero’s egregious name of Philo.


Leaving aside weightier matters, Professional Foul serves as a good example of the concealed difficulty in the most-asked question: ‘How long does it take to write?’ When does one start counting? I had promised to deliver a play by the last day of 1976 to mark Amnesty International’s Prisoner of Conscience Year (1977). On that day, after months of trying, I had nothing to show, nothing begun and nothing in mind. A visit to the USSR (not Czechoslovakia) finally produced a ghost of a plot, and after that the play was written in two or three weeks, including turning a ballroom dancing team into the England Football squad.


By comparison, the writing, rewriting, production and post-production troubles of Squaring the Circle were an endless saga (described in the Introduction to the play’s first publication). Whether it is a play at all, rather than a drama-documentary, is a question, through perhaps not a vital one.


T.S. 1993
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SCENE 1








The office of the Beechwood Nursing Home. Behind the reception counter sits a uniformed nurse. It is 2.30 a.m. A car pulls up outside. JOHN BROWN enters. He is a biggish man, with a well-lined face: calm, pleasant. He is wearing a nondescript suit and overcoat, and carrying two zipped travelling bags. Looking around, he notes the neatness, the quiet, the flowers, the nice nurse, and is quietly pleased.




BROWN: Very nice.


NURSE: Good evening …


BROWN: ’Evening. A lovely night. Morning.


NURSE: Yes … Mr …?


BROWN: I’m sorry to be so late.


NURSE: (Shuffling papers) Were you expected earlier?


BROWN: No. I telephoned.


NURSE: Yes?


BROWN: Yes, You have a room for Mr Brown.


NURSE: Oh! – Have you brought him?


BROWN: I brought myself. Got a taxi by the station. I telephoned from there.


NURSE: You said it was an emergency.


BROWN: That’s right. Do you know what time it is?


NURSE: It’s half-past two.


BROWN: That’s right. An emergency.


NURSE: (Aggrieved) I woke the house doctor.


BROWN: A kind thought. But it’s all right. Do you want me to sign in?


NURSE: What is the nature of your emergency, Mr Brown?


BROWN: I need a place to stay.


NURSE: Are you ill?


BROWN: No.


NURSE: But this is a private hospital …


(BROWN smiles for the first time.)


BROWN: The best kind. What is a hospital without privacy? It’s the privacy I’m after – that and the clean linen … (A thought strikes him.) I’ve got money.


NURSE: … the Beechwood Nursing Home.


BROWN: I require nursing. I need to be nursed for a bit. Yes. Where do I sign?


NURSE: I’m sorry, but admissions have to be arranged in advance except in the case of a genuine emergency – I have no authority –


BROWN: What do you want with authority? A nice person like you.


(Moves.) Where have you put me?


NURSE: (Moves with him) And you have no authority –


BROWN: (Halts) That’s true. That’s one thing I’ve never had.


(He looks at her flatly.) I’ve come a long way.


NURSE: (Wary) Would you wait for just one moment?


BROWN: (Relaxes) Certainly. Have you got a sign-in book? Must abide by the regulations. Should I pay in advance?


NURSE: No, that’s quite all right.


BROWN: I’ve got it – I’ve got it all in here –


(He starts trying to open one of the zipped cases, it jams and he hurts his finger. He recoils sharply and puts his finger in his mouth. The DOCTOR arrives, dishevelled from being roused.)


NURSE: Doctor – this is Mr Brown.


DOCTOR: Good evening. What seems to be the trouble?


BROWN: Caught my finger.


DOCTOR: May I see?


(BROWN holds out his finger. The DOCTOR studies it, looks up.)


(Guardedly.) Have you come far?


BROWN: Yes. I’ve been travelling all day.


(The DOCTOR glances at the NURSE.)


Not with my finger. I did that just now. Zip stuck.


DOCTOR: Oh. And what – er –


NURSE: Mr Brown says there’s nothing wrong with him.


BROWN: That’s right – I –


NURSE: He just wants a bed.


BROWN: A room.


DOCTOR: But this isn’t a hotel.


BROWN: Exactly.


DOCTOR: Exactly what?


BROWN: I don’t follow you.


DOCTOR: Perhaps I’m confused. You see, I was asleep.


BROWN: It’s all right. I understand. Well, if someone would show me to my room, I shan’t disturb you any further.


DOCTOR: (With a glance at the NURSE) I don’t believe we have any rooms free at the moment.


BROWN: Oh yes, this young lady arranged it.


NURSE: He telephoned from the station. He said it was an emergency.


DOCTOR: But you’ve come to the wrong place.


NURSE: No, this is the place all right. What’s the matter?


DOCTOR: (Pause) Nothing – nothing’s the matter. (He nods at the NURSE.) All right.


NURSE: Yes, doctor. (Murmurs worriedly.) I’ll have to make an entry.


DOCTOR: Observation.


BROWN: (Cheerfully) I’m not much to look at.


NURSE: Let me take those for you, Mr Brown [the cases].


BROWN: No, no, don’t you. (Picks up cases.) There’s nothing the matter with me …


(BROWN follows the NURSE inside. The DOCTOR watches them go, picks up Brown’s form and reads it. Then he picks up the phone and starts to dial.)
























SCENE 2








Brown’s private ward. A pleasant ward with a hospital bed and the usual furniture. One wall is almost all window and is curtained. BROWN and NURSE enter. BROWN puts his cases on the bed. He likes the room.




BROWN: That’s nice. I’ll like it here. (Peering through curtains)


What’s the view?


NURSE: Well, it’s the drive and the gardens.


BROWN: Gardens. A front room. What could be nicer?


(NURSE starts to open case.)


NURSE: Are your night things in here?


BROWN: Yes, I’ll be very happy here.


(NURSE opens the case, which is full of money – banknotes.)


NURSE: Oh – I’m sorry –


(BROWN is not put out at all.)


BROWN: What time is breakfast?


NURSE: Eight o’clock.


BROWN: Lunch?


NURSE: Twelve o’clock.


BROWN: Tea?


NURSE: Three o’clock.


BROWN: Supper?


NURSE: Half-past six.


BROWN: Cocoa?


NURSE: Nine.


BROWN: Like clockwork. Lovely.


(The DOCTOR enters with Brown’s form and an adhesive bandage.)


DOCTOR: Excuse me.


BROWN: I was just saying – everything’s A1.


DOCTOR: I remembered your finger.


BROWN: I’d forgotten myself. It’s nothing.


DOCTOR: Well, we’ll just put this on overnight.


(He puts on the adhesive strip.)


I expect Matron will be along to discuss your case with you tomorrow.


BROWN: My finger?


DOCTOR: … Well, I expect she’d like to meet you.


BROWN: Be pleased to meet her.
























SCENE 3








The hospital office. It is morning and the DOCTOR is at the desk, telephoning.




DOCTOR: … I have absolutely no idea … The nurse said it looked like rather a lot … His savings, yes. No, I don’t really want the police turning up at the bedside of any patient who doesn’t arrive with a life history … I think we’d get more out of him than you would, given a little time … No, he’s not being difficult at all … You don’t need to worry about that – he seems quite happy …



























SCENE 4








Brown’s private ward. BROWN is in striped pyjamas, eating off a tray. A second nurse – NURSE COATES (MAGGIE) – is waiting for him to finish so that she can take his tray away. MAGGIE is pretty and warm.




BROWN: The point is not breakfast in bed, but breakfast in bed without guilt – if you’re not ill. Lunch in bed is more difficult, even for the rich. It’s not any more expensive, but the disapproval is harder to ignore. To stay in bed for tea is almost impossible in decent society, and not to get up at all would probably bring in the authorities. But in a hospital it’s not only understood – it’s expected. That’s the beauty of it. I’m not saying it’s a great discovery – it’s obvious really – but I’d say I’d got something.


MAGGIE: If you’d got something, there wouldn’t be all this fuss.


BROWN: Is there a fuss?


(MAGGIE doesn’t answer.)


I’m paying my way … Are you pretty full all the time?


MAGGIE: Not at the moment, not very.


BROWN: You’d think a place as nice as this would be very popular.


MAGGIE: Popular?


BROWN: I thought I might have to wait for a place, you know.


MAGGIE: Where do you live?


BROWN: I’ve never lived. Only stayed.


MAGGIE: You should settle down somewhere.


BROWN: Yes, I’ve been promising myself this.


MAGGIE: Have you got a family?


BROWN: I expect so.


MAGGIE: Where are they?


BROWN: I lost touch.


MAGGIE: You should find them.


BROWN: (Smiles) Their name’s Brown.


(The MATRON enters: she is not too old and quite pleasant.)


MATRON: Good morning.


BROWN: Good morning to you. You must be Matron.


MATRON: That’s right.


BROWN: I must congratulate you on your hospital, it’s a lovely place you run here. Everyone is so nice.


MATRON: Well, thank you, Mr Brown. I’m glad you feel at home.


(MAGGIE takes Brown’s tray.)


BROWN: I never felt it there. Very good breakfast. Just what the doctor ordered. I hope he got a bit of a lie-in.


(MAGGIE exits with the tray, closing the door.)


MATRON: Now, what’s your problem, Mr Brown?


BROWN: I have no problems.


MATRON: Your complaint.


BROWN: I have no complaints either. Full marks.


MATRON: Most people who come here have something the matter with them.


BROWN: That must give you a lot of extra work.


MATRON: But it’s what we’re here for. You see, you can’t really stay unless there’s something wrong with you.


BROWN: I can pay.


MATRON: That’s not the point.


BROWN: What is the point?


MATRON: This is a hospital. What are you after?


BROWN: (Sadly) My approach is too straightforward. An ordinary malingerer or a genuine hypochondriac wouldn’t have all this trouble. They’d be accepted on their own terms. All I get is a lot of personal questions. (Hopefully.) Maybe I could catch something … But what difference would it make to you?


MATRON: We have to keep the beds free for people who need them.


BROWN: I need this room.


MATRON: I believe you, Mr Brown – but wouldn’t another room like this one do? Somewhere else? You see, we deal with physical matters – of the body –


BROWN: There’s nothing wrong with my mind. You won’t find my name on any list.


MATRON: I know.


BROWN: (Teasing) How do you know?


(She doesn’t answer.)


Go for the obvious, it’s worth considering. I know what I like: a nice atmosphere – good food – clean rooms – no demands – cheerful staff – Well, it’s worth the price. I won’t be any trouble.


MATRON: Have you thought of going to a nice country hotel?


BROWN: Different kettle of fish altogether. I want to do nothing, and have nothing expected of me. That isn’t possible out there. It worries them. They want to know what you’re at – staying in your room all the time – they want to know what you’re doing. But in a hospital it is understood that you’re not doing anything, because everybody’s in the same boat – it’s the normal thing.


MATRON: But there’s nothing wrong with you!


BROWN: That’s why I’m here. If there was something wrong with me I could get into any old hospital – free. As it is, I’m quite happy to pay for not having anything wrong with me.


MATRON: But what do you want to do here?


BROWN: Nothing.


MATRON: You’ll find that very boring.


BROWN: One must expect to be bored, in a hospital.


MATRON: Have you been in a hospital quite a lot?


BROWN: No. I’ve been saving up for it … (He smiles.)
























SCENE 5








The hospital office. The DOCTOR is phoning at a desk.




DOCTOR: No luck? … Oh. Well, I don’t know. The only plan we’ve got is to bore him out of here, but he’s disturbingly self-sufficient … Mmmm, we’ve had a psychiatrist over … Well, he seemed amused … Both of them, actually; they were both amused … No, I shouldn’t do that, he won’t tell you anything. And there’s one of our nurses – she’s getting on very well with him … something’s bound to come out soon …
























SCENE 6








Brown’s ward. BROWN is in bed with a thermometer in his mouth. MAGGIE is taking his pulse. She removes the thermometer, scans it and shakes it.




MAGGIE: I’m wasting my time here, you know.


BROWN: (Disappointed) Normal?


MAGGIE: You’ll have to do better than that if you’re going to stay.


BROWN: You’re breaking my heart, Maggie.


MAGGIE: (Almost lovingly) Brownie, what are you doing to do with yourself?


BROWN: Maggie, Maggie … Why do you want me to do something?


MAGGIE: They’ve all got theories about you, you know.


BROWN: Theories?


MAGGIE: Train robber.


BROWN: That’s a good one.


MAGGIE: Embezzler.


BROWN: Naturally.


MAGGIE: Eccentric millionaire.


BROWN: Wish I was. I’d have my own hospital, just for myself – with nurses, doctors, rubber floors, flowers, stretchers parked by the elevators, clean towels and fire regulations …


MAGGIE: It’s generally agreed you’re on the run.


BROWN: No, I’ve stopped.


MAGGIE: I think you’re just lazy.


BROWN: I knew you were the clever one.


MAGGIE: (Troubled, soft) Tell me what’s the matter, Brownie?


BROWN: I would if there was.


MAGGIE: What do you want to stay here for, then?


BROWN: I like you.


MAGGIE: You didn’t know I was here.


BROWN: That’s true. I came for the quiet and the routine. I came for the white calm, meals on trays and quiet efficiency, time passing and bringing nothing. That seemed enough. I never got it down to a person. But I like you – I like you very much.


MAGGIE: Well, I like you too, Brownie. But there’s more in life than that.


(MATRON enters.)


MATRON: Good morning.


BROWN: Good morning, Matron.


MATRON: And how are we this morning?


BROWN: We’re very well. How are you?


MATRON: (Slightly taken aback) I’m all right, thank you. Well, are you enjoying life?


BROWN: Yes, thank you, Matron.


MATRON: What have you been doing?


BROWN: Nothing.


MATRON: Now really, Mr Brown, this won’t do, you know. Wouldn’t you like to get up for a while? Have a walk in the garden? There’s no reason why you shouldn’t.


BROWN: No, I suppose not. But I didn’t come here for that. I must have walked thousands of miles, in my time.


MATRON: It’s not healthy to stay in bed all day.


BROWN: What do the other patients do?


MATRON: The other patients are here because they are not well.


BROWN: I thought patients did things … (Vaguely) made things.


MATRON: I suppose you wouldn’t like to make paper flowers?


BROWN: What on earth for? You’ve got lots of real ones.


MATRON: You haven’t got any.


BROWN: Well, no one knows I’m here.


MATRON: Then you must tell somebody.


BROWN: I don’t want them to know.


MATRON: Who?


BROWN: Everybody.


MATRON: You’ll soon get tired of sitting in bed.


BROWN: Then I’ll sit by the window. I’m easily pleased.


MATRON: I can’t let you languish away in here. You must do something.


BROWN: (Sighs) All right. What?


MATRON: We’ve got basket-weaving …?


BROWN: Then I’ll be left alone, will I?
























SCENE 7








The hospital office. The DOCTOR is on the phone.




DOCTOR: Well, I don’t know – how many John Browns are there in Somerset House? … Good grief! … Of course, if it’s any consolation it may not be his real name … I know it doesn’t help … That’s an idea, yes … His fingerprints … No, no, I’ll get them on a glass or something – Well, he might have been in trouble some time …
























SCENE 8








Brown’s ward. BROWN is working on a shapeless piece of basketry.




MATRON enters.


MATRON: What is it?


BROWN: Basketwork.


MATRON: But what is it for?


BROWN: Therapy.


MATRON: You’re making fun of me.


BROWN: It is functional on one level only. If that. You’d like me to make a sort of laundry basket and lower myself in it out of the window. That would be functional on two levels. At least.


(Regards the mess sadly.) And I’m not even blind.


(MATRON silently dispossesses BROWN of his basketry.)


MATRON: What about painting, Mr Brown?


(That strikes a chord.)


BROWN: Painting … I used to do a bit of painting.


MATRON: Splendid. Would you do some for me?


BROWN: Paint in here?


MATRON: Nurse Coates will bring you materials.


BROWN: What colours do you like?


MATRON: I like all colours. Just paint what you fancy. Paint scenes from your own life.


BROWN: Clever! Should I paint my last place of employment?


MATRON: I’m trying to help you.


BROWN: I’m sorry. I know you are. But I don’t need help. Everything’s fine for me. (Pause.) Would you like me to paint the countryside?


MATRON: Yes, that would be nice.
























SCENE 9








The hospital office. The DOCTOR is on the phone.




DOCTOR: No … well, we haven’t got anything against him really. He’s not doing any harm. No, he pays regularly. We can’t really refuse … He’s got lots left …
























SCENE 10








Brown’s ward. BROWN is painting a landscape all aver one wall. He hasn’t got very far, but one sees the beginnings of a simple pastoral scene, competent but amateurish. MAGGIE enters, carrying cut flowers in a vase.




MAGGIE: Hello – (She notices.)


BROWN: I’ll need some more paint.


MAGGIE: (Horrified) Brownie! I gave you drawing paper!


BROWN: I like space. I like the big sweep – the contours of hills all flowing.


MAGGIE: Matron will have a fit.


BROWN: What are the flowers?


MAGGIE: You don’t deserve them.


BROWN: Who are they from?


MAGGIE: Me.


BROWN: Maggie!


MAGGIE: I didn’t buy them.


BROWN: Pinched them?


MAGGIE: Picked them.


BROWN: A lovely thought. Put them over there. I should bring you flowers.


MAGGIE: I’m not ill.


BROWN: Nor am I. Do you like it?


MAGGIE: Very pretty.


BROWN: I’m only doing it to please Matron really. I could do with a bigger brush. There’s more paint, is there? I’ll need a lot of blue. It’s going to be summer in here.


MAGGIE: It’s summer outside. Isn’t that good enough for you?


(BROWN stares out of the window: gardens, flowers, trees, hills.)


BROWN: I couldn’t stay out there. You don’t get the benefits.


MAGGIE: (Leaving) I’ll have to tell Matron, you know.


BROWN: You don’t get the looking after. And the privacy. (He considers.) I’ll have to take the curtains down.



























SCENE 11








The hospital office.




MATRON: What did the psychiatrist think?


DOCTOR: He likes him.


MATRON: (Sour) He’s likeable.


DOCTOR: (Thoughtfully) I just thought I’d let him stay the night. I wanted to go back to bed and it seemed the easiest thing to do. I thought that in the morning … Well, I’m not sure what I thought would happen in the morning.


MATRON: He’s not simple – he’s giving nothing away. Not even to Nurse Coates.


DOCTOR: Well, keep her at it.


MATRON: She doesn’t need much keeping.
























SCENE 12








Brown’s ward. BROWN has painted a whole wall and is working on a second one. MAGGIE sits on the bed.




MAGGIE: That was when I started nursing, after that.


BROWN: Funny. I would have thought your childhood was all to do with ponies and big stone-floored kitchens …


MAGGIE: Goes to show. What was your childhood like?


BROWN: Young … I wish I had more money.


MAGGIE: You’ve got a lot. You must have had a good job …?


BROWN: Centre forward for Arsenal.


MAGGIE: You’re not fair! You don’t give me anything in return.


BROWN: This painting’s for you, Maggie … If I’d got four times as much money, I’d take four rooms and paint one for each season. But I’ve only got money for the summer.


MAGGIE: What will you do when it’s gone?


BROWN: (Seriously) I don’t know. Perhaps I’ll get ill and have to go to a hospital. But I’ll miss you, Maggie.


MAGGIE: If you had someone to look after you you wouldn’t have this trouble.


BROWN: What trouble?


MAGGIE: If you had someone to cook your meals and do your laundry you’d be all right, wouldn’t you?


BROWN: It’s the things that go with it.


MAGGIE: You should have got married. I bet you had chances.


BROWN: Perhaps.


MAGGIE: It’s not too late.


BROWN: You don’t think so?


MAGGIE: You’re attractive.


BROWN: What are you like when you’re not in uniform? I can’t think of you not being a nurse. It belongs to another world I’m not part of any more.


MAGGIE: What have you got about hospitals?


BROWN: A hospital is a very dependable place. Anything could be going on outside. Since I’ve been in here – there could be a war on, and for once it’s got nothing to do with me. I don’t even know about it. Fire, flood and misery of all kinds, across the world or over the hill, it can go on, but this is a private ward; I’m paying for it. (Pause.) The meals come in on trays, on the dot – the dust never settles before it’s wiped – clean laundry at the appointed time – the matron does her round, not affected by anything outside. You need never know anything, it doesn’t touch you.


MAGGIE: That’s not true, Brownie.


BROWN: I know it’s not.


MAGGIE: Then you shouldn’t try and make it true.


BROWN: I know I shouldn’t.


(Pause.)


MAGGIE: Is that all there is to it, then?


BROWN: You’ve still got theories?


MAGGIE: There’s a new one. You’re a retired forger.


BROWN: Ha! The money’s real enough.


MAGGIE: I know.


BROWN: How do you know?


MAGGIE: (Shamefaced) They had it checked.


(BROWN laughs.)


BROWN: They’ve got to make it difficult. I’ve got to be a crook or a lunatic.


MAGGIE: Then why don’t you tell them where you came from?


BROWN: They want to pass me on. But they don’t know who to, or where. I’m happy here.


MAGGIE: Haven’t you been happy anywhere else?


BROWN: Yes. I had a good four years of it once.


MAGGIE: In hospital?


BROWN: No, that was abroad.


MAGGIE: Where have you been?


BROWN: All over. I’ve been among French, Germans, Greeks, Turks, Arabs …


MAGGIE: What were you doing?


BROWN: Different things in different places. (Smiles.) I was painting in France.


MAGGIE: An artist?


BROWN: Oh very. Green and brown. I could turn a row of tanks into a leafy hedgerow. Not literally. Worse luck.
























SCENE 13








The hospital office. The DOCTOR is on the phone.




DOCTOR: … He meant camouflage … Well, I realize that, but there are a number of points to narrow the field … Must be records of some kind … Service in France and Germany, probably Middle East …
























SCENE 14








Brown’s ward. BROWN has painted two walls and is working on a third.




MAGGIE: It’s very nice, Brownie. Perhaps you’ll be famous and people will come here to see your mural.


BROWN: I wouldn’t let them in.


MAGGIE: After you’re dead. In a hundred years.


BROWN: Yes, they could come in then.


MAGGIE: What will you do when you’ve finished the room?


BROWN: Go back to bed. It’ll be nice in here. Hospital routine in a pastoral setting. That’s kind of perfection, really.


MAGGIE: You could have put your bed in the garden.


BROWN: What’s the date?


MAGGIE: The twenty-seventh.


BROWN: I’ve lasted well, haven’t I?


MAGGIE: How old are you?


BROWN: Twice your age.


MAGGIE: Forty-four?


BROWN: And more. (Looking close.) What are you thinking?


MAGGIE: Before I was born, you were in the war.


BROWN: (Moves) Yes. Private Brown.


MAGGIE: Was it awful being in the war?


BROWN: I didn’t like the first bit. But in the end it was very nice.


MAGGIE: What happened to you?


BROWN: I got taken prisoner … Four years.


MAGGIE: Is that when you were happy?


BROWN: Yes … Funny thing, that camp. Up to then it was all terrible. Chaos – all the pins must have fallen off the map, dive bombers and bullets. Oh dear, yes. The camp was like breathing out for the first time in months. I couldn’t believe it. It was like winning, being captured. The war was still going on but I wasn’t going to it any more. They gave us food, life was regulated, in a box of earth and wire and sky. On my second day I knew what it reminded me of.


MAGGIE: What?


BROWN: Here. It reminded me of here.
























SCENE 15








The hospital office. Present are the DOCTOR, MATRON and MAGGIE. The DOCTOR holding a big book – a record of admissions, his finger on a line.




DOCTOR: John Brown. And an address. (To MAGGIE.) Well done.


MAGGIE: (Troubled) But does it make any difference?


MATRON: What was he doing round here?


DOCTOR: Staying with relatives – or holiday, we can find out.


MATRON: So long ago?


DOCTOR: Compound fracture – car accident. The driver paid for him … Well, something to go on at last!


MAGGIE: He hasn’t done anything wrong, has he?



























SCENE 16








Brown’s ward. The painting nearly covers the walls. BROWN is finishing it off in one corner.




BROWN: I was a regular, you see, and peace didn’t match up to the war I’d had. There was too much going on.


MAGGIE: So what did you do then?


BROWN: This and that. Didn’t fancy a lot. (He paints.) Shouldn’t you be working, or something?


MAGGIE: I’ll go if you like.


BROWN: I like you being here. Just wondered.


MAGGIE: Wondered what?


BROWN: I’m telling you about myself, aren’t I? I shouldn’t put you in that position – if they find out they’ll blame you for not passing it on.


MAGGIE: But you haven’t done anything wrong, have you, Brownie?


BROWN: Is that what you’re here for?


MAGGIE: No.


(BROWN finishes off the painting and stands back.)


BROWN: There.


MAGGIE: It’s lovely.


BROWN: Yes. Quite good. It’ll be nice, to sit here inside my painting. I’ll enjoy that.
























SCENE 17








The hospital office. The DOCTOR is on the phone.




DOCTOR: … Brown. John Brown – yes, he was here before, a long time ago – we’ve got him in the records – Mmm – and an address. We’ll start checking … there must be somebody …
























SCENE 18








Brown’s ward. The walls are covered with paintings. BROWN is sitting on the bed. The door opens and a strange nurse – NURSE JONES – enters with Brown’s lunch on a tray.




JONES: Are you ready for lunch –? (Sees the painting.) My, my, aren’t you clever – it’s better than anyone would have thought.


BROWN: Where’s Maggie?


JONES: Nurse Coates? I don’t know.


BROWN: But – she’s my nurse.


JONES: Yours? Well, she’s everybody’s.


BROWN: (Worried) You don’t understand – she’s looking after me, you see.


(The DOCTOR enters; NURSE JONES leaves.)


DOCTOR: (Cheerful) Well, Mr Brown, good news.


BROWN: (Wary) Yes?


DOCTOR: You’re going to have visitors.


BROWN: Visitors?


DOCTOR: Your sister Mabel and her husband. They were amazed to hear from you.


BROWN: They didn’t hear from me.


DOCTOR: They’re travelling up tomorrow. All your friends had been wondering where you’d got to –


BROWN: Where’s Nurse Coates gone?


DOCTOR: Nowhere. She’s round about. I think she’s on nights downstairs this week. I understand that you were here once before – as a child.


BROWN: Yes. (Angrily) You couldn’t leave well alone, could you?


DOCTOR: (Pause; not phoney any more) It’s not enough, Mr Brown. You’ve got to … connect …
























SCENE 19








The hospital office. BROWN appears, dressed, carrying his bags, from the direction of his room. He sees MAGGIE and stops. She sees him.




MAGGIE: Brownie! Where are you going?


BROWN: Back.


MAGGIE: Back where?


(He does not answer.)


You blame me?


BROWN: No. No. I don’t really. You had to tell them, didn’t you?


MAGGIE: I’m sorry – I –


BROWN: You thought it was for the best.


MAGGIE: Yes, I did. I still do. It’s not good for you, what you’re doing.


BROWN: How do you know? – you mean it wouldn’t be good for you. How do you know what’s good for me?


MAGGIE: They’re coming tomorrow. Family, friends; isn’t that good?


BROWN: I could have found them, if I’d wanted. I didn’t come here for that. (Comes up to her.) They won. (Looks out through the front doors.) I feel I should breathe in before going out there.


MAGGIE: I can’t let you go, Brownie.


BROWN: (Gently mocking) Regulations?


MAGGIE: I can’t.


BROWN: I’m free to come and go. I’m paying.


MAGGIE: I know – but it is a hospital.


BROWN: (Smiles briefly) I’m not ill. Don’t wake the doctor, he doesn’t like being woken. (Moves.) Don’t be sorry – I had a good time here with you. Do you think they’ll leave my painting?


MAGGIE: Brownie …


BROWN: Trouble is, I’ve always been so well. If I’d been sick I would have been all right.


(He goes out into the night.)
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Teeth








The waiting room.


Tatty furniture, ancient magazines.


Three people.


AGNES and FLORA sit together, conspiratorially, on a settee, speaking quietly, on the borderline of audibility as far as GEORGE POLLOCK is concerned. From behind his illustrated paper he eavesdrops, his eyes switching over the top of his paper. That is to say, we see the paper first (it is Woman’s Own) and then GEORGE peeps from behind it. We note, now or later, that he has been studying a bra-and-panty ad. But  AGNES is coming through now.




AGNES: The first thing I thought was – I’ll have to kill myself now.


FLORA: No!


AGNES: Oh yes. I knew it was the end. And it was the real thing for me.


FLORA: He wasn’t worth it.


AGNES: (Sighs) I don’t know. There never was another for me.


FLORA: Plenty of fish in the sea, I say.


AGNES: Different kettle altogether. Yes, I seriously considered it.


That’ll teach him, I thought.


FLORA: What’ll?


AGNES: Killing myself.


FLORA: Ah. Serve him right.


AGNES: Yes, it would’ve. You’ll be sorry, I thought, Jack Stevens – then you’ll know. (Sighs again.) Yes, I came close; I wouldn’t be here today if we hadn’t been all-electric.


FLORA: (Nods sympathetically) He was luckier than he knew.


AGNES: He would’ve carried his burden of guilt to his grave … instead of which he’s got a very nice trading station in the China Seas. (A reprise) … You’ll be sorry, Jack Stevens – then you’ll know what you’ve done.


FLORA: What brought it about, then?


AGNES: (Leans closer with meaningful intent) Walked into the bathroom without knocking.


FLORA: No!


AGNES: Without so much as a by your leave.


FLORA: Disgusting.


AGNES: Said he didn’t know I was in there.


FLORA: Wells he would, wouldn’t he?


AGNES: And he did.


FLORA: What did you do?


AGNES: Turned my back quick as a flash. But he’d seen.


FLORA: He knew what he was doing all right.


AGNES: ‘Agnes,’ he said, ‘what have you done to your teeth?!’


(Pause.)


FLORA: Teeth?


AGNES: I was brushing my teeth after dinner. It’s only the two middle ones that come out – the rest’s my own, what there is, but of course it’s the gap, isn’t it?


FLORA: Oh yes. It’s the gap that’d give you away.


AGNES: (Recalling it with tragic clarity) ‘Agnes, … what have you done to your teeth?!’ … It wasn’t the same after that with Jack Stevens. A week later he’d got his third mate’s papers and he was taken away, over the horizon, by a dirty black tramp – yeh, Irene Castle from Cardiff, I still look out for her.


FLORA: Got all her own teeth, has she?


AGNES: ’sa boat.


(POLLOCK – hereafter GEORGE – has allowed his curiosity to leave him exposed, ear cocked, eavesdropping. The two women catch him at it. He gives them a great white smile.


The door into the reception room opens. The receptionist (the WIFE) does not notice GEORGE at first and seems about to summon one of the two women. But GEORGE has stood up. The WIFE is somewhat taken aback but recovers. She changes the summons.)


WIFE: Er … Mr Pollock …


(The women stare at the queue-jumper GEORGE as he follows the WIFE, smiling.)


(To the women) Mr Dunn won’t keep you a moment …


(GEORGE and the WIFE go into the reception room. As soon as the door is closed behind them, the WIFE turns to him in urgent enquiry, keeping her voice down.)


What’s the matter?


GEORGE: Nothing – I mean –


WIFE: You shouldn’t come here –


(She glances at the second closed door, which leads into the surgery.)


GEORGE: Why not?


WIFE: I’m not impressed – just because you’ve got a guilty conscience –


GEORGE: No …


WIFE: Well, you should have –


GEORGE: I’m sorry, lover – I was terribly disappointed myself really disappointed.


WIFE: And don’t call me lover –


GEORGE: I’m sorry – (Tries to touch) Who gave you those earrings –?


WIFE: (Moves away) You let me down –


GEORGE: I had to demonstrate a new line – there was big money involved – They [earrings] aren’t real pearl, are they? Can’t be –


WIFE: You’ve got another on the side – How many sides have you got?


GEORGE: Oh now, that’s cynical, that is –


WIFE: Yesterday of all days –


GEORGE: Listen, you mustn’t be so possessive – who gave you those earrings?


WIFE: A very good friend.


GEORGE: Don’t give me that – you’re a respectable married woman. It was Harry, was it?


WIFE: It was my birthday –


GEORGE: I know it was your birthday – I told you I couldn’t get away.


WIFE: You can get away when it suits you – You’re going off me.


GEORGE: How could I? – Think of last Saturday after tea – it doesn’t add up –


WIFE: Lust –


GEORGE: Oh, I’m hurt –


WIFE: I knew it was a mistake –


GEORGE: Don’t let’s have regrets –


WIFE: Don’t make me laugh –


GEORGE: Don’t cry –


WIFE: You make me sick. I don’t care anyway – I’ve been looking about, too, you know –


GEORGE: No, I bet it was Harry – Very nice, too – cultured, of course [the earrings] –


WIFE: Think you can get away with anything – will you please stop grinning!


GEORGE: Smiling – I’ve got a nice smile – Come here, you misguided sexy insatiable receptionist you –


(He reaches to touch her; she recoils. Eyes on surgery door.)


WIFE: For goodness’ sake!


GEORGE: He can’t hear us.


WIFE: Anyway, I’m working –


GEORGE: Live dangerously – let yourself go –


WIFE: Oh, give over –


GEORGE: You like my smile really – it’s one of the two things you like about me –


WIFE: You’re only like this when you’re trying to make up –


GEORGE: We’re friends again, aren’t we?


WIFE: Are we?


GEORGE: Kiss and make up –


WIFE: Listen, you can’t carry on like that here –


GEORGE: Don’t worry about him –


WIFE: You’ve got to go now – you shouldn’t have come – there are patients waiting –


GEORGE: I’m a patient –


WIFE: Please, George – they’ve got appointments –


GEORGE: I’ve got an appointment –


WIFE: You haven’t –


GEORGE: Yes I have –


WIFE: What for?


GEORGE: Teeth.


WIFE: You’ve got toothache?


GEORGE: No, it’s my check-up. Six-monthly.


WIFE: It’s not. (Going to her desk diary.)


GEORGE: Yes it is – would you care to examine me?


WIFE: Oh, stop it, will you? – (Scanning the diary) I can’t find it –


GEORGE: There was a reminder at the office –


WIFE: What reminder?


GEORGE: My appointment. I can see the system’s cracking up – you can’t keep your mind on it, or off the other.


WIFE: I thought you came to see me – I thought you came to be nice –


GEORGE: I am being nice – I’m charming the pants off you – that’s what brought us together.


(He advances, she backs, glancing at the surgery door.)


WIFE: You make me ashamed.


(The surgery door opens; the WIFE jumps; HARRY DUNN smiles.)


Look who’s here, Harry.


HARRY: Hello, George. Nice to see you.


GEORGE: How are you, Harry?


HARRY: Ready and waiting.


WIFE: I’m sorry – we were –


GEORGE: Having a natter.


HARRY: Right you are. Well, come on in. (To the WIFE) Tell you what – as it’s George, while I’m just giving him the once-over, could you carry on with the files. I’ll give you a buzz if there’s any concrete to be mixed.


GEORGE: You won’t find much wrong with my choppers.


HARRY: (To the WIFE) In flashing form, is he?


GEORGE: Ooh, he’s wicked, isn’t he?


(The WIFE smiles wanly. The two men go into the surgery, HARRY closing the door. HARRY has a full complement of dental apparatus. It is a good-sized surgery, and the chair and machine sit in a good space, silent, waiting, ready for GEORGE. HARRY and GEORGE look at it a moment, as though the apparatus were a third occupant.) Well …


(He goes to meet it. Sits in the chair. There is some little ‘business’ over the first few lines of dialogue: principally, HARRY is sorting and readying a few shiny metal implements, and he fixes the paper-towel bib round GEORGE’s neck.


The machine is a modern one. Its body holds two or three squirters, rather like the nozzle of a petrol pump, only the rubber tube attached disappears into the machine when the nozzle is not in use: plus a swivel table for the tools: and the big praying-mantis leg of the high-speed drill.


HARRY should make use of all his took and nozzles, squirting air and water, swivelling, drilling, etc. The point is that HARRY is playing with GEORGE. The dental procedure does not have to he authentic or accurate. The director and actors can assume that there is nothing much wrong with GEORGE’s teeth, and that there is a logical rationalization for using the machine indiscriminately for effect.)


HARRY: Haven’t seen you for a while.


GEORGE: No – you know how it is. I’ve hardly had time to turn round.


HARRY: Hard at it, are you?


GEORGE: My life’s not my own.


HARRY: Yes, I was only saying to Prudence – we haven’t seen George for ages.


GEORGE: Yes, we’ll have to get together.


HARRY: Of course, we lead a very quiet life compared to yours, I expect.


GEORGE: I’m never at home.


HARRY: Out and about, on the town – that’s George all over – I told Prudence.


GEORGE: On the job.


HARRY: Lovely work if you can get it. Mind you, we haven’t had a lot of chance anyway – with Prudence going to the evening classes.


GEORGE: Oh yes.


HARRY: Did you know about that?


GEORGE: Er … no.


HARRY: Shows how long it is since we had you round. Now, let’s have a look at you.


(GEORGE opens his mouth. HARRY peers and probes …)


… Yes, there’s her flower-arranging … dressmaking – I don’t know, she shouldn’t be bored – I mean, she’s a career woman really – but she’s got to fill up her life. And then there’s her charity work … did you know about her charity work?


GEORGE: (Signifies denial) Ughnugh.


HARRY: Must have been soon after we last saw you that she took it up. Helps with old people, once or twice a week, takes them about, cheers them up, poor things. She’s more out than in … Still, it’s only a matter of time till I’m an old person so I expect she’ll have more time for me then …


(Smiles; withdraws.)


(GEORGE closes his mouth. Reaches for the mouthwash.)


GEORGE: Well, mud in your eye, Harry – I see it’s your round.


(GEORGE washes out his mouth and sits back.)


HARRY: No wonder she’s so tired.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: Prudence. Yes, I was only saying to her – it’s about time we had George and Mary round for a game of cards. We used to enjoy that. Lovely girl, Mary – one of the best. Just as well she’s a working wife, I suppose.


GEORGE: How do you mean?


HARRY: How’s your social life?


GEORGE: Oh, very quiet.


HARRY: Quiet evenings at home.


GEORGE: That sort of thing. Only I’m never there. That’s why they’re quiet.


(He starts to laugh, but has to open his mouth for HARRY.)


HARRY: Yes, just as well for Mary – she’s not the sort to sit around the house …


(He probes.)


You’ve been letting yourself go a bit, haven’t you?


(GEORGE’s worried eyes.)


I’m glad you came in today – this is a serious warning, George. You think what people can’t see isn’t happening – but it all comes out in the end. Your sins always find you out.


(GEORGE’s eyes; HARRY probes.)


I can spot the signs you know, a mile off, so you better watch it, hadn’t you? I must say, I wouldn’t have thought it of you.


(He withdraws long enough for –)


GEORGE: Now hold on, Harry –


(HARRY flicks on the spotlight. The glare is in GEORGE’s eyes. GEORGE grips the sides of the chair.)


HARRY: I’m giving you fair warning – and Mary wouldn’t thank you for it if it came to the worst, would she?


GEORGE: Look here –


(HARRY squirts.)


HARRY: Gums – it’s your gums you have to watch, they’re the ones doing it. You haven’t been taking my advice – I told you: daily massage and woodpoints in the crannies. If your gums go then the lot goes. (He withdraws.) A serious warning, George.


GEORGE: Oh – (In relief he takes a swig of water.)


HARRY: You’re not supposed to drink it.


GEORGE: My teeth are fine, Harry – I mean I don’t want to teach you your job but – (He has to open his mouth to say ‘but’ and in goes the steel.)


HARRY: No pain? – there?


(Jab. GEORGE jumps.)


Yes, I thought as much.


GEORGE: You caught my gum there, Harry –


(HARRY sighs and turns away, fiddling with his tools.)


HARRY: Ah well … Yes, I’ve given it a bit of thought and I’m going to have it out.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: I mean – she gets home absolutely dead beat. She just wants to go to sleep.


GEORGE: Oh. Well, I suppose it takes it out of her.


HARRY: The flower-arranging?


GEORGE: Oh well, I suppose it requires a certain concentration.


HARRY: You may be right. You’ve got the best of it.


GEORGE: Me?


HARRY: Well, entertaining clients and that sort of thing – at least you can take Mary along.


GEORGE: Oh, it’s not her kind of thing. Business, you know. It’s just hard work.


HARRY: Same boat, then.


GEORGE: Yes.


HARRY: Of course, women notice these things.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: When you get home dead beat. Just want to go straight to sleep.


GEORGE: Oh yes.


HARRY: Same thing with me and Prudence. Only the other way round, of course. Makes one very tense, you know – and in my job you’ve got to have a very steady hand, got to be cool and calm – (He turns round with a wicked tool.)


GEORGE: Harry! – (He brings his voice down.) There’s nothing wrong, is there, Harry?


HARRY: Well, I’ve seen better, George. I don’t know if I can save that one.


GEORGE: Don’t be daft.


HARRY: Pink toothbrush – admit it.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: They’ve been bleeding, when you brush your teeth.


GEORGE: Well, a bit, perhaps. Now and again.


HARRY: Pyorrhoea.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: Setting in. (Shakes his head.) I’ve told you before, George – you’ve only got one set of teeth. Let them go once and they’ve gone for good. Now look at my teeth – (He shows them) I wasn’t born with better teeth than you, but I look after them. I massage the gums. Use woodpoints on them. I’ve got a row of good strong white shiny teeth for that. See? Teeth are very important on every level. I mean, apart from anything else, it was my teeth that first attracted Prudence to me – she told me that.


(GEORGE starts to speak but HARRY is in there: jab. GEORGE winces.)


There – see that? Blood.


(GEORGE starts to protest, to move.)


Hey – hold on, mouth open, head still – I don’t want to slip with this little number.


(GEORGE freezes in alarm. HARRY starts to whistle softly.)


… Yes, Prudence is very particular about teeth. I’m sure Mary’s the same. She’s got a lovely smile herself … Of course, I’m not saying that teeth are a key to a man’s character, but it’s the smile women look for. (He withdraws.) I mean, that swine Collins had good teeth, I’ll give him that, and he took Prudence in completely.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: Oh – have I spoken out of turn? Well, it’s all water under the bridge now.


GEORGE: What is?


HARRY: Collins – a trainee from the dental hospital. Nasty piece of work. Thought I was an idiot.


GEORGE: Oh?


HARRY: Well, you know what Prudence is – very impressionable, a bit young and dizzy, a sitting duck for a bastard like Collins – I wouldn’t tell Mary about this, you know, women don’t like each other to know when they’ve made a bit of a fool of themselves – but there was a little something between Prudence and Collins. Well, I didn’t blame her, of course – I mean, she’s an innocent, really – Collins took advantage of her. No, I just handled it my own way.


GEORGE: Really?


HARRY: Oh yes. Collins wouldn’t be showing his face around the fair sex for quite a while to come … and a real smiler, he was. It was the craftiness I didn’t like. He was seducing her right under my nose and he thought I couldn’t see. An insult to my intelligence – that was it.


GEORGE: What did you –?


(HARRY has turned round, holding a syringe.)


What’s that?


HARRY: No point in causing unnecessary suffering, is there?


(GEORGE opens his mouth to protest.)


That’s it. (He puts in the needle.) We’ll just give it a minute … Yes, well, I didn’t go to law, if that’s what you mean. I could have done – oh yes, an open and shut case – I could have sued him for thousands. But of course there was no point – I mean, he wasn’t a man of substance. If he’d been a man of substance, I wouldn’t have hesitated. Thousands And the scandal. It would have ruined a man of substance. How’s business?


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: Doing well? I always said to Prudence, George is a man with a big future. Barring accidents. Oh yes.


GEORGE: Well, it’s all go. No time to myself for weeks.


HARRY: Of course it is. How’s the rowing?


GEORGE: The what?


HARRY: I thought you were a rowing man.


GEORGE: No, I wouldn’t say that.


HARRY: Oh, I thought you were a great one for the sculls on the Serpentine.


GEORGE: Not me.


HARRY: Umm. Well … getting numb?


GEORGE: What? Oh – yes, I think so.


HARRY: Let’s have a look – (Probes.) Yes, funny business. I mean, I had no reason to disbelieve it, because I know that with Tuesday being Prudence’s free afternoon – (GEORGE jerks.)


Sorry!


(HARRY withdraws.)


Better leave it a minute, then. (Sighs.) Who can one believe, then?


GEORGE: Oh – of course – I’m with you – you mean on the Serpentine with Prudence.


HARRY: That’s right.


GEORGE: Rowing!


HARRY: That’s what I said.


GEORGE: Yes – quite. I mean, it wasn’t actually rowing.


HARRY: No?


GEORGE: No – it was more in the nature of paddling.


HARRY: Ah.


GEORGE: Yes, I was in the Park, and you don’t often get a chance to have a bit of a paddle – yes, I was just fixing up a boat for myself – it was more a canoe, really – and lo! – there was Prudence – ‘Hello,’ I said, ‘what are you doing here?’ ‘Hello,’ she said, ‘fancy seeing you.’ ‘Fancy a paddle,’ I said … Yes, she mentioned seeing me, did she?


HARRY: No, she didn’t mention it. It was Archie Sullivan.


GEORGE: Who?


HARRY: Archie Sullivan. Do you know him?


GEORGE: No, I don’t believe I do.


HARRY: Oh. He knows you.


GEORGE: Oh.


HARRY: Yes, he told me he saw you and Prudence having a bit of a row on the Serpentine on her afternoon off work. I can’t think what she was doing in the Park – though of course she does have her activities as I told you.


GEORGE: Yes, it was the flowers, I think. Picking flowers. To arrange.


HARRY: That’s funny.


GEORGE: Well, I suppose you have to bring your own – you won’t find the local authorities lashing out the rates on floral composition.


HARRY: No, but Tuesday is old people.


GEORGE: Oh – yes – She did have some old people with her. Three or four. Very decent lot, I thought. Very clean and well behaved.


HARRY: Did you have them in the boat?


GEORGE: No, they didn’t fancy it.


HARRY: Very nice.


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: Very nice, if you can get it. I don’t know how you do it. Still getting your bit, then? On the job?


GEORGE: Now, Harry –


HARRY: No, I envy you – what a job! Lovely.


GEORGE: Oh, the job – Well, it’s very varied work, of course –


HARRY: Yes, you should have been on ‘What’s My Line?’ They’d never have guessed you, would they, not with your mime. There you’d be rowing your boat – they’d never guess Salesman in a million years. You’d have got a diploma. (He has wandered off and has suddenly turned round with a mallet and chisel. GEORGE sits bolt upright and squawks –)


GEORGE: Harr!


(HARRY puts the chisel against the head-rest bracket and gives it a good thump with the mallet.)


HARRY: Must get that seen to. (He puts down the mallet and chisel.) 


Open up now. (Probes.) Yes, you won’t feel a thing.


(The drill; GEORGE’s eyes.)


Mmmm … (Whistles softly for a moment.) Incidentally, when you and Mary come round could you bring Prudence’s shoes with you.


(GEORGE’s eyes.)


Steady now. (Withdraws.)


GEORGE: What?


HARRY: Apparently she left them at your place after she fell in.


GEORGE: What are you talking about?


HARRY: Shoes. She left them behind. At your place after she fell in. Of course, that’s my deduction, I may be wrong.


GEORGE: You are wrong, Harry. What are you trying to say? – Prudence never came home without her shoes, did she?


HARRY: No, she was wearing Mary’s. Lucky thing you live so close to the Park – she might have got pneumonia with her shoes wet.


GEORGE: Mary’s shoes?


HARRY: Got Mary’s name in them. Same kind of shoes, only with Mary’s name in them. Lucky they take the same size. Must remember to thank her. Rinse please.


(GEORGE rinses and thinks.)


GEORGE: Oh – yes. Of course. Yes, it was when she was getting out of the boat, she sort of –


HARRY: Fell in.


GEORGE: Well, no – I mean – she certainly got her feet wet, yes. ‘Tell you what,’ I said – ‘My place is very handy – I’ll just nip up for a pair of Mary’s shoes for you to go home in, don’t want to get pneumonia –’


HARRY: But she went with you, didn’t she?


GEORGE: Well, it seemed simpler, yes – cup of tea to warm her up – footbath – Yes, you asked her about it, did you?


HARRY: No, I’ve hardly had a chance to speak to her. It was Archie Sullivan who told me.


GEORGE: Oh? I must say, he gets about, doesn’t he? (Laugh.) He ought to have been on ‘What’s My Line?’ if anyone – with his mime – just following people about, they’d never guess him in a million years.
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