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Characters


THE CAPTAIN


ALICE


KURT


JUDITH


ALLAN


THE LIEUTENANT


Settings


PART ONE


Autumn.


A military base on a small island.


PART TWO


Summer. A couple of years later.


A house on the other side of the island.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.











PART ONE


Scene One


The inside of a round fortification tower built of granite.


In the background, double doors of glass set in a large gateway, through which can be seen a fortified seashore and the sea.


A window.


A writing table, upon it a telegraph machine.


Two dilapidated armchairs, a chaise longue, a small chair against a wall.


A large portrait of ALICE in stage costume on the wall. Also a large mercury barometer.


ALICE. Shall I keep the door open?


CAPTAIN. Up to you.


ALICE. Open, then. (A pause.) You’re not smoking.


CAPTAIN. I don’t know, lately strong tobacco’s got to my stomach.


ALICE. Smoke something weaker. You say it’s your only pleasure.


CAPTAIN. ‘Pleasure’? What does that word mean?


ALICE. I’ve not the faintest idea. (A pause.) Do you want a whisky?


CAPTAIN. Bit early. What’s for supper?


ALICE. How do I know? Ask the girl.


CAPTAIN. The mackerel should be in season soon. It’s autumn, after all. Outside… and inside. (A pause.) A mackerel, crusted skin gleaming from the grill, with a slice of lemon and a chilled, white burgundy.




ALICE. Poetic all of a sudden, darling?


CAPTAIN. Is there any burgundy left in the cellar?


ALICE. You drank it.


CAPTAIN. Better stock up then. Celebrate our thirtieth wedding anniversary.


ALICE. You’re not serious.


CAPTAIN. Naturally.


ALICE. It would be more ‘natural’ to celebrate thirty years of misery.


CAPTAIN. Alice my sweet, yes, it’s been horribly miserable but we’ve had good times. Now and then. And we must make use of the time we have left before it’s all over.


ALICE. You and I ‘over’? If only.


CAPTAIN. Don’t worry! We are over. It’s all dead. This marriage is dead… manure. Shovel it into a wheelbarrow, spread it on the garden.


ALICE. It would kill off all the plants.


CAPTAIN. Well, there we go.


A pause.


ALICE. Did the post come?


CAPTAIN. Yes.


The CAPTAIN pulls out envelopes.


ALICE. Is the butcher’s bill there?


CAPTAIN. You look.


ALICE. Eyes worse, are they?


CAPTAIN. Nonsense.


ALICE. Slackening of muscles in the eyeballs.


CAPTAIN. Rubbish.


ALICE (looks at the bill). Can you pay this?


CAPTAIN. Of course. Later.




ALICE. How late? In a year’s time, when you’ve got your weeny, weeny little pension? Or later than that, when your illness has come back…


CAPTAIN. What illness, never been ill in my life. A little… nausea. I’ve got twenty more years at least.


ALICE. The doctor doesn’t think so.


CAPTAIN. Doctor…


A pause.


ALICE. He’s throwing a party tonight.


CAPTAIN. I know the quack’s throwing a party, don’t harp on about it!


ALICE. We weren’t invited.


CAPTAIN. We weren’t invited because we don’t socialise with the quack, and we don’t socialise with the quack because we don’t want to, because I despise him and I despise his silly, goose-brained, always-with-a-new-hairdo wife. They are rubbish.


ALICE. Everyone’s rubbish to you.


CAPTAIN. People are rubbish.


ALICE. Well then, another evening in. (A pause.) Do you want to play cards?


CAPTAIN. Fine.


ALICE takes a pack of cards from a drawer in the sewing table and begins to shuffle.


ALICE. Just think, the doctor’s got the Army Band to play at his party.


CAPTAIN. That’s because he’s a wheedler, he wheedles his way in with the Colonel in the town. If only I could wheedle.


ALICE. I used to like Gerda. Then she turned vicious.


CAPTAIN. They’re all vicious. What are trumps over there?


ALICE. Put your glasses on.


CAPTAIN. They’re no use. Well? What…




ALICE. Spades are trumps.


CAPTAIN (disgruntled). Spades…


ALICE leads.


ALICE. She’s turned the wives of the new officers against us, they’ve really got it in for you and me.


CAPTAIN. Don’t care, I put up with it. I’ve always been a loner.


ALICE. Well, at least we’re alike in that. But I fear for our daughter, growing up without any society.


CAPTAIN. If she wants ‘society’ let her get it, in town. I took that! Have you got more trumps there?


ALICE. One! There!


CAPTAIN. Six and eight equals fifteen…


ALICE. Fourteen! Fourteen!


CAPTAIN.…six and eight equals fourteen. I’ve forgotten how to count. And two makes… sixteen… (Yawns.) You deal.


ALICE. Tired, darling?


CAPTAIN. Not at all.


ALICE listens in the direction of the door.


ALICE. You can hear the music all this way. (A pause.) Do you think they invited Kurt?


CAPTAIN. Well, he got here this morning so he’ll have had time to get his fancy dress suit out. Not that he’s had time to call on us.


ALICE. What’s all this about him being ‘Master of Quarantine’, are they going to make a quarantine station here?


CAPTAIN. Oh yes.


ALICE. Why don’t you tell me these things? God! (A pause.) Well, he’ll be important and he is my cousin, we did share the same name once…


CAPTAIN. A dubious honour.


ALICE. Don’t start on my family and I won’t start on yours.




CAPTAIN. No, don’t let’s get into all that again.


A pause.


ALICE. Doesn’t the Master of Quarantine have to be a doctor?


CAPTAIN. Not at all, he’s just a jumped-up civil servant, a bookkeeper with a flashy title. The perfect rubbish post for Kurt.


God knows what he’s been up to in America. Well, I haven’t missed him.


ALICE. Strange though.


CAPTAIN. What is?


ALICE. That Kurt should come back just in time for our thirtieth.


CAPTAIN. Why is that strange? Oh, I see, you mean because he brought us together.


ALICE. Well, he did.


CAPTAIN. Our matchmaker. Ha! Thought he was saving you, didn’t he.


ALICE. Stupid idea…


CAPTAIN. Well, we’ve had to pay for it, not him.


ALICE. Imagine if I’d stayed in the theatre. All my friends are famous now.


CAPTAIN. Right, a drink.


He walks over to the sideboard and makes himself a drink, which he takes standing up.


We should have a bar here, with a rail, I could put my foot on it, imagine I’m back in Copenhagen, in the American Bar.


ALICE. Do it, put in a bar with a rail. Copenhagen, wonderful days.


The Tivoli Gardens, the concerts, the lights, the dancing.


CAPTAIN. Tivoli evenings. You were so refined.


ALICE. A wife with refined tastes, a wife to brag about.




CAPTAIN. Hunh. (Drinks.) Listen, they’re dancing at the doctor’s, three-four time, the tubas… boom… boom boom.


ALICE. It’s the Alcazar Waltz. It’s years since I danced a waltz.


CAPTAIN. Think you could you still manage it?


ALICE. ‘Still’?


CAPTAIN. Well, I guess, like me, your dancing days are done.


ALICE. Nonsense, you may be decrepit, but I’m still in my prime.


CAPTAIN. We’ll light the lamps.


The CAPTAIN walks stiffly over to the desk and rings the bell. Nothing happens.


Where’s the girl?


ALICE (calls out). Jenny?


No one comes.


Jenny!?


No one.


Sulking in the kitchen.


CAPTAIN. I’ll light them myself.


He goes over and lights the lamp.


ALICE. Do you think she’ll go?


CAPTAIN. Wouldn’t surprise me.


ALICE. It’s your fault, you spoil the servants, you grovel to them. You always do to subordinates.


CAPTAIN. Well well.


ALICE. You crawl on your knees before your men and your sergeants but you attack your superiors. You’re a would-be despot with the soul of a slave.


CAPTAIN. Oh!


ALICE. Weak but vicious, like all tyrants. So you think she’ll go?




CAPTAIN. I do, unless you go out there and say something kind.


ALICE. Me?


CAPTAIN. If I go you’ll say I’m letching after the maids.


ALICE. If she goes, who’ll do the work? Me. Like last time. I’ll ruin my hands.


CAPTAIN. Forget your hands. If Jenny goes so will Kristin and we’ll never get servants out to the island again. The mate on the ferryboat bad-mouths us and scares them off. And if he doesn’t my corporals will.


ALICE. You and your corporals, they hang around in my kitchen expecting me to feed them, but you’ve not got the courage to throw them out…


CAPTAIN. No, mustn’t do that…


ALICE. Why on earth not?


CAPTAIN. I’ve got to keep them sweet, if they leave at the end of their service period, we’ll have to close up the cannon shop.


ALICE. That would ruin the island…


CAPTAIN. That’s why we officers are going to demand a subsistence allowance from His Royal Majesty.


ALICE. What, for you?


CAPTAIN. No, to pay off the corporals!


ALICE. What a squalid little fiddle. (Laughs.)


CAPTAIN. Oh yes, Alice, please laugh, just a little, it does us good.


ALICE. Yes. (A pause.) Would you like another game?


CAPTAIN. No, it bores me.


A pause.


ALICE. I’m really upset about Kurt. Why does our high and mighty new Master of Quarantine call on our enemies first?


CAPTAIN. Don’t talk about it, it’s pointless.




ALICE. But in the paper, in the ‘new arrivals’ column, they call him ‘the successful businessman’, so he must have made money.


CAPTAIN. A rich relative, that’s a first in our family.


ALICE. In yours maybe. There’s been a lot of money on my side.


CAPTAIN. He’ll have a really big head now, if he’s made a bit of a pile, but I’ll cut him down to size, I’m not going to bow and scrape.


The telegraph receiver begins to click.


ALICE. Who is it?


The CAPTAIN remains standing.


CAPTAIN. Quiet!


ALICE. Well? Go and look.


CAPTAIN. I can hear what she’s saying. It’s our beloved daughter.


He goes over to the instrument and taps out a reply. The machine continues to click for a while, then the CAPTAIN responds.


ALICE. Well?


CAPTAIN. Just one minute. (Gives a final tap.) She’s at the guardhouse in town, she’s not feeling well and she’s not at college.


ALICE. What again? What else does she say?


CAPTAIN. ‘Send money’, what else?


ALICE. Why does Judith want everything now? If she graduates next year she knows we’ll help her.


CAPTAIN. You tell her.


ALICE. You tell her.


CAPTAIN. What’s the use, daughters just do what they want.




ALICE. This one does in your house.


The CAPTAIN yawns.


Don’t yawn at me!


CAPTAIN. Why not? We say the same things every day, over and over. The yawn could mean anything, like ‘yes, my angel’ or ‘shut up, please, please just shut up, shut up, just shut up!’ (Shrugs.) Take your pick.


ALICE. You’re in a jolly little mood tonight.


CAPTAIN. Aren’t I. When’s dinner coming?


ALICE. Did you know the doctor ordered the party supper from town, from The Grand Hotel?


CAPTAIN. Grand Hotel? That means they’ll be having grouse, hazel grouse, the finest bird there is. But it’s barbaric what the locals do with it, frying it in bacon grease…


ALICE. Ugh, don’t…


CAPTAIN. So, how shall we entertain ourselves? Shall I dance for you?


ALICE. You’re far too far gone for dancing.


A knock on the door.


Who’s that? It’s late.


CAPTAIN. I don’t know, I’ll go and look!


He exits. ALICE winces. A pause. The CAPTAIN comes back on. He has a card in his hand, he conceals it.


It was Kristin, she said Jenny’s left.


ALICE. So I’ll be a maid in my own house again?


CAPTAIN. And I’ll be a servant.


ALICE (notices the card). What’s that? Is that a card? Is someone at the front door?


CAPTAIN. Don’t know, can’t read it.


ALICE (snatches the card). It’s Kurt, Kurt! Well, let him in!




The CAPTAIN goes out. ALICE arranges her hair.


CAPTAIN (off). Kurt! Come right on in!


ALICE winces. The CAPTAIN enters from the left with KURT. ALICE seems to come to life.


Here he is, the dog, the traitor. Welcome home, old boy, big hug.


ALICE. Welcome to my house, Kurt.


KURT. It’s been a long time.


CAPTAIN. Fifteen years! And now we’re two old farts.


ALICE. Kurt looks just the same.


CAPTAIN. Sit, sit, and first things first: are you busy tonight, spoken for?


KURT. I’ve been invited to the doctor’s, but I don’t think I’ll go.


ALICE. You’ll spend your first night with family, lovely.


KURT. The only thing is the doctor’s my superior, not showing my face could be awkward.


CAPTAIN. Rubbish, don’t fear superiors, I never have.


KURT. Whether you’re afraid of them or not, they can cause you trouble.


CAPTAIN. I’m the master of this island, stick close to me, no one will dare touch you.


ALICE. Oh, shut up, Edgar. (Takes KURT’s hand.) Forget masters and superiors and spend the evening with us, it’s the right thing, people will understand.


ALICE and the CAPTAIN stare at each other.


KURT. Well. (A pause.) All right then, if I’m really welcome.


CAPTAIN. Why wouldn’t you be?


KURT fails to hide discomfort.


I mean you were a little careless once, but you were young, and water under the bridge, past sins past years, flotsam floating away, why should I hold a grudge?




ALICE is pained. All three sit around the sewing table.


ALICE. So. You’ve had adventures in the wide world.


KURT. Yes, and now I’ve ended up with you.


CAPTAIN. The couple you married off thirty years ago.


KURT. Well, it’s good to see you’re still together.


CAPTAIN. Oh yes. Sometimes it’s been a bit… so-so, but we’ve stuck it out, Alice has nothing to complain about and the money pours in. You might not know but I’ve had a great success with textbooks.


KURT. Yes, I remember, your book on rifle practice? It sold well, didn’t it? Do military schools still use it?


CAPTAIN. It’s still number one, though they’ve tried to replace it with a new book that’s rubbish, which they all… read.


Awkward silence.


KURT. So… have you travelled abroad?


ALICE. Yes, we’ve been to Copenhagen, five times.


CAPTAIN. You see, when I rescued Alice from the theatre…


ALICE. Rescued me?


CAPTAIN. Yes, I saved her from that cesspool, doing the gallant husband thing…


ALICE. You’ve got a nerve…


CAPTAIN.…but to my sorrow ever since I’ve had to hear how I destroyed her brilliant career… ha ha… and in penance I’ve been forced to promise to take her to Copenhagen, which I have done, faithfully, five times, five… (Holds up the five fingers of his left hand.) Do you know Copenhagen?


KURT. No, I’ve travelled mostly in America…


CAPTAIN. America. Barbaric, isn’t it?


KURT. It’s not Copenhagen.


ALICE. Are you in touch with your… with your children?


KURT. No.




ALICE. Oh, I’m so sorry, it must have been awful to leave them.


KURT. I didn’t leave them, the court gave their mother custody.


CAPTAIN. Let’s leave that alone, you were well out of that mess.


KURT (to ALICE). How is Judith?


ALICE. Well, thank you, she goes to college in town, she’s almost grown up now.


CAPTAIN. Yes, she’s a good girl.


A pause.


KURT. Well… well, as you know there’s going to be a quarantine station here, plague, cholera and so on, and the doctor’s my superior and… can you tell what kind of man he is?


CAPTAIN. ‘Man’? No man at all. He’s an ignoramus, utter rabble, and a scoundrel.


KURT (to ALICE). Oh. That’s not good news.


ALICE. He’s not as bad as Edgar makes him out. Though personally I do find him… unpleasant.


CAPTAIN. He’s a scoundrel, like all the others: the Customs Officer, the Postmaster, the switchboard girl, the ferry pilot, all scoundrels and that’s why I have nothing to do with them.


KURT. You’re on bad terms with everyone?


CAPTAIN. With the lot.


ALICE. One can’t mix with these people, it’s as if all the tyrants in Sweden have been sent to be imprisoned here. And I mean all of them.


CAPTAIN (in good humour). Hinting at something, darling? I’m no tyrant, at least not in my own house.


ALICE. You watch yourself.


CAPTAIN. Take no notice of her, I’m a model husband and the old girl here’s the best little wifey in the world.


ALICE. Drink, Kurt?




KURT. Not just now, thank you.


CAPTAIN. Teetotal, are you?


KURT. I drink a moderate amount.


CAPTAIN. I drink a vastly immoderate amount or nothing at all. A man should know how to take a drink.
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