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introduction

Fostmodernism lives. It thrives, it beckons, and it tor-
ments. But it most definitely exists. Few critics can deny it,
and that is perhaps the only point where most of them’can agree.
Az Douwe Fokkema puts it, "Much to the embavrassment of the
literary historian, the term postmodernism has become a household
word even before there was time to establish its meaning." (viil.
While some critics claim that it exists as an extension of mod-
ernism and others submit that it is an entirely new directicn,
very little CONSENsUS can be reached over the question of how
exactly one gains membership to the club. One thing the debate
serves to show is that postmodernism is far from a unified move-
ment. Larry McCaffrey suggests that,

getting a sense of what does constitute péstmndernism

is perhaps best approached in the same way readers

should approach one of Faulkner's multi-narrated

novels: One reads one section, one tendency, one sub-—

jective opinion to get a feel for the tervitory, and

~then one moves on into another expanse, examines that

area for its distinctive features, and so on (xi-xiid.
Eventually one may be able to assemble a rough picture of what
everyone is talking about. But the problem is that there’s Jjust
so much of it araund.‘ Fostmodernism has became a word synonymous
with the 13980's and the yuppie generation. Almost any aépect of
cantemporary.culture can be, and praobably has been, labelled as
another element, result,-ar cause of the postmodern movement. It
engul fs much more than literature or even the arts: "Fostmodern-

iem is more than a buzzword or even an aesthetic); it is a way of

seeing, a view of the human sgpirit and an attitude toward politi-
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ral as well as cultural possibilities" (Gitlin 1). We are a
postmodern generation in & postmodern age dealing with postmaodern
conflicts in a typically postmodern fashion.,  But what does it
mEan o be postmodern™

& super ficial survey of the growth of postmodernism could
begin withrthe Fenaissance, where the philosophical stage was set
for a universe centered around humankind., The romantics began to
define themselves as individuals in a new and rapidly changing
world., They were the first to draw attention to the ways in
which they related to their own art and to the status of that arﬁ
in ité fresh and unpredictable context. Later, nineteénﬁh—
century literary realism based itself on materialist determinism:
the Victorian bourgecis confidence in the social and marai py o
gress of humankind. FRealism was supposed to mirror reality and
use it as a base upon which to criticize and sympathize. High
culture and popular culture were separated by a wall of tradition
and sccial class differences. The high modernists rebelled
against those views. They set out to remake life, highlighting
personal experience as the only ultimate meaning. High culture
waolild stoop on occasion to Snrraw from low culture. Art, in the
eyes of the Avant-Garde, was seen as an answer, as in fact the
answer, to a ravaged world. Eventually, the bourgeoisie came to
accept the private constructions of the modernists, and the
upcoming generation was faced with a unique dilemma: the modern
bourgecisie was becoming Modern. Two world wars, the depression

of the 1930%s, and the shock of the nuclear bomb, among other
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avents, showed once and for all that art was not a ablution, and
the rise of existentialism began to make the possibility of any
tangible solutions appear absurd. With no esasily defined and
readily available enemy at their disposal, and a growing sense
that there is no indisputable "right way," the new generation
came to accept that no hierarchy of world order is possible, and
the postmodern demeansy was born. In place of modernism’s con-
cern for the individual comes postmodern indifference: indiffer—
ence to tradition, consistency, and continuity. High culture and
popular culture blur together. "It [postmodernisml] neither
embraces.nor criticizes; but beholds the world blankly, with a
knowingﬁess tﬁat dissolves feeling and commitment into irony...
It regards ‘the inaividual’ as a sentimental attachment, a fic-
tion to be enclosed within quotation marks" (Gitlin 352, On the
broadest level, it would be fair to say that while the concerns
o f madernism were epistemological, the concerns of postmodernism
tend to be more ontological. That is, from questions concerning
knowledge (What can be known and how?), we have moved towards
general inguiries into the nature of being and the meaning of
existence. FRather than openly confronting the problems of the
world, there is a more inward movement:

Beckett, Borges, and Nabakov —— the three authors of

this pericd [1940’s and 1930's] who were to have the

most direct impact on postmodern writing —-— all ap—

-peared to turn their backs on the world outside in

favor of a movement inward, toward the world of lan-

qguage, dream, and memory, to examine the nature of

experience, of the way words beguile, mislead, and

shape our perception, of the way imagination builds its
own realm out of symbols., (McCaffrey xviiil.
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Generally speaking, postmodern artists are anti-dogma, anti-
atfimn, and apolitical. This is reflected in theirvportrayals o f
humnmankind's helplessness against the random whims of the cosmos.
Tritically, ﬁastmodernism began to surface as a movement in
the early fifties. At that time early critics, such as Irving
Howe, saw it as an anti-intellectual current éating away at the
foundations of modernism. The erosion of traditicnal values and
centers of authority, a general passivity and apathy, and a
neglect of traditional ceremonies — all of theée led to the
cregation of fictional characters with no social definition who
appeared to bé’sat adrift in a world without traditicons of
authority. Other critics saw this new trend in such writers as
Iris Mwdoch and Kingsley Amis, whmserwarks move away from what
they termed as the "alienation of modernism.” In the sixties,
postmodernism was associated with the American counter-culture by
such critics as Lesiie Fiédlervand Susan Sontag. The movement
was seen in relation to Jack Kerouac and the Beat generation, EKen
Fesey’s Merry Franksters, Pop Art, and Rock and Roll, but it was
limited to American culture fo; the most part. In the early
seventies William 8Spanos developed a view of postmodernism,
assaciating‘it with existentialism. By the late seventies cer-—
tain critics, most notably Ihab Hassan, began to establish post—
modernism as a movement that included more and more diverse
views: 5...in the 1970's Postmodernism bécame more and more an
inclusive term that gathered to itself all literary and cultural

phenomena that could hat be classified as either Realist or



Modern'  (Bertons 25). Arnd where doss 1t og

e

aricd today?™ William
'Spanas zlaims that the FPostmodern imagination is fundamentally a
phenonernclogical Jexistential one.  The postmodern personality is
sne in reaction to a world in whiﬁh Zod iz dead (Spanos 14).  We
are faced with‘an'age in which nothing is certain. As Lance

Olsen points out, "Fostmodernism is the first movement that

appears to be for and against everything and nothing." Unlike
any other modes of conscicousness, it believes in no higher
truths, no "transcendant area that is somehow deepesr and richer,

more in tune with our fundamental impulses...” (133, We are
stranded historically in an era where everything seems to have
been done already, where the only authority is money, where words
such as "individual," "common sense,” or "reality" can only be
printed with apslogetic guotation marks. Even the pname =f the
movement is uncertain. Many critics claim that the word post-
modern 1s abharrent, since it suggests that literary movaements
should be seen as a string of events or works leading towards
some ultimate height. _ -

The word postmodern, then, obscures the fact that the

impulse informing the postmodern occasion is not funda-

mentally a chronological event in a developing plot but

rather an inherent mode of human understanding that

became prominent in the present (de-centered) histori-

zal conjunction (Spancos 139).
Ihab Hassah, one of the most flamboyant of the postmodern
critics, agrees that the term postmodern denctes a certain temp-
oral linearity that no postmodernist would admit to, and he also
points out another reason why the term is inept: "The word post-

modernism is not only awkward and uncouth; it evokes what it
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wishes to surpass or suppress, modernism. itself. The term thus
contains its snemy within, . as the terms romanticism and clas-
zism, barogue and roococo, do not” ("The Question of Postoodern—
ism" 1193. But even Hassan admits there is no better title fmf
this curicus age.

By now it should be aobvious that one of the fundamental dif-
ficulties that one encounters with postmodernism is one of defin-
ition. In a sense, to define postmodernism is to deny it. A
warning common to postmodern texts is to beware of labels. There
are no absolutes; reality is a subjective experieﬁce. "Poast -
madernism explareé the impossibility of imposing a single deter-—
minant meaning on a text -—- and for the pustmaderﬁist, the world
is a text“ (Olsen 8). Thus we are faced with a situation in
which the hardened critics and eager graduate students desper-
ately try to categorize and catalogue an elusive mﬁvement that
Fuckishly denies them the right to do so.

Farhaps "post-" is the proper way to describe this age:
painting is post-Picasso, writing is post-Joyce, modern music is
post~Beatles. There is a sense that everything truly great has
already been done, that.we are somehow abandoned, isclated from
any sense of meaning. And if everything has been done, 1if every-—
thing is pointless, why bother to produce art? A good question
that remains in many respects the paradox of postmodernism, (ﬁr
at least one of them)., One answer is that in order to survive
with this existential dislocation, we must learn to accept our

own powerlessness and this involves questioning absﬁlutely every
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human convention, every hamnan value. 0Only through destroving our
ald illusions can we confront our actual situation. Fostmodern
wiriters are aware of the importance that language plays in shap-
irng the world around us, the way it is used by power structurss,
the way in which sc-called "reélity,” oy Mocommon sense, U or
"truth" are really disguised versions of ideoclogies that are
promoted by the institutions that pf@fit from the acceptance of
these illusidns. Foy this reason, much postmodern literature
relies on strategies and technigues that paraody the ﬁmnventianal-
ity of our very ways of thinking and force us to gquestion, as
raaders, our own reading habits and expectaticns. A vast variety
of self-reflexive motifs are used to exploit this idea of art
hyper—conscious of its own processes as art. Some of these in—
clude authorial intrusion, breaking down the boundaries between
fact and fiction, and the ewxaggerated narrative technigues of
magic realism, to name but a very few. There is a general re-
sistance to closure in order to make us guestion the conventional
frames within which we regard literary works., Other influences
come in the form of cinema, television, and video, which encour-
age a different pacing in literature and a leaning towards writ-
ing in the present tense. In drama this current made itself
known in the works of such different authors as Edward Albee,
Harold Finter, Tom Stoppard, and Sam Shepherd. For the most
part, these playwrights find a union bethen realism and experi-
mentalism:

At the end of the modern period of drama, therefore,
two distinct strands emerged. Experimentalism had
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roalesced and achieved a culmination in absurdl sm,
while realism had dropped thestrical trappings and
ceased experiment in expressionism and poetry, achiev-—
ing a zlarity and dirvectness of purpose it had not
possessed since its inception.  The postmodern drama—
tist rises to the challenge of the twe apparent cul-de-
zacs bto unite seeming opposites into a new and uni fied
cdramatic aesthetic (Simard 9).

How is Games For Adults of these trends? The first element
hat could be classified as postmodern is the "Godgame." The
term "Godgame" was coined by John Fowles in his intriguing second
novel, The Maqus. In‘it, the protagonist, Nick Urfe, is led by
an exparimental millionaire through a series of illusions in
which it becomes increasingly impossible for him, or the reader,
to figure out his actual situation. Fowles ﬁalls this situation
a godgame. DOther Godgames have been used by such contemporary
authors as Thomas FPynchon, Iris Murdoch, and Joseph Heller. The
concept can also be traced as far back as Shakespeare in such

works as The Tempest, A Midsummer Night's Dream, Othello, and

Haml et . 'In his article entitled "Spoocking Oedipa,” Robert Rawdon
Wilson shows how godgames have existed in literature for cen-
turies. In fiction, then, a godgame can be described as a situa-
tion in which there exists a master, or group of masters, wha
create a game-like situation in which they know the rules and the
protagonist does not.

The term ‘Godgame’ may be extended to include all
instances of a certain kind of literary illusion,
common to both the barogue and the modern periods, in
which a victim within a confusing, shifting web of
incidents attempts to think his way out or through
tthat is, discover the rules?, and in which the process
of thinking, or playing the game, may be described from
the inside as a succession of states of consciousness.
tWilson 188).
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Wilgon lists a number of criteria that go into the creation of &
godgamz.  These criteria are: that a series of linked incidents
create am illuszion; that these incidents be inpenstrabls and
constitute reality for the victimy; that the illusion be a sel f-
correcting and sel f-explaining system; that it is plotted and
planned, thﬁugh this is unknown to the victimy that the victim
will act, or react, in terms of the illusion; and that his
actions will be observed and subject to judgement (1300, The

godgame in Sames For Adults'is used to illustrate the postmodern

concern for illusion as well as being an alleqgory for the post-
modern condition itself.

The godgame plays upon, and calls forth, the sssential
human fear of puniness: of being weak, entrapped,
depersonalized, and made a victim. Hence it makes
vivid latent anxieties, or even deeper anguish, about a
crucial aspect of human esistence that is at once a
quality of mind, of history, and of society (Wilson
2047,

In Games For Adults, Faul is unaware of the extent toa which he is

a victim. Each phase is geared to confuse and simultaneously
convince him of the authenticity of that particular aspect of the
game. As each reality he experiences breaks down and becomes a
fiction, it becomes clear that all realities are sub jective
fictions, that absolute meaning is an impossibility. As Damien
says at one point; "We're trying fa show you that the nature of
reality depends on how it's depicted" (123, or else; "...you
take the illusions for reality and pretend that you are wise...
It’s time for youw to learn that it?’s all a fiction, that nothing
is real” (133). Damien claims that the object of the first
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phases of the game were bt grepere FPawl, to convinoe him that

sometimes if? is the truth, or at leasst, in posimodern terms, as

clome Yo the truth as anybthing can bes "Bacause Faul in your
everyday life, "if" is a lie. You said it yourself; you want

factz, Our job is to warm you up, to persuade you to believe
that sometimes 'if? can be‘fhe truth” (1243, All of this serves
to dramatize the postmodern loss of meaning, the frustration of
our condition which is to know only penultimate realities.

While Faul’s hosts are showing him some of the infinite
dimensions of reality, they are also illustrafing ancother im-—
portant aspect of postmodern literature: the breaking down of
the author's authority. ".ovthe discourse of postmodernism...is
committed to the demystification uf'the author’s authority. It
insists on the author as a being-in—-the-world, a historical agent
inscribed by the archive and engaged in the risky process of
@xploving the... world” (Spancs 2043, This aspect of postmod-
@rnism is obvious in some of Damien'’s early comments on what are
supposed to be his own plays: "There you go with *meaning’
again. I hope you don’t look for meaning in all of my plays.
I'm a stylist, not a prophet” (26). But it becomes especially
evident in the character of Faul himself. bamien tells him that
he "typifies his kind," that he is "a shadow lost in a world of
meaningless truths, bombarded with empty sclutions to an insur—
mountable array of problems, and rather than admit your own
insignificance, you take the illusions for reality and pretend

that you are wise. You are living in darkness, a womb lined with



lies, imagining bright futwes Wwhere thers

AR v o " B

ALty

i

Faul is meant to e anm everyman, & product of the postmadern

i

N ) . . - . / 3
o m. Through the plays within the play, FPaul is, in a senss,

autitor and audience, subtly breabking down the distinction between

them.

Az does most postmodern art, Games For Adults raises gques—

tions, but refrains from offering solutions. Neither Damien,
Zarah, nor CTeline can tell Paul what to write, nor do they really
offer him any point from which to start except that he is to be a
myth—maker. This idea of myth-making comes from my intérest‘in
the woarks of Northrop Frye and that which he sees as the recovery
of myth through romance. The final chapter a% Frye's book The

Secular SBcripture is entitled "The Recovery of Myth." Here, Frye

begins by pointing out that we have lost the myths that once
identified us with nature. He gives rmmancé the central role in
recovering myth to the human imagination, noting that the aﬁcent
of the hero tends to imply & return to an identity in a higher
reality. In this way, hevpramotes a sort of revelutionary ro-—
marce, if you like; "It appears in the pularizing between two
worlds, one desirable and the octher Eateful, the triumphant
upward movement of the living hero rising from the dead dragon,
the point that expresses the reader’s ideatity with a power of
life strong enocugh to smash through any kind of barrier or dan-
ger." (163). FRomance of & sort is on the rise, as is evident in
much postmodern art. One only has to note the mingling of |

science fiction, fantasy, western, and detective genres in so
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many postmodern parodies, all of which contain strong elemen

Fomarce in tham. This would relate as well to the hlurrving of

Bigh culture and low cultuwre in postmodernism. The di fference is

that wunlike the triumphant ascent of the romantic herao vising
from the wnderworld against all odds, the postmodern hero cannot
attain the higher plane of Frye's romantic hero and is liable fto
he left floundering in the labyrinth, with the best of them
learning to accept their condition anmd resigning to be docile
minotaurs as opposed to raging Theseuses.

In the end, of course, there i= no closure In Games For
Adults. Paul’s final situation is ambiguous and the audience is
left to draw their own conclusions. But is Faul really the hero
in the play? Frye suggests that there are twz stages in man's
recovery of myth through romance:

"As we make the first great move from projection to the

recovery of myth, from return to recreation, the foous

of interest shifits from heroes and other elements of

narvative to the process of creating them. The real

hero becomes the poet, not the agent of force or cun-—

ning whom the poet may celebrates" (Frye 1782,

In a sense, the heroces in Games For Adults are Damien (a play-

wright who turns ocut to be false, but theoretically an artist all
the same), Faul (the poet/victim/everyman’, and ultimately the
craative process itself, the imaginative process invalved in
creating poetry that Damien and the others hope to exploit in

FPaul. Thus, it is boped that SGames For Adults brings together

some of the elements of romance and postmodernism in what is

above all an entertaining experience for the audience.
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The Characters

EFaul. WEAVEFR: A Canadian of about twenty—-five with no'autstanding
features. ' -

7

SaRaAH SILE: An English actress in her mid-thirties. Barah is
seductively sophisticated and emoctionally unpredictable.

DAMIEN SILE: An English playwright in his late forties. He is
apenly rich, intellectual, and dashing. B8tyle is his key. He
should display a highly confident attitude and a controlled sense
of carelessness.

CELINE REENAED: French, an artist, about 25, and very
attractive.

AMITA SMITH: English, composed, Faul’s fiance.

The Set

The livingroom of Sarah and Damien, the present. It is a
large room with a distinctly upper—-class air. It is modern,
uncluttered, and precise. The walls are decorated with an array
~of large paintings. One especially grand and vioclent work dom-
inates the back wall, center stage. 7To the right oif this paint-
ing is the main entrance to the apartment. The windows are com-
pletely hidden behind venetian blinds. At the back of the room
is a big desk upon which sits a computer terminal and a tele-
phone. A staircase climbs the wall, stage right. It leads to a
balcony which overlooks the livingroom and from which the audi-
gnoce can see twd doors leading to the bedrooms. Stage left is
the door to the kitchen. Stage right leads to ancther part of
the apartment.



. L. 8. Young - Games For Aduits

ACT I, Scene 1 7
(As the lights come up, Faul and Sarah—are
kissing passionately on the couwch, 8.3
SARAH: tBreaking away.) This is praobably disgustingly pragmatic of

me, but I think we should get to know one ancother before we go any
further.

FAaUL: I wholeheartedly disagree. tAttempts to kiss her again.)

SARAH: (Pulling back.? Why? Are you afraid of what you might find
out

FaUL.: (Fause.? Maybe I'm afraid of what you might find out.

SARAH:  That’s a saobering thought. (Rising.) How about some more
wine?

FAUL : I'd rather continue what we were doing a moment ago.

SARAH: And I'd rather talk about you for awhile. (Pours the wine.)
So tell me about yourself... (As an afterthought.? Darling.

FAUL. . What would you like to know?

SARAH: What are your plans?

FAUL.: My plans? (Awkwardly.? Well that depends on you...

SARAH: No, no. I don't mean your immediate plans; they’re rather
cbvious. I want to know the big picture. What do you plan to do
with your life? What is your purpose, your scheme, your goal, your
raison d'étre? What do you believe in®

FAUL : It's a little hard to sum all that up in a few seconds.

sSaRAH:  Try.

FALL: Well, I'm uh... liberal, I suppose. I, vh, try to... I
don’t kpow!  This is silly.

SARAH:  Nao it isn’t. It’s entertaining.

- FAUL: Why don’t you talk about yourself. I don’t know anything
about you. '

SARAH: That didn’t seem to bother you a moment ago. Besides, I
‘ asked you first.

-~
-
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Faltdl.:  Maybe I will have that drink.

SAarAH: You're avoiding my gquestion. —

Falle And youw're avoiding my lips. FKiss me, Sarah. tThey embrace
momentarily.) ’

SARAH: {Breaking away softly.? Mmm. bThat’s very nice, but I still
want to know who you are.

FALL: tLaughing.? Oh brother. It simply doesn't matter, alright?

SARAH: It matters to me. I want to know this stranger with whom I
am flirting. Or at least I want to feel that 1 know you. Can you
understand that?

FaUL.: Yes, you want to judge me.

SARAH:  And is there anything terribly wrong with that? You avoid
all my gquestions. This isn’t Last Tango in Paris, you know; I'm much
too old for that type of thing., All I know is that I picked you up
in a café in Chartres and that you're on your way to London.

FaAUL.: Well what else would you like me to tell you®?

SaAFRAH: I don't know. Whatever is significant, I suppose. (Faul
cshrugs. ) What do you intend to do when youw get to London™

Falt.: tHesitates.? I'm not exactly sure. I thought I might settle
down for awhile.

56RAH:  "Settle down?" There, you see? Now we're getting somewhere.
I had no idea you possessed such middle-class, sensibilities.

FalL: FPerhaps "settle down" isn’t the right way to put it.
SARAH: Oh? Please explain.

FAUL: What 1 meant to say is that 1’ve just been thinking it’s time
I found myself a proper job and stopped living like a vagabond.

SARAH: (In mock horvor.) Good heavens! You don't mean to tell me
that I've just driven a common tramp from Chartres to Paris and
1nv1ted him up for a drink.

FAUL: And kissed him too. Yes, I'm afraid so. But don't worry,
I'm really quite harmless.

D)
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SARAH:  That has yet to be seen. But this is good, very good. We'lre
making progress. So tell me more. L

Falll: Oh come an, Sarah. This is meaningless., —
SARAH: Everything is meaningless for that matter.

FaUL: I just mean that--

SARAH: I know exactly what you mean. You have secrets that are none
of my business.

FaAUL: Well I wouldn't exactly say that——

SaRAH:  And your life is none of my business since in your eyes I
represent nothing but a quick sgueeze, an empty one night stand, a—--

FalUl: Now that's not true—-—

SARAH: A "wham bam thank you ma'am," ancther fast food stand on your
.sizzling highway of conquests, a convenient hole to hole up in for a
night, a—--—

FAUL: Now hold on, Sarah. I—-

SARAH:  You may as well admit it.

FaUL.: - But it’s not true.

SARAH:  No?

FaUL.: Absolutely not.

S5ARAH:  Then how exactly do you see me, Faul™

FAUL: Well, I, uh...

SARAH: tLaughs.) Dor’t struggle over it. 1 feel the same way about
YLt :

FaUL: What?

SARAH:  You're just another roadside attraction for me as well.
FAauUlL.: Oh.

SARAH: Aren’t you relieved?

FAaUL: Not exactly.
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SARAH:  You seem a little put off. Come, kiss me.

(They embrace momentarily.)

SaRAH: tPulling sway.? Faul, we can't go through with this.

FalL.: tFrustrated.? Why not™?

SARAH: Because it wouldn’t be fair to my husband.
FALL s tAfter a pause.?) 0Oh, you’re married?
SARAH: I'm éfraid S,

FalL.: {Fause.? Happily?

SARAH: ‘Yes.

FAUL.: (Sighs.?» 1 see. (Fause.’

SakFEAH: Are you surprised?

FalL.: N (Fause.) Why didn’t you tell me?
SarRAH: I am telling you.

FAUL: Why didn’t yaﬁ tell me sooner?
SARAH: Oh, would it have made a difference?
FPALL: Maybe.

SARAH: I know I should have told you sooner. I just found it so
pleasant to... be seduced by you. I'm scrry if I misled you.

FALUL: You wear no ring.

8AFRAH: Oh, did you look for that? No, I rarely wear a ring. I only
find that it gets in the way of things.

Faul.s Uh huh., I can see how it would. (After a pause.?> Not that
it would change anything, but I'd still like to take you to bed.

SARAH: I'm sarry.
FAUL: So oam I. (Begins to shake his head and laugh.)
SARAH: What’s so funny? Tell me, what is it?
‘ FAUL: The truth may as well come cut; I've been unfaithful too.

]
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Youlre married as well™ L

Fractically. I'm engaged to a girl in Laordan .,
{4 pause. When they speak, it is in a new
super ficial tone. 1t should be obvious
that they both regret confessing their
attachments.?

Well, that clears the air.

(False chuckle.?) Yes, I guess it does.

At least we know where we stand.

Anything else I should know?

Would it matter now?

No, I guess it wouldn't. (Pause.) It’s terribly dark in

Why don’t we open up a window.

Nat... No light, please. 1’d prefer to be in the dark.

Alright.

(Fause.?) What’s her name™
Whiz'?

Your companion.

Anita.

Uh huh.

(Fause.? And yours?
Damien.

Unusual name.

I suppose it is if you've never heard it. (Pause.)

Nz, I think I've had enough.

Suit yourself. (Pours herself ancother.?

&

Another
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Falll: tAfter a pause.? I feel a bit foolish.

e

SARAH:  Don't, Faul.

Fall s Ferhaps it would be best for me to kit the road now.

DaRAH: (Looking into her glass.? I just want you to know.o.. I don’t
make a habit of bedding down with strange men. I just found you to
be... irresistible flirting material.

Falll.: Yes, that’s exactly the way 1 felt myself.

SARAH: I'm glad we’ve been sao honest with one another.

FaUL: 5o am I.

SARAH: Then let’'s start over again.

Fall.: I'd love to, but I think it would be best if I started making
tracks for London. (Rising.?» Didn't you say we were near Flace de
la République™

SAarRAH: That'’s right.

FAUL Good, I can walk to Gare du Nord from here then. tElances at
his watch.) Look at the time. 1 must be crazy to have stayed this

long.,

SARAH: Yes, crazvy. (Laughs.) I suppose that’s how we shall remem-—
ber this: just an enchanted little bout of temporary insanity.

(They both look at each other and sigh re-—
agretfully.?

F&UL: I thank you again for the ride and your haspitality.

SAFAH: The pleasure was all mine... I'm only sorry that things did
not work out to your liking.

FALL: {Smiling bravely.)  I've got a long life ahead of me.
SARAH: (Sincere‘b.) I hope so with all my heart.
FAUL.: (Hesitating.? Well, thanks again.

SARAH: Stop thanking me. I can’t stand it... And PFaul, do come
again if you find yourself in Paris.

FAUL: Maybe I'11 do that.
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SaRAH:  And perhaps you could write me a letter some time. You said
viou write poetry and I'd like to see it. We cmulq/became... pern pals
o something.

FaUL: I'd like that.

SARAH: I'1l1 give you the address.
tFaul reaches into his jacket and discovers
that his wallet is missing. He slaps his
breast pockets.?

SARAH: Something wrong?

FAUL: I think I've misplaced my wallet. <(Bends down and searches
through his bag.?

SaraH: For a moment I thought you were having a heart attack.

FauUlLs {(Frantic.?» 1 think I really have lost my wallet. CEmptying
the contents of his bag onto the floor.)d This is terrible! ’

SARAM: What was in it?

FAUL: Everything! Cash, traveller’s cheques, my passport. thicks
through the contents of his bag.? It’s not here! '

SAFRAH: {Searching berneath the cushions on the couch where they were
both sitting.? It’s not here either. Do you remember where you had
it last?

FauL: It must have been in that café in Chartres. I was so busy
talking to you that I must have left it on the counter.

SARAH:  (Smiling.) Now don't try to pin the blame on me.

- FAaUL: This is very serious!

SARAHS I am fully aware of that, Faul, but panicking won’t help you.
let us try to be rational about this. Do you recall the name of the

café where we met?

FaUL.: No, I never even loocked at it. Besides, how long do you
think a wallet full of money and a passport would last in there?

SAFAH: And you're absclutely sure you didn’t have it ocut after that?
FAUL: Fositive.
‘ SARAH: Then perhaps you'd better call your embassy.

8
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Falll: It’s late... P

e

SARAH: 1 axpect they have some branch to handle emergencies. Come,
here's the phone.

AL CInto the phone.) Hello? Qui, est-ce que je peux avoir le
numéro de 1'embassade du Canada, s'il vous plaft... Merci. (Dials.?
Mello?® I'd like to report a stolen passporit... Yes, alright...
Hello™. .. Yes, I've laost my passport and I-... In Chartres... A cafég,
I think... Of course I'm a Canadian citizen... Tomorrow morning?  But

I waz planning on going to London tonight... Yes, I understand... A
place to stay? Yes, 1’11 be fine... Tomorrow morning... Yes, Weaver,
Faul Weaver... That’s right... Thank you. (Hangs up.?

SARAH: Bo7

FAUL: Nothing can be done until tomorrow morning.

SAREAH:  Was Anita expeﬁting yiou? You're welcome to call her from
here.

FaUL: No, that’s alright. I didn't say when I'd be back so a day
or two won't matter.

SARAH: lWhere do you intend to spend the night?

FAUL : I have a friend in Aulnay-sous-Bois. I'm sure he won't mind
a house guest for the evening.

SAarRAH:  Aulnay-scous-Bois?T But that’s way out in the suburbs.
FaUl.: I'11 manage it.

SARAH: Nz, no, it?’s out of the question. You’ll simply have to
spend the night here with us.

FAauL: Us? You mean with you and youwr husband?

SARAH: Yes, of course.s

FaUL: I don't think that would be a very good ;dea.

5AFRAH: Why not? I know my husband would be pleasedito meet you. AS
a matter of fact, I'm sure the two of you would get along splendidly.

He's a writer like yourself.

FAUL: That’s very interesting, but I think--
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SaRAaH: And besides that, there's ancther friend of ours coming for
the evening, & painter named C&line Rernard. I'm sure you’d like
her. -

Falils Thanks, Dut I think it would prove to be an awkward situa-—
tion.,

SarAH:  Whatever makes you say that?

FAUL: I just don?t know that I'd be comfortable around your husband
after what you and I... shared, or at least nearly shared, this
avening.

SARAH: Dh don't dwell on that. It was but a short and magical
maoment far removed from reality. It?’s in the past now. In fact, the
whole thing is beginning to feel far away, like a dream. And now
that we're both wide awake again, I would very much like to get to
Enow you.

PAUL: Maybe this dream, or whatever it was, iz all in the past far
yaud., It’s still very real in my mind. 6As a matter of fact, I'm
‘beqginning to feel rather ashamed of myself.

SARAH: We have nothing to be embarrassed about, Faul.

FAUL: Then perhaps guilty is a better way of putting it.

SARAH: (Ironically.) Well, that's a high—-minded and noble turn-
about., I had no idea you were such a principled young man. (Se-—
verely.? It would be pointless for us to feel quilt over something

- we haven't done, Faul.

FauL: All the same, I think it would be best if I simply crashed in
the suburbs tonight. As a matter of fact, I should give my friend a
call to warn him that I'm on my way. (8tanding.? Do you mind if I

use yaour phone again?

S5ARAH: Faul, you are being unnecessarily prudish about this whole
affair. It would be senseless for you to go all the way out to
Aulnay-sous-Bois this evening when you are perfectly welcome to spend
the night here. _ '

FaUL: Would you mind if I used the phone?

SARAH: (Flayfully.?) Yes.

PAUL:  Yes what?

SARAH: (Rises and stands in front of telephone.) Yes, I would mind
. very much if you used the phone again. I want you to stay.

10
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FAall.s I'd like to, Sarah, but I just think-- 7
Zarar:  Would you please stop playing Saint Sebastian with me? What
we shared back there was very sudden and concupiscent, I admit, but
it is most definitely over néw., There is absolutely no reason in the
world why you can't tarry here a little longer and pass a pleasant
gvening with me and my husband. I feel partially responsible for you
losing your wallet, amd I would sincerely like to make up for it in
Fome way, 30 sit down again and relax.

FAUL: (Reaching for the telephone.? I still think it would be best
if I got on my way. :

SakAH: Flayfully holding it out of his reach.? N, I shan’t let
Yol . I shall lock the door, tie you up, and keep you prisoner 'til
mornt .

{Tension here. They are very close, and it
appears for a moment as if they are about
to kiss again. It should be obvious they’d
like to.

FAUL: (Cuietly.? FPlease... the phone.
SARAH: (Significantly.? Spoil sport.

(Faul goes to phone, and Sarah exits into
the kKitchen. As he dials, Paul absently
scans over the contents of the desk top.
He listens to the phone for a moment and
hangs up. The painting above the desk
catches his eye, and he maneuvers the lamp
s as to shine more light upon it.  Sarah
returns carrying two fresh glasses of
wine.)

Faul. e He’s not home. I got his answering service. He could be out
sf town for the weekend.

SARAH:  Too bad. Fortunately for you my offer still stands. Is it
settled then?

FAUL: I guess it is.
SARAH: Good... Do oyou like that painting?

FalUL: Yes, it’s stunning.

11
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)

SakaH: It was painted by my friend, C&line Bernard. She’ll be
caming by tonight, if you’d care to meet her.

o

Fatll It*'s fascinating. Hhét'a it supposad %o beT

SakRaH: Actually, 1t represents one of my husband’s moods.

FaUl s LQDHS like'wne zinger of a mood.

SARAH: Yes, it is a bit ferocious, isn’t it.

Faull: What kind of stuff does this husband of yours write?

SaRAH: Drama mostly.

Fall.: Oh? {(Bkepticallv.? Anything I might know?

SARAH: (Unconcerned, as she does something slse, perhaps puts some
music on the stereo.?) Praobably. Most pecple know of Damien S8ilk. I
believe at least one of his plays is being performed in London right
T .

Fall s Damiern Silk?!

SaRaH:  Then you know him?

FAUL: Of course I know him! Evervybody knows him! Identical Night-—

mares is my favorite play! You're married to Damien Silk™!  The
Damien 5ilk?!

SARAM: That's right.

FAUL: But this is incredible! 1 just saw the film version of Crim-—
inal Visions a month ago. Why didn't you tell me you were marvied to
Damien Silk! ‘ :

SAREAH: I had no idea you were such a fan of his.

FaUL.: (Ecstatic.? Who isn’t a fan of his? He's prabably the most
celebrated playwright of the decade.

SARAH: I’'m glad you think so.

FAUL: But I didn't know he lived in Faris. I thought he lived in
London.

SAFEAH: We have a number of homes.

FaUl: What brings him to FParig?
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SarRaH: Actually, 1t is @y caresr that brings uz here.

FAUL Oh¥ i

SAaREaH: Yas, I have a part in the Fremoh version of & Duestian of
ITdentity.

EEPEY You didn't tell me you're an actress.

SAakRAH:  There are many things I didn®t tell you.

Faul: I'm beginning to see that., Why didn't you tell me about your

husband™
SaARAH: It naever came up.
~ALL s CBut it

SARAM: CInterrupting him.? Would it have made a difference?
(Fause.?) Yes, yes, I can see now that it would have made a differ—
ence. You wouwldn't have been interested in me as an attractive older
woman whom you happened to meet in a café in Chartres, but rather as
Sarah Silk, the wife of yvour favorite playwright.

Fatil: tEmbarvasséd.? No, no, it wouldn't have been like that, o,
at least I hope not... I'm sorry. I guess I got a little carvied
away there. It?’s just that I absclutely worship Damien Bilk. I
think I've seen almost every play he ever wrote.

SARAH: tWith a touch of bitterness.? here are many that worship
Damien Silk. Don't fret abeout it. I'm accustomed to reactions like
VoLT S by niow. I merely have to breathe his name and everyone is in
sostacy. (Mimicking Paul's excitement.? "Damien Silk'! Why Identi-
czal Nightmares is my favorite play! 0h, he’s probably the most
celebrated playwright of the decade!'® I hear it all the time.

FaUL: I'm sorry.

SARAH: (More distant than before.?) There is nothing to be scrry.
about .,

Falll.s So what’s it like to live with Damien Silk?

el

SARAH: (Bharply.? Let me just tell you, it may be entertaining
see Damien Silk’s works performed on the stage; it is guite anocther

thing entirely to be & character forever playing in one of them.

Falll: What do you mean?
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SARAH: Never mind.

g

Falll.: tFPause.? 1 can imagine that he might be a difficult man to
live with.

SARAH: (Sourly.) VYou can imagine it, can you?
FALL.: Well, I mean that...

SARAH: Damien is a very challenging man, and I appreciate that.
He's a man with grzat ideas who questions everything, and I peed
that. But sometimes... Oh, I don’t know, sometimes it's bloody hard
living with & genius... Sometimes it would be pleasant to lead a
normal life.

PAUL} What’s & normal life™

SARAH: (During the following speeches, her anger should build slow-
ly, reaching a climax when she guestions Paul.? I don't know, doing
the things that normal, everyday people do: taking a drive in the
country, & walk in the rain, maybe renting a cottage at the seaside.
Normal things! Damien Silk doesn’t enjoy doing anything common or
ordinary.

Faul: What does he enjoy®

SARAH: He writes his precious plays and thinks his precious thoughts
and rarely does anything else.

=AUl It’s hard for me to think of him in a domestic environment.
SARAH: (Detached.?) Then stick around and see your idol in a new
light.

FAUL: What’s he really like?

SARAH: What's he like? (Smiles to herself.) Let me tell you about
your hero Damien 8ilk. (Pauses to reflect.? Did you know that when
he wakes up in the morning, he has bad breath? It’s true. His mouth
is foul in the morning, wretched with the after-taste of the ex-—
pensive wine he has to down each night before bed. Furthermore, he
can never make love in the morning because he’s so desperate to
urinate. tPaul laughs nervously.? What else? Oh I know; I would
love for you to observe how woefully he stands before the mirror re-
garding every new wrinkle. He is terrified of aging...

FAUL : Maybe you shouldn’t be telling me this.

SARAH: Why ever not? (Sarcastically.?) 1It’s not a good thing to
. have illusions at your age, Faul. When the time comes, you have to

14
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Ay heros dies.. Mow 12t me see, 1 imagine youwre interested in

lat o

the way he writes. That's what all you fanszﬁgnt to inow:  Where

A3 What does he wear? How dnes’he ait” What is the
that generates such profound literature Hell, Damien

Silk generally wears a ratty old bathrobe when bie wflt“E. And in ths
morning he eats brie cheese and white bread washed down with & little
bBlack coffee. Do you know where he writes? Over there at that
computer terminal behind you. Imagine, if you can, the most cele-—
brated playwright of the decade, as you call him, sitting in &

thread-bear bathrobe, picking his nose, and grunting cccasionally,
while he burns out his eyes in front a computer terminal, and pro-
duces critically acclaimed drama. Can you envision that, Faul?

Fali:  (Guietly.? Noo..

SARAH: Horrible, isn’t it?

FAUL: Well, I--

SARAH:  Not exactly what you expected?

FaUL: Not exactly.

SARAH: It just goes to show, Faul: artists are rarely like the art
they produce. Bub don’t worry, Damien Silk is nothing like the
portrait I just painted for you.

FPaul: What?

SARAH: I said he’'s nothing like the image I just created for you.
He's one of the most image conscious men on the planet, and he
wouldn't be caught dead in a ratty bathrobe.

FAaUL: But they why-——

SARAH: To see the loock on your face and to get you banl for blindly
admiring him like everyone else does.

Faul: Then you don't really have problems with him?
SaFAH: No problems with him?i Everybody has problems with him.
Everybody has problems with everybody else for that matter, but the
praoblems I have with Damien have nothing to do with the things I told
you a moment ago.
PauL: Does he not pay enocugh attention to you? .
SAFRAH: It's nothing as ridiculously trite as that. Yes, he pays
encugh attention to me, and I would hardly complain to you if he

‘ didn’t. No, it isn’t that at all. The real problem is that every-

15
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thing has to be a challenge with Damien, a new anc sxoibis
b el c@s are abnormally high. He is constantly te
ng them, pushing them to see how far they'll go.  And

windioh ok
-
's Lelome. .. -
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ZakakH:  MNever mind. Suffice it to say that he can be difficult...
and sometimes I get sick of it. {Fause.) You told me you know all
of Mis plays. You know to what lengths his characters are willing to
go. Well most of those characters were real at one time or ancther.
Fall: What are you saying?

SaRAH: AI am saying that Damien Silk can be a difficult man to live
with.,

FAUL: I'"m sorry.

SARAH:  What are you sorry for?  It's not your fault.
FauUl.: I mean that I'm sorry for you.

SARAH: tSuddenly cold.) Dﬁn'f»ever feel sorry for me.
Falil: Sorrvy.

SARAH: Sorry is & cheap wordy overused and rarely understood. Stop
apologizing to me. You can’t imagine how weak it makes you appear.

Falis I"m— (Catches himself.)

BARAH:  There. You almost said it again.

=AUl s Losk, I just want you to know, Sarah; I like you, and I don’t
care who your husband is. I feel compassion for you. Maybe we don’t
know each other very well, and maybe I’'ve got a lot to learn, but all
the same, I want you to know youw’ve got a friend, okay?

SARAH: 1 appreciate that, Paul, but let me tell you & little story.
Other than Damien Silk, there has been only ocne cther man with whom I
ever believed I was truly in love. He was my sculpting instructor,
Francis, back when I was seventeen, and my parents still had high
hopes of me becoming & great artist. With that left bank pose of
his, Francis was a walking cliché, The long woallen scarves, the
smelly Gitanes, and those interminable disheveled locks - Francis had
it down to a science. I can especially recall him in his studic; we
were often alone there. I remember that he always had Bach on the
record player as we worked our fingers into the cool wet clay with

. the intense heat of the kiln burning nearby. I remember how I would

1€
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the most indescribable confusion &t those times: an wicomford -

burning in the pit of my stomach, a strange desirve to brush all
unkempt hair out of his lonely eyes. In my naive young mind I
that sensation was love. Poor Francis. He saw sy confusion,
helieve 1t made him even nore anxious than he usually was.  Hs
was sush & nervous man.  Eventually I began to intuitively sense thatb
e was attracted to me. This of course Only made matters worse, and
it’s a miracle that I managed to get any work done at sll. We wers
always flustered, always dropping things and earnestly apologizing to
one ancther. Nothing was working ouwk.  Then, as we were working
together one quiet afterncoon, I turned to reach for a tool and acci-
dentally brushed against his arm with my bre=ast. I can still recall
that breath-taking pause as he twned crimson and babbled ocut his
apolaogias as 1f it were his fault. Then, all of a sudden, he raised
those miserably despondent eves to me and said, "Sarah, circumstances
dictate that I...that I..." He never did finish the sentence. He
Just grabbed me vight here (She putzs a hand to her own breast.?) and
began fumbling with the buttons on my blouse with his other hand...
Me finally managed to undo my shirt and open my bra. I was guite
passive really. I simply stood there watching him as he goggled at
my young breasts. He was kissing them and fondling them and making
faint animal socunds, and all of a sudden it dawned on me that it
wasn't love I felt for him; it was pity. I felt sorry for him,

FAUL:  So what happened?

SARAH:  When I didn't respond to his caresses he was ridiculously ve-
pentant. 0Oh, to see him standing there actuwally begging my forgive-
ness. He even got down on his knees to me. It was a pathetic per-
formance and more than encugh to disillusion anyone. More than
anything else, he was afraid that I would tell my parents. I never
did, of course. But I spent far less time in the studic. As a
matter of fact, that’s probably why I'm not a sculptor today. Since
then I've never let myself confuse love with pity.

FAUL: Why are you telling me thisT

SARAH:  Faul, there are many things wrong with Damien Bilk, but I
know I will never have to feel sorrvy for him. I man accept very much
from somecne who will never let me feel sorry for him, very much
indeed.

FAUL: That's understandable.

SARAH:  When you find somecne you know you will never have to pity,
you have found somecne to try and love. Otherwise love gets con-

fused with all sorts of inferior emoctions. Can you understand that?

Falls tFensively.) Yes. Yes, I think I can.

17
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whiat 1 like about

(Interrupting him and smiling.? That's

&l youwr simplicity. It?s what I liked about you from the
"Mind if I share your ftable™ you asked me wilth your innooent
You didn®t have a cluae who I was, o to whom I owas marvied.

I saw instantly that you didn™t know anything about me, and I khew
then and there that I needed to talk to you. Does that make any
sense’

Fall.: CAawkward.? Sure it does.

SaRAH: (Smiling comfortably.?) You are wonderfully uncomplicated.
(She moves closer to him.? I could see that right away. That’s why
I offered to drive you to Faris. I wanted to be with someocne who had
mm o pretensions, somesone with whom I could discuss the everyday joys
mf living without being so analytical about it all, somsone who
wolldn't find it necessary to push me to the brink for my own good...
(Quietly.? Someone sane. 0Oh FPaul, you were so framk, so ingenuous
with your compliments, so accepting, so enviably innocent. We talked
about the cathedral of Chartres, the weather, and then vou promptly
fell asleep.

Fall: Borry about that, I--

SARAH:  Stop apologizing to me!  You haven't appreciated what I said.
You saved me, Faul. You're exactly what I needed. I was feeling so
empty today, so discouraged with my life. I thought that driving
down to Chartres for the day would do me good, but nothing changed.
Then I met you, and before I knew it I had offered you a ride...
({Sighs.? As I drove, I would glance over at you sleeping peacefully
beside me, your knees curled up on the seat, and your hair mussed all
ovar your forehead. (8She is very close now, perhaps running her

ingers through his hair as she speaks softly.? 0Oh, you were so
beautiful: dreaming your simple little dreams and snoring ever so
softly...

FaUL.: Oh hell, I wasn’t snoring was I7

SARAH: tLaughing.? I'm afraid you were, but not to worry. It
didn’t bother me in the least. In fact, I quite liked it. The
rhythm kept me company.

FAUL.: (Embarrassed and slightly awkward with her intimacy.? I'm
still not sure that I understand all you’ve told me about your hus-
band. )

SARAH: - Farget about my husband.

FauL: But ~-

18
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SARAH:  And then we arvived in the garage, and I knew that I had tao
wakae yvou up and that you would prabably go your own way and never
krow who I was. And I just sat there gazing down upon you, when all
of a sudden you opened your eyes, and I could see instantly that we
wE2reE o bhe same plane, some secret wavelerngth that was distinetly
T WM.

il I noticed that too,

SaARAH: 0h, Paul. (She leans cver and kisses him. Faul resbands
hesitantly.:?

tThey begin to kiss in earnest now. Sarah
pulls him down on top of her. There is the
sound of scomecne fumbling with the frant
door.  They immediately pull apart. Enter
Damien. He is stylishly dressed and wear-
ing dark glasses.)

SARAH: tFlustered.? Darling! You’re early.

DAMIEN: Am I7

SAFAH: I wasn’t expecting you for at least ancther hour.

DAMIEN: Then I hope I haven'’t interrupted anything.

SARAH:  (5till flustered.) Of course you didn’t interrupt anything.
I'm simply curious as to why you’re here.

DAMIEN: I'm only dropping by to pick up a disk for somecne. (Begins
sifting through a box of computer disks.) So who's your chum?

SARAH: Oh, excuse me. Damien, this iz Faul Weaver. I met him in
Chartres. He's a great fan of yours.

DAMIEN: How do you do?
FalUL: I'm honored to meet you.
DAMIEN: You don'’t say.

SARAH: Faul’s lost his passport, and so I offered to let him spend
the evening here. '

DAMIEN: Lost his passport?

SARAH: Yes, and I feel partly responsible.
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DAMIEN: How's that?

SARAH:  Just that he was with me when he ;§§£ it in Chartres.
pAMIErN: T see. Make yourself at home then.

Falll: Thank you. Youw're sure it’s no problem™

DAMIEN: No problem at all. (To Sarah.? You’ll make sure the guest
bed iz in order?

SAFAH: I thought he’d sleep here on the sofa.
DAMIEN: Whatever for? We have a perfectly good bed upstairs.

SARAH: DRut darling, CEline is coming wp from Nice this evening, or
had you already forgobtten®?

DAMIEN: I forgot nothing of the sort. 1 simply thought there would
be no problem with them sharing & bed, seeing as how this old couch
i35 80 worn out.

SARAH: (8miling.? That's a thought.

DAMIEN: And an excellent one at that. Emacily what CEline needs.
(Paul laughs nervously.) I expect that’s why you brought him here in
the first place, isn’t it darling. You’re playing dangerous games,
darling. (lLaughs to himself.? But I think it's a splendid idea,
simply splendid..

SARAH:  But maybe Faul...

DAMIEN: What do you say, Faul? Does the idea of sharing a bed with
oy friend Céline appeal to you?

FaUl: I-1'm sarry, but I'm engaged to someone.

DAMIEN: Ah, I see. Already spoken for, are you?

FaUL s Well, yes,

DAMIEN: And there’s nothing we can do about that, I suppose.
FAUL: Well, no I--

DAMIEN: No matter. We'll figure something cut. 1 shall be right
down.

(Exits upstairs.?

]
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i

Falioe (Whispering.) What the hell was that all about?

e
SARAHD  Just slay alorng. He's aonly pulling your leg.

FaLL What do you me2an, "Just play along. ™ I gom't even kEnow bthis
CEline person. )

SARAH:  Ssh! Lower your voice. Gio along with what he says, Faul. 1
think he suspectz something.

FALL: Forget it. From here on in, I'm & practicing celibate.

SaraH:  Ssh!  You don't know what youw're saying. I don't want him to
know about us.

Falll s I'm mot about to tell him.

SaRaH: He'll guess. Co

FaUL: I’'ve told him I'm engaged. That ought to dull his suspi-
Cioms.

SARAH:  He has an encrmous imagination.

ALl : "But Sarah, I don't want to sleep with this Céline, or what-
aver her name is.

SARAH: No one’s asking you to commit yourself to anything. Besides,
how do you kEnow you won’t like her™

FAUL:  That has nothing to do with it.
SaRaH:  Oh, how boring you are. (Kisses him.)

AUl s (Nervously.? For Christ’s sake, Sarah. VYou're husband’s
upstairs.

SARAH: I'm aware of that, Faul. (Kisses him again.)

FaUL: (Rises and moves across the room.) What’s the matter with
you?!  Stop this!

SARAH: Ssh!
(Enter Damien.)

DAMIEN: Locks like I've Jjust got time for a quick drink before I get
back. Anyone care to join me?

. SARAH: We’wve been drinking all afterncon.

21
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DAMIENM: What else is new? Some wine, Faul?

Fatl.: Mo thanks.

DAMIEM: CTome now, come now.  You maks ne feel as though I've inter -
rupted something. Have a drink.

tFPaul glances nervously at Sarah.)
Fall: If you insist.
DAMIEM: I do insist. How about you, my dear and devoted wife?

SARAH: No, I have to arrange a few things. I'1]1 lmave you two to
get acquainted.

DAMIEN: Suit yourself. (Exit Sarah to kitchen area.) Here you are,
Faul. (tRaising his own glass in a toast.? To an entertaining even—
ing. '

Fall: Cheers.

DAMIEN: Cheers. 5o are you really a fan of mine, or is my wife
merely grooming my ego’?

Falll: Bh, I'm a great fan of yours.

DAMIEQ: Many people find my work offensive, you know,

Fadll s Well I dan;t find your work offensive. I think its——
DAMIEN: No? It'’s oftern meant to offend.

FaUL: Well I think your work is brilliant. I must have seen every-
thing vyou've written.

DAMIEN: How can you have seen everything I've written? Most of it
i 't even published.

FAaUL: tLaughing lightly.) I meant that--
DAMIEN: I know what you meant.

FAUL: tAfter a pause.? Well I think your plays arg... are...
(Struggling to find the right word.?

DAMIEN: Entertaining?

=y
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AUl Of cowrse, but there’s more o them than that.  Your plays
Mave a--— .
Pao Y ad -

=

]

. I detest talﬁfﬁg about my plays.

i3

DAMIEM: My plays, my play
Falll: O

DAMIEMN: (Musing to himself.? Do you know that when I see cne of my
own works performed on the stage, ! can never make any sense of i%7
It doesn’t matter which one. They're all the same to me.

Falil . Feally™

DAMIEN: Really. I can never make a connecticn between those silly
actors bouncing about on the stage and myself... Strange, isn’t it?

FauLs Well, yes. I would have thought that--

DAMIEN: You would have thought what? That each play comes from my
heart? My soul?™ From life?

FaUL: Well, yes, 1 suppose.

DAMIEN: Ha'... How old are you?

Fall: Twenty-five.

DAMIEN: That’s young... Do you know how old I am?

FaUL: Fortyish™

DAMIEN: That’s right; fortyish.

FauL: (Folitely.? It doesn’t show.

DAMIEN: Doesn't show? (Laughs.) 0Of course it shaws.‘ See thig?

It’s called grey hair. And these? They’re called wrinkles, alsa
known affectionately as laugh lines, or crow’s feet. If it doesn’t
show, how did you manage to guess my agew

FAUL: I-I've read about you.

DAMIEN: Clearly you trust words absolutely. Trust of any sort ig bad
encough, but trusting a collection of silly symbols is simply inexcus-
able. Words are unreliable and evasive. Ask the critics; they’re in
the process of kicking language altogether. "Too ambiguous," they
snort disdainfully. Persconally I find that after awhile of watching

words waver on the screen, or the page, or wherever, they begin to
nauseate me.
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Fall: Feally™

DAMIEN: Really. Take it from a writer: Q;;’t believe sverything you
read.

Fallls I don?’t by any means. I'm just--—

DAMIEN: Let’s change the subject. (Fause.?» Do you like Faris?

FAUL: Very much.

DAMIEN: Why™

FAaUL.: It’s a beautiful city, an inspiration. I laove the museums,
the galleries, the caféz—— ’

DAMIEN: Skip it.

FaUL.: H S

DAMIEN: What are you sorry for®

PAUL} Well, for offending you, I guess.
DAMIEN: I'm not offended.

FaUul: Giood.

DAMIEN: 5o there’'s no need to apologize for anything... (Looking
Faul in the eye.?) Or is there?

Fall: Look, this is very confusing——

DAMIEN: What is?

FaUL: Your manner of conducting a caonversation.

DAMIEN: How's that?

FAauL: You keep leading me in circles and cutting me off.
DAMIEN: I get that way sometimes. Don’'t take it personally.

FAUL: (After a pause.) Are you working on a new play these days?
DAMIEN: Why™?

FALlL: Just curious.
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DAMIEN: Yes, I'm working on a play. I'm a playwright. That’s what I

. .
Pl What's it about, if you don’t mind @y asking.
DAaMIEN: T do mind you asking, but I711 tell you anyway. It?'s about a

Young man who meets a young woman and the two of them fall in love
and decide to marry against their parents’ will. Eventually they all
talk it out though and everyone lives happily ever after. It's
crammed to the brim wWwith clichés and cheap one~liners, and I zupsct
to make quite a lot of money on it.

Faul: (Laughing.? I'm sure youwr synopsis doesn’t do the real thing
Justification. I%11 have to wait for the stage production to find
all the hidden meanings.

DAMIEN: Hidden meanings?™

Falls Well, the importance of it. The theme, if you know what 1
mean.

DAMIEN: No I don’t know. Flease go Of.

FPAUL: The message, I guess.

DAMIEN: The message. I like that: the message. tFause.?’ What are
youl trying to do?  Make sense of it all? Instill a little aorder
around: here?

FAUL: Well, no. I

DAMIEN: How dare you claim that my art says something, that it com-
municates some more or less humanely important matter. My art is not
accountable to anyone. And there are gspecially none of the liberal
humanitarian values that you and vour type want to find there.

Fall.: But-——

DAMIEN: Do you think I want that kind of responsibility?

Faul: (Bewildered.?) We don'’t seem to be communicating.

DAMIEN: No? What would you call it?

FAaUL: I get the feeling you're, well, making fun of me.

DAMIEN: Why should I want to do that?

FaUl.: I wouldn't know.
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DAMIEN: How did we start this conversation anyway?
Falls I was telling you what a fan of yours I am.

DAMIEN: &bk, mavbe that's it then. You see, youwrvre no fan of mine;
youw're a fan of that other man.

Fall: What do you mean™

DAMIEN: It’s that other man, "the celebrated Damien Silk," that
peopie love.

Falill: But ~—

DAMIEN: I hear about that other fellow all the time: complimentary
reviews, vicious society gossip, and blatant advertizements for his
plays. I understand that he’s guite a dashing fellow, someone with
style and a flare for what's current and popular. We enjoy the same
thirgs, he and I, but he seems to enjoy them with more savoir faire.
In fact I am frequently woarried that he’s really nothing but a con-
ceited show-off. I freely admit that he writes well, that he's guite
good at stringing words together, but in the end, I have to ask
mysel f what that has to do with me. I recognize myself less in his
plays than in the work of others, and I never read anything of his
that I would say is truly great... And yet, despite all my efforts,
I zan never get away from him... (Sincerely.? Christ, I don't even
krnow which one of us is speaking right now, (Pause.) So you enjoy -
the plays of Damien Silk, do you?

FAall.: Yes.

DAMIEN: Which one is your favorite?
Fall: I'd say The Elements of Ecstacy.
DAMIEN: Ecstacy?™ Why?

Fall: It’s hard to say, really. I didn't like it at first, but
wher [ sat down and thought about it for awhile I understocc it.

DAMIEN: Hmm., Oscar Wilde once wrote that there are two ways of
disliking art: one way is to dislike it and the ather is to like it
rationally.

FAUL: Well, I don’'t know about Oscar Wilde. 1 just felt that The
Elements of Ecstacy was your deepest play, the one with the most
meaning to me.

DAMIEN: There you go with "meaning" again. I hope you dﬁn’t lock far
meaning in all of my plays. I'm a stylist, not a prophet.
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Falls Well then let's just say that I found It the most enterfain-
irg. It was a great inspiration to me.

DAMIEN: An inspiration® You don’t say. What precisely did it ine-
splire you to do? : '

&

o Pallls To btell the truth, it inspired me to write a poem.

o

DAMIEN: Wkesll, well. An aspiving poet.
FAUL:  Sort of. I mean, no, not really.

DAMIEN: Sort of? No, not really? Come now, Faul. Eifher Yol are or
vauw aren’tT  Ther2’s no middle ground. Which is 1t7

Fall: 'lease, you're embarrassing me. I don't write poetry any-—
mor e,

DAMIEN: None at all?
FAUL:  None to speak of.
DAMIEN: Fity. Ever published?

Fall: Just a couple of baems in the London Writer’s Forum. It?’s a
small press. No one’s heard of it.

DAMIEN: 1 certainly haven’t. So all this poetry's in the past, is
it? :

FAUL: That’s right. Now all I write are travel articles.

DAMIEN: I have always wondered who wrote all those insignificant
travel articles... Now I know. tBarah enters and catches the tail
end of the last conversation.? Ah, Sarah. Would you like a glass of
wine? :

SaRAH: Why not?

DAMIEN: I can think of a dozen reasons why not, but we won't dwell on
those. (Pours the wine.)

SARAH:  Paul’s thinking of settling down in London.
DAMIEN: Settling down?

SARAH: Yes, he’s going to get married and "settle down." He was
just telling me his plans when you arrived.
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Pt fEmbarrassed.?) Sarah...
DAMIEN: How drzadful. B
e Your wife is simplifying the situation.

DAMIEN: That's funny, she's best known for complicating other peo-
ple’s situations. So what’s the matter, life in the literary fast
lane no longer appeals to you?

FalL: tFPaolitely.y 1 would hardly say I was living in the literary
fast lane. Not all of us can be world-renowned playwrights, you
bnow.

DAMIEN: Trus, true. But then zagsain, not all of us can be dishwashers
or shtreet sweepesrs or crossing quards. I kmow I couldn®t.

Faul.: I'm not exactly seeking employment as a dishwasher.

DAMIEN: Too bad. We could have used one tonight... S youlre look-
ing to move up in the world, are you?

Faul . You -might put it that way.
DAMIEM: And this moving up entails matrimony™

FALL s Well, no. I think it’s more that matrimony entails moving
L.

DAMIEN: Ah, yes. Family. to support and all that. Time to be re~
sponsible. (Mozk emphasis on responsible.) ‘

FAaUL: tLaughing lightly, but uncomfortable.) That's cne way of
loocking at it. ’

DAMIEN: Is this girl well aoff?
FAUL: (Attempting to be cheerful.? I don't think that’s——
DAMIEN: Oh, come on.

Fauls No, not particularly. (With a hint of pride.) She comes
frioum a wealthy family, but she’s left all that behind.

DAMIEN: Fity. 8o how do you propose to support her, financially I
mean’

FaUL: I'l]l be starting next week as a proofreader for United Publi-
cations.
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DAMIEN: United FPublications? HNever heard of them.

e
Faulls They publish, er, text books and things, mostly university
stuff.

DAMIEM: (Moock serious.? That ought to do wonders for your arbtistic
aspirations.

FAaUL: I already told you, I've never counted on my artistic aspir-
ations... I'm a little more realistic.

DAMIEM: &h, more realistic... Well I am glad to hear that you have
reality neatly defined.

Falls: tAnnoyad.? Don’t make fun of me. It’'s much more complicated
than that. ;

DAMIEN: Come, come. All artists have their own personal crises;
their own devastating periocds of insecurityy it doesn’t mean you have
to restructure your sntire life.

Fall: (Defensivel y.? I've given this a lot of thought.

’DAMIEN: Have you®

Fauls Yes, of course I have.

DAMIEN: Glad to hear it.

FAUL:  Good.

DAMIEN: And where did all these thoughts lead you®

PAUL: (Trying to joke off the conversation.?)  Look, my good man--

DAMIEM:z: Don’t "my good man” me.  You'll soon find that I am not a
good man at all.

Falll.: I was just trying to——

DAMIEN: I know what you were trying to do.  You were trying to avoid
my question.

FaUL.: Maybe 1 was! I don’t see that you have any right to ask
these questions. '

DAMIEN: I’'m only curious as to why you're so defensive.

SARAH: {(Gently.) Don't push him, darling.

29
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Falle I"m not being defensive.

. e

DaMIEN: Youw're being extremely defensive. -

AL Maybe that's because [ feel attacked.

DAMIEN: I dom’t think that my questions have been unreasonablea.
After all, only minutes ago you were asking me about gy plays. Now
I'm asking you about your poetry. &m I public property just because
I'm famous?

FAUL: It’s the way in which you're questioning me! (Pause.? Look,
I’ve already told yous I'm getting married. There will soon be two
of ws in the picture and that has to be taken into account. Writing
poetry takes up a lot of time and doesn’t exactly bring in a lot of
money. I can't very well risk being perpetually broke 1if I have a
family to support.

DAMIEN: (Casually.? Sounds like a sell-out to me.

SaRAH: (Smiling.? Damien, don’t push it.

FAUL: Marriage with Anita is not a sell-cut, it’s a compromise!
I"11 5till be able to write paostry, in fact she encourages that in
me. I-1 just won't be giving it the time that 1 did before.

DAMIEN: (Skeptically.) 0Of course.

FAaUl You don't believe me, do you?

DAMIEN: No.

Faul.: tZalmer.? What right do you have to tell me I'm selling~
Cout? Thie hasn't been an easy decisicon. I went through a rough time
awhile ago, and I've had to ask a laot of questions.

DAMIEN: What sort of rough time?¥

FaUL: Fersonal things.

DAMIEN: Such as?

Faul s I simply don’t think that it's any of your business!
(Fause.? Do you wnderstand? (Damien nods. A pause, and then Faul
continues with a sigh.) Well, about a year ago nothing seemed to be

working out for me. When I met Anita I was going through a bout of
severe depression.

DAMIEN: (Mockingly.?) Severe depression? That is rough stuff. But
is not suffering a trait of the artist?
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il Maybe I just don't feel like suffering.

S, that’s the differernce. Truly great artists have no
choice.,  They cannct simply decide one day that they will stop suf-
fering; they suffer bescause they are here, in this world,

Fall: Ferhaps, but...
DaMIEM: But vou would rather avoid that unbearable anguish and hide
yoursel f behind what sounds to me like a typical middle-class affili-

ation disguised as a compromise.

Faldl: Unbearable anguish? You're blowing this all ouf of propor-

tian!
DAMIEN: You’re the one that menticned clinical depressiaon.

AL . I said severs depression, and I never claimed to be a great
artist.

DAMIEN: Granted.
FAUL: Then stop exaggerating my situation.

DAMIEN: I'm nmt)exaggerating your situation; I'm simply voicing my
disapproval of it.

ol How can yvou disapprove? It doessn’t appear as though marriage
has done your work any harm. :
DAMIEN: There's a lot about my marriage that you don’t know.

FaUL: And there’'s a lot about my life that you don’t know., I
appraciate your advice, but you can’t just sit there and tell me how
I should run my life without knowing who I am. -
DAMIEN: I think I have a pretty good idea of who you are.

FAlL: How?

DAMIEN: Call it an educated guess.

SARAH: (Smirking.? Damien, stop this.

FaUL: You haven't even read my poetry! For all you know, I'm
probably doing the literary world a favar by "selling out.”

DAMIEN: No one can know that, Faul, and I'm afraid that someday
yourll regret your decision.
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Faliee Do you honestly think 1 haf =t h considered that ™! Do oyou

1‘?1

thimk I dontt question the life I'm maki nq for mysel Ariita, the
Job, and yes, wy poetry? I do guestion it, and for your informal
zomaetimes I get very scarad. It's zasy for you with your hit ol
anc your classy FParisienne apartment to tell me that T showld goooan
living like a bum. Sure, pat yourself on the back and go to bed
believing that you did youwr good desd for the day. The truth is, you
know rmothing about it.

DAMIEN: Good point, and I apologize for being so typically bourgeois,.
I have & bad habit «of stepping in whern I see that somecne is making a
bad decisiaon.

Faul.: Stop presuming to know what's best for me'! You don't know
all the facts. It?’=z not an objective situation.

DAMIEM: Oh -no?

FAUL: Niz!  There are many perscnal factors invalved.
DAMIEN: Such as?™

.PAUL: tAngrily.? I'd rather not discuss them.

DAMIEN: (After a pause.? I'd like to know about this Anita.  Would
you mind 1if we talked about her?

FaUL: (Obvicusly minding.? Well...

SARAH:  Don't Damien., ‘

DAMIEN: Tell me about her. What's she like?

FAUL: Anita® (Tense.?) She's an... admirable woman.

DAMIEN: Do go on.

Falls well; she's warm, attractive, and supportive. She’s a fine
person, and I have a lat of respect for her. If I had to sum her up
in a word, I'd say she was... .

DAMIEN: Flawless?

FaUL: (Noncommittally.? Well, few people are flawless.

DAMIEN: True, very true. But you cbviously admire her very much.

FaUL : (Carefully.?) She's quite a woman.
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DAMIEN: Do oyouw love her™

Falile Of course I do!

DAMIEN: And that's the only rzasaon yow're marrying her™

FAaUL: I don’t think that’s—-

DAMIEN: It’s & simple questicon. No need to get upset about it.

Falll: tUncomfortable.) I love Anita very much. (Hesitatimg. I
wauldn't have marvied her otherwise... She has much to offer...

DAMIEN: And that is the only reason you're marrying her of course...
Faul s ook, there are many factors involved in every marriage.

DAMIEN: Of course. 1A pause. Faul sips his drink nervously while
Damien reflects.) Scocunds to me like you've knocked her up.

Falll . What 7!

DAMIEN: It sounds to me as though she’s pregnant.
FAUL: For Christ;s sake! You are takimg this too——
DAMIEN: I thought so.

Falll e I didn't say yes'

DAMIEMN: You implied it.

FauL.: Alright, alright! Yes!! Anita is pregnant and I am respon-
sible! Satisfied? : :

DAMIEN: The questiocn would appear to be are you satisfied?
Faidlg (Buietly.? I’'m learning to live with the idea.
DAMIEN: Cammendable\af you. |
PAUL:  (Sourly.? Thanks.

(A pause.)
DAMIEN: Well, that was enlightening.

EARAH: That was completely uncalled for, Damien. (Sincerely.? I'm
sorvy, Faul. That wasn't fair of him.

03
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ALl (Ruietly.? Tan we just forget 1587

Sp

g oyou rater.

SakaH: Soodbye, darling.

FAUL: (Stiffly.) Goodbye.
DAMIEN: Ta. (Exits main dowor . 2

fAn awkward moment as the twa find them—
selves alone again.)d

SARAM: I am sorvy about that, He can be... pushy, I know.
FaUL: Mo ?Du know, alright.
SAaRAH: Cheer up, Faul. It can't be as bad as all that.
FAUL:  Tan we change the subject?
SARaH:  Alright.
(Pause. ?
FAUL: Do youw think he suspected anything™®
SARAH: Suspected anything®
FauUL: Between us.
SaR&H:  It's more than likely.
FAUL: He seemed suspicious.

SARAH: He probably was. It’s unfortunate, especially since 1
haven't done anything of which he should be jealous... yet.

FauUL: Not done anything?! You tried to ravish me while he was
upstairs?’ :

SARAH: Now don’t get ruffled; it was all in fﬁn.
FAUL : Is that your idea of fun® Making a fool of me?
SARAH: (Flayfully.? I wasn't making a fool of you. He was the

daing that. I was trying to molest you. They're two different
things entirely.

lendid idea. Well, I've got evervrvihing I nesd. I supposs

anea
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Fali.: CTall it whatever you like. I no longer want any parlt of it,
SARAH:  Now, now. There’s no reason to sulk,

Fall s I'm not sulbking!

SARAH:  MNo?T Then what’s the matter? Do I no laonger appeal to you?
tPadl doesn't respond.?y Funny, not too long ago you were only tao
eager to take me to bed., even when you knew I was married. What’s
happensd? Is my age gettimg to you at last?

Faul: You know that's not it.

SARAM:  Then what?™ Why am I so suddenly off bounds?

FAUL:
regret

simply don’t want us to do anything that we could very well
ter. Youw're married and I'm engaged.

P
&

SARAH: How high and noble of you.

Falll: I'11 take that as a compliment.

SARAH: Faul, this is becoming rather tedious. Are you being honest
about thisz sudden change of heart? Is fidelity truly that attractive
to o youd

FauL: It is.

SakAH:  And you’re not in the least bit tempted by my actions?

FAUL : I'm tempted, but...

SARAH: London is a long way away. flLying across his lap.?) Come,
Faul, take advantage of me; I'm yours.

Fallls: Sarah, no.
SARAH: (Whispering.?» Yes, FPaul. Yes.
FAaUL: Sarah, I can’t I-— (Stands up suddenly.?

SARAH: (Concerned.) Darling, I didn't mean to upset you. Are you
alright?

Fall.: Yes, yeS... (sitting down again.?) Please, I'm sorry...
SARAH: (Holding a finger to his lips.? Ul uh, no apologies. It
sounds as though Damien really did rub you the wrong way. He tends
ta do that to people. I should have realized you were in no condi-

tion to... fool around after your little confession back there—-

35
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Pl w2t's just change the subisct. ~
SARAH: Mo, let's nof change the subject. That's far too easy. I
ant you b tell me all about it, darling.

=AUl I-I1'd rather rnot., It wouldn't be right.

S5ARAH:  Never mingd about what's right and what isn’t right. Just
trust me... Iz this girlfriend of yours really pregnant?

FAUL: (Quietly.? Yes.
SARAH:  And you wouldn't have marvied her if she wasn®t?

FAlL: I daon't know. I really don't want to talk about it.

9

ARAH: Yes you do, FPaul. I can tell.
FAUL : I... I daon't know.

SARAH: It’s all far away across the channel, Faul., You're in FParis
now anc absolutely no one in the world other than me and my husband
knows that you are here. Unburden yourself.

FAUL: There's not much to tell really. When I met Anita I was
going through a bad spell. T was lost, floating in space. Anita
took me into her arms and breathed gravity into me. She helped me.
She was always there...

SaRAH:  What's she like®
AUl I don’t know what to tell you.
SAaRAH: You're a poet; tell me about her eyes.

FAUL.: Her eyes? Her eyes are close together and, though she laughs
egasily, her eyes are sad, always sad...

SARAH: Tell me about it, darling.

FAaUL: It was okay in the beginning. We’d share a laugh and an
evening. We laughed a lot back then. Things were never serious.
Each of us needed something and we molded each other to fit that
need; it was convenient. I had a decent job, and we shared a little
flat up in Finsbury Park. It was a quiet street lined with pleasant
little trees and quaint flats like ocur own. I used to look up at all
those flats and imagine that each one had a little kitchen, a little
sitting room, and a little bedroom, just like ours. :

36



e Se Yowng -~ Games For Adults

SAaRAH:  Were you writing youwr poebtry then™

"
Fall.s Sometimes, but not much. I couldgn't seem to translate the
faelings I was having then into words. I was sy i TR working
TG . I was supposed to be working on one poem, my Dig poem.
Arita was very proud of that. She would pour the tea when I got
home-

SARAH: FPour the tea™

Fall s Yes, she'd pour the tea, and I'd sit at my desk, stare out
the window, and wonder why I couldn’t seem to write anything down. ..

SARAH: It sounds nauseatingly domestic, Faul.

Fall: It was. I came to dread coming home to sit at that desk.
Sometimes when I walked home alone, I'd keep on walking right past
our flat. I'd walk straight past it and go to the park or the pub,
and I'd sit there on a bench, feeling like the unhappiest man
alive... The waorst of it was that [ could never understand why. I
ahould have tried to talk to her about it, but somehow I knew she was
afraid of those feelings in me. 8o I didr't talk to anybody.

SAEAH:  You didn’t have any friends you talk to?

Falll: No, we were pretty secluded really. Funny, but we just never
seemed to meet anybody.

SaRaH:  What about family™®

FaUL.: Anita’s father is a bigwig in business, or something. 1
never met him. It soufnds to me as though he discowned her, but she
never liked to talk about that.

SARAH:  What did you talk about?

FAaLL: We found plenty to talk about, don’t get me wrong. I mean,
things aren't bad between us; they’re just so damned ordinary... 1

didn't mean that the way it sounded.

SARAH: I suspect you meant it exactly the way it scunded.  This
Anita doesn't sound like a very exciting person.

FAUL : (Fause.) To tell the truth, she isn’t,

SARAH: Maybe you haven’t been loocking in the right places. Maybe
she has an entire wine cellar of secrets you never dreamed of.
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It could be so, but she’s always heen very honest with me,
m afraid excitement simply isn't ope of her stvong points.

BakoHr > How do o you fesl about fathering her child?

Falil e That's & tougn one.  To be honest, I wasn't exactly thrilled
at fivrst.

SARAH: Why?
FaUL: I guess it just szseemed to clarify a few things.
S5aRAH: Sk ag?

Al Well, the night she told me I lay on the bed and she gave me
a massage, murmuring all "the while how everything was going to be all
right. I lay there and listened to her, but I was experiencing
something else altogether. It was as if I was an outsider looking
down on the two of us, and suddenly it was very clear that there was
a very concrete reason why the two of us shouldn’t be together. I
didn't say anything to her, but I lay there in the dark and whispered
it to her in my mind.

i

iARAHT What did you whisper?

PAlL: (Fause.) I whispered, "I don’t love you!"  And at the time I
wanted to scream it. I never had the couwrage to say it out loud, and
she never asked me, but she could see it in my eyes... and she knew.

SARAH: tAfter a pause.? How do you feel now?

=AUl At the time I felt awful. But I've come to terms with it.
Maybe it’s a foolish thing to go about chasing after love. Maybe we
never do find that projection we selfishly spend cur lives 'in search
of.  What really happens is that two people meet sach other and find
that after spending years together there’s no way for them to split
apart without a lot of bad feelings. So they hang on to it cut of
fear of the unknown and learn to love, or at least tolerate, one
another. Hell, I guess I’ve always known it... but, somehow...
somehow, I always thought it would be different for me.

SARAH: 'CSarcastically.) ‘I think it's that youthful optimism of
yours that I find so irresistible. 8o what are you going to do now?

FAUL.: I'm going to marry her and make tﬁe best of ocur situation. I
can get used to walking by those identical flats everyday. 1711 even
learn to appreciate it if I have to.

‘ SARAH: You don't sound caonvinced.
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Pl I am though. . I'm convinced that we'll do very well together.,
And 1if not, divorce is legsl., Hell, I'a aven going to meet her :
father at long last. That’s in the cards for next week, and as you
can imagine, it's not exactly something I'm loocking forward to.
S5aFaH:  Whew! You have got problems. I'm going Yo have to help you
to forget &ll of that for tonight. {She leans toward him sspectant-
lw.

FaUls Nz, I don’t think that's a good idea.

SakRAH: Of course it is. HKEiss me. It will do you good.

Fall.: Mo, Earlier on when we kissed it felt wonderful., It’s been
ges since my lips have been caressed by anocther’s. I'd forgotten
how different it can feel. But it can’t work any longer. It
wouldn't be spontanecsus now. It would only be an escape.

SARAH:  Then let’s escape together.

Fall.: Moy, I've got $o start facing up to things the way they are.
SARAH:  (Touching him.) Faul...

Falllo: Maybe it would be best for me to leave.

SARAH:  And go where? Your friend isn’t home, and you haven't the
maney for a hotel. Resides, if you left now, Damien would know that
something had happened between us. I don’t want him to suspect
anything.

FAUL: What would he have done if he’d caught us?

SARAH:  Who knows? He’s completely unpredictable.

FAaUL: Would he have hurt you?

SAFEAM:  No, nd, of course not. He's not a monster. That isn’t the
problem. I simply don’t want him to know, not now.

Fall: What's so special about now?

SARAH: CAvoiding the subject.? He'’s not quite himself these days.
He's working on a new play and that always takes a lot out of him.
You don’t know how he can be.

FaUL: Then tell me.

‘SAE:AH: tUncomfortably.) Let'’s talk of something else.

J

2 9
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Falle Why don’t you unburden yoursel f77
SARAH: CTom firmly.od  No, Paul. I'd rather not.

tan uncomfortable pause. The characters
zip their drinks in mutual embarrassment.?

SARAH:  Tervible about your wallet.
Fauls Yas.

SARAH: You know it’s never a good idea to keep all your valuables in
ane place. It's always best to keep your passport in one pocket and
your msney in another.

Fall: Yes, very stupid «f me.

/(Pause.)
SARAH:  You den't suppuée your wallet could be in the car, do you?
PAUL: I don’t think so.

SaRAH: Maybe it fell out while you were asleep. Why don't we go
down and take a look, just to be sure.

FALUL: All right; you never know.

SaRAH:  Wait, I've just remembered that Celine is supposed to call.
Someone showld be here to answer the phone, just in case.

FAUL: I can go down and check the car.

SARAH: Nz, it has a rather complicated alarm system. I'll run down
mysel f. If C&line rings, tell her that I'm here and that I711 gladly
come and pick her up at the station.

Fallt: Sure thing.

(Exit Sarah. Paul takes the opportunity to
look around the apartment. He pours him-—
self another drink and then regards the
large central painting. He moves to the
computer terminal, skims cover some of the
loose papers, and then quietly opens one of
the drawers. At that moment the main door
opens. Enter Céline., PFPaul loudly slams

the drawer shut and looks up at her guilti-
ly. A pause of four beats while they take
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i

gach other in. She is wearing fashionable
cicthes and speaks with a heavy Freanch
azcent. In one hanc she holds the keys Lo
the zpartment. &t her feet are & couple of
grocery bags and a snall suibtoase.?

CELIME: (Fiercely.?d (Gui sst taol!

ALl (Awhwardly.? Hello, my name’s, FPaul. Uh, you must be C&-—
lins. PFarlez-vous anglais?

CELINE: What are you doing here®

Faul: I'm a friend of Barah'’s. She's just gone down to the garage
get something. You must have just missed each other.

i

b’

(C&ling doesn’t answer and praoceeds to
angrily pick up her bags.?’

FAaUL.: May I help you with those?
CELINE: (Firmly.? I can manage them myself.

Faul.:  fAfter a pause.! Sarah spoke very highly of you and yvour
wor k.

CELIME: Yes, I am sure she did. tLooking at Faul intensely as she
passes him on the way to the kitchen.? How well do you know Damien
and Sarah™

Fall.: tUncamfortably. ) Actually, I only met Sarah today in
Chartres.

CELINE: I see. tAccusingly.? I suppose you will be staying here
tonight?

Falll.: Well, ubh, as a matter of fact, yes.
CELINE: That is what I thought. (Storms out into kitchen area.?

(Faul stands uneasily in the center of the
room.  Enter Sarah.)

SARAH:  (To Paul.? No luck, I'm afraid. (Notices Céline who is
leaning against the door to the kitchen regarding Sarah with an
elusive eupression.) Céline. (Warmly, mystericusly.?) My precious
darling... (The two approach each aother and kiss lightly.?) 0Oh, my
little dove. I thought you'd call first. '
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CELINE: tNot smiling, but caressing Barah, not taking her eyes off
Miaer fory & moment. I took & tawi from thg station.

SakaHs You didn't have to doe- /

TELINE: I wanted to. I wanted to arvive as quickly as possible.
SARAH:  Oh, my dove. {They stare at each sther in silence. Paul
Ccoughs to get their attention.? Céline, this is, Faul., Paul this is
my dear, dear friend, Céline.

FaUL: (Folitely.) I'm pleased to mest you.

CELINE: (Dead seriocus.? Why?

Fallls (Confused, but treating it as a joke.? Heh, heh...

CELINE: (Tc Sarah.) We have already met.

SAaRAM:  (Taking no notice of Céline’'s mood.) FPaul and I have been
»having the most wonder ful evening together...

CELINE: t(Disinterested.) I can imagine.

Fall: (Trying to play Céline’s game.? LCan you?

CELINE: (Contemptucusly, after a short pause in which she appears to
deeply consider the question.? Yes, I think I can.

SARAM: Faul’s been having a difficult time coping with his life
lately, and I thought that & -calm evening in Paris would do him good.
CELINE: Calm™

SARAH: (With a smile.? Maybe not completely calm.

CELINE: (Se?iously.) I just hope you know what you are doing, Sarah.
SARAH:  Now you know me better than that, darling. Why don’t we all
sit down and have a good drink? Wine anyone?

FAUL: Might as well.

SARAH: Céline?

CELINE: Non.

SARAH: At least sit down and join us.

CELINE: I vant to arrange my things. (Exits angrily into kitchen.?

Young — Games For Adults

e
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Pl Maybe I shouldn’t stay, Barah.

DAFAH: tAbsently, &s she watches CEline throuagh the kitchen door.?
i, con't be silly. Don’t omind Celine; she's always like that.

(The sound of cupboard doors being slammed
in the Litchen.)

Fatll.: But I think—--

SARAH:  Shh. Not another word. It's merely her way. Excuse me for
a moment. tExits bto kitchen.?

(tFPaul sits uncomfortably in the living room
listening to the faint sounds of the women
arguing in French. Enter C&line and Sarah
after ten seconds.  Céline seems grudgingly
compliant, but still inexplicably angry at
Faul.?

SARAH: Now we’re all together. That’s better. (To CEline.? Faul
was admiring your work earlier., (Foints to central painting.?

CELINE: Okh?

=AUl Yes, I find that it has... (Fensively.?
CELINE: A certain ferocious compaosurey

Falli: No, not exactly, more...

CELIME: (Sarcastically.?) Perhaps it is the hint of molestation that
you find attractive?

FAUL: No, it’s more... more... the movement I guess. The colaor
contrast.

CELINE: It was Damien whao insnired it.

Fall.: Yes, Sarah.told me.

CELINE: I wanted to capture his... viclence.
FAUL: His viaolence?

CELINE: You do not know him very well, do you?

FAUL: Well, no.
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SARAH:  (Quietly to Céline.? He hasn't met that side of him yet,
darling. : '

CELINE: T see.
FAUL : tAfter a slight pause.?) Did I miss something?

SARAH:  No, {(Slancing at her watch.?) Good Heavens! Look at the
time. I've got to set up your room.

CELINE: Do not bother with that, Sarah. I know where everything is.

SAREAH: I just want to arrange a couple of things. This won’t take
me a second. ‘

DELIME: (Gestures at Faul.? Where will he be sleeping?
SARAH: (Laughs.? Damien suggested that he sleep with you.

CELINE: That sounds like Damien.

SARAH: Doesn’t it though®™ Why don’t the two of you make yourselves
at home. (Exits upstairs, leavirmng the other two alone.)

FAUL: {Awkward, but trying to be polite.) Have you known Sarah for
lang? '

CELINE: (Coldly.? Long enough to understand the kind of woman she

i35,
FALL : You seem very close.

CELINE: Then you are quite the detective. It would appear that you
too are guite close to Sarah; you have lipstick on your cheek.

FaUL CIn horror.)d My God, you aren’t seriocus. (Frantically
wiping at his cheek.)

CELINE: No, I am not.
(Celine glances upstairs to make sure that
Sarah has left, then stands and moves to
the computer terminal. She quickly sorts
through the box containing the disks, obvi-
cusly looking for one in particular.)

FAUL: What are you doing?

CELINE: Nothing for you to worry about.
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Faul: tUneasily. Do you, wh, have permission to go through their
things? (O8line doesn’t respond. What are you looking for?
CELINE: ‘Urable to find whatever it is.) Did Damien come by earlier
to pick up & computer disk™
FAUL: Why™?
CELINE: I want to know.
FAUL: Well, yes he did. (Celine nods knowingly.) Why?
CELINE: I would prefer 1if you asked me no more questions.

L

AUl (Shart pause.? How do I know you aren’t trying to steal
something® (C&line doesn’t answer.? I said, how do I know youw're
nat-—-—
CELINE: I heard you the first time.
FaUls Then answer me.
CELINE: ¢Angrily.? Look you, I do not know whe you are. I do not

particularly care who you are.
yourself as a perceptive young man.
know nothing about this situation,

FAUL:
think

But 1 can see that you think of

Let me just assure you that you
a2 kindly piss off.
I just don't

I'"m not claiming to know anything around here!

that it’s generally considered a good idea to go through some-

one else’s things without their permission!

CELINE:
ously.

FAUL :
CELINE:

FaUL:
through

CELINE:

Fall.:
her.

CELINE:
heart.?

(Smiling mystericusly.) How morally smug you are. (Seri-

Leave me alone unless you want there to be trouble.

tAngrily.? What dso you mean by that?

Do I have to spell it out for you?

I have half a mind tx tell Sarah that you’ve been rifling
her things while she was upstairs.
ahead and tell Sarah.

(Laughs.) Go See what happens.

(Mutters to himself, then defiantly.? All right, I will tell

(FReflects for a moment and appears to have a change of
If you must know, I was simply loocking for a disk that I

left the last time I was here.
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Falli: And Damien has 1t now?
CELINE: Yes.
FalUl.: Why ™

CELINE: t(Hesitatez.?) Because it is actually one of his disks, and he
doesn’t know that 1 added something to it

FauUL: What did you add?
CELINE: That is private.
Faul: How dz I know youw’re telling the truth?

CELINE: (Fiercely.? You don’t! You don’t know if T am telling the
truth; in fact you know nothing about anything here! tSitting down,
calmer.?) Look, Mr. Sherloack Holmes, Sarah and I are close friends;
I am not tryinq to harm her in any way.

FAUL.: All I know is that it isn’t right to q~ through other peo—
ple’s things behind their backs!

CELINE: Yes, you have already expressed your sentiments on that

sub ject. Would you mind telling me precisely what you were engaged
in doing when I entered by that door?... LCannct answer that, can
you?®  (Laughs.Y As 1 said, go ahead and tell Sarah what 1 was doing.
I shall simply answer that I was checking to see that all was safely
in order after I had caught you snooping.

FaUl.: That wasn’t the same thing, and you know it.

CELINE: Oh no? Then why do you not tell me exactly what it was... 1
assume by your silence that you have no answer.,

FAaUL: - All right, all right.

CELINE: Good boy. Now I am going to finish arranging my things. You
can help me by carrying my bags over there for now.

FauL: (Barcastically.? Anything you say.

(Céline exits to kitchen. Paul carries her
suitcase and exits stage right. Enter
Sarah from above. She is dressed differ-
ently, more comfortably, and playing with
her hair as she descends the stairs.

Céline simultanecusly enters from the
kitchen., They both look around and not
seeing Faul, embrace and kiss very deeply.
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Faul enters stage right, spots them and
halts.?

CELINE: You look beauti ful.

SARAH:  Oh, my dove. (Sees FPaul watching them and gently pulls
away.’ Darling, not in front of the boy. (Mztions to FPaul.?

CELINE: I'm sure the boy does not mind, (Turning to Faul.) do you?
FAUL: tUncomfortably.? No, I don’t mind.
CELINE: Many men even find it arousing.

{Faul laughs uneasily.?

SARAH: All the same, he is a guest, and I wouldn®™t want this get-
ting back to Damien. Understand, Paul™

Falll: Of course. It doesn’t bother—-

(The sound of someone trying to open the
front door., The women leap apart.?

DAMIEN: Hellwo.
(Flustered hellos from the others. Ad lib.?

DAMIEN: (Jovially, to FPaul.) Still here I see. I was worriad that
I may have frightened you off.

Falll.: Still here.

DAMIEN: Good, good.  (Turning to Celine and speaking slowly. There
should be tension between these twa right from the start.) I'm glad
to see that you've arrived safe and sound, Céline.

CELINE: (Barcastically.) Oh, of that I am sure, Damien.

DAMIEN: {A pause.’) Have you not learned, Céline, that sarcasm is
unhealthy, unoriginal and almost always the result of some deep-
rocted insecurity?

CELINE: I see that you are still eager to criticize me.

SARAH: (Trying to ease the tensicon.) We were just sitting down to
have a drink before dinner.

DAMIEN: Gowod, good. 1 trust Paul and Céline have been getting to
know one anocther?

47



Le 5. Young -~ Games For Adults

SAakRAH: I think s

=

AL (With a hint of sarcasm, looking at C&line.? 0Oh yes. We've
heen getting along splencidly.

DAMIEN: Glad to hear it. So what brings you to town, Celine? You
didn't make that clear in your letter. ’

ZELINE: I came to sée Sarah's latest painting.
DAMIEN: Ah, and what did you think of it?
CELINE: I have not seen it yet.

DAMIEN: She hasn't shown you?

SARAH: Mo, not yet.

FAUL: I didn't know you painted.
SARAH: I just dabble at it really. It’s nothing serious, not like
Céline's waork. (Futting an affectiocnate hand on CEline’s shoulder.)

She's the real artist.

DAMIEN: Come, come Sarah. Don't be modest. (To Paul.?) Her work is
very good.

SARAH: But it isn't as good as I would like it to be. Céline’s is
much freer.

DAMIEN: (Snorts.? Less disciplined you mean.
SARAH: (FReproachfully.? Darling. That wasn’t very nice.
DAMIEN: It wasn’t meant to be. |

(Pause.)
SARAH: Why don’t you come upstairs and see my painting, Céline?
CELINE: I would like that.

{The women exit upstairs.)?

DAMIEN: (FPouring himself a drink. The guestion should be asked in a
way that could mean either woman.) I believe she likes you.

FaUL: Wha?
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DAMIEN: Ceéline, who do you thinkT
Al TEéline? She san bareiy stand me.

DAMIEN:  Now, now. I saw that look she gave you. There was the
faintest hint of an invitation reclining on that smile.

PAUL: I really think you're mistaken.

DAMIEN: What makes you say that?

FAUL: I just didn't get the impression that i was her type.
DAMIEN: Doesn’t hurt to try.

FAUL: I'm engaged.

DAMIEN: Of course. How forgetful of me. Anita isn’t it?
FAUL: Yes.

DAMIEN: tAs if struggling to remember.) And she’s preagnant, isn’t
she™

FAUL.: {(Annoyed.) You know she is.

DAMIEN: Al well, such is life... 8till, it seems a shame to pass up
an invitation like that.

FAUL.: I still think you're mistaken in presuhing that Cekline is
inviting me into anything. :

DAMIEN: Ferhaps, perhaps... We shall never know now, 1 suppose.
Fall: Nz, 1 suppose we, won't.

DAMIEN: ©Btill, it does seem a shame... Do you imagine she's very
goed in bed? Céline, 1 mean?

FAUL: All right, that’s enough. You can stop this little game
right now. I am engaged, and I would prefer to remain faithful to my
fiancé,

- DAMIEN: Of course, of course. How inconsiderate of me to assume
ctherwise. (Pause.) I don’t suppose you would ever dream of lying
to this fiancé of yours.

FAUL.: MNizs ! I would prefer to be honest with her, so would you
kindly cut this out?
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DAMIEN: Oh loocsen up.

—

Fall.: I beg your pardon?

DAMIEN: I said loosen up, man. I understand this phenomenal change
you're going through: marriage, fatherhood, and a steady job. I
went through the same thing myself so I can sympathize.

FAaUL: Can we talk of something else?

DAMIEN: No. Listen to me; you are free. Why, no one even knows
youw're here. You don't even have a passport.

FAUL: I don't see the connection between losing my passport and
sleeping with your guest.

DAMIEN: Do I have to spell it out for you? Where's the poet in you?
What has happened to your lust for life?

FAUL: While you make it all sound very exciting and romantic, I'm
afraid I have cther loyalties.

DAMIEN: VYou’re a discouraging fellow, Faul. 0Of course you realize
that in three years you're going to kick yourself for passing up this
cpportunity.

FAUL: As of yet, all I'1l]l be passing up are your fantasies.

DAMIEN: (Ignoring Paul.? VYouw'll sit across the breakfast table from
Anita, scowling at her from time to time over your Financial Times,
as you eat your toast and try not to get crumbs on your uncomfortable
suit. Ah yes, I can gee it now; you’ll look down at her across the
table and perhaps notice that faint yellow tinge between her sagging
breasts, you'll take in take in the blue—cheese varicose veins on her
legs, and then you’ll look back at your newspaper and wonder how you
ever could have found her attractive in the first place.

FAUL: Now wait a minute——

DAMIEN: Ha! Sounds like I'm getting to you. Dare to disturb the
universe, Paul! Dare, before you are permanently chained to the
rhythms of middle-class tedium.

FAUL: Now wait one minute here--~

DAMIEN: No, you wait! When you step on that train tomorrow, you'’ll
be leaving all of this behind. No one ever has to know about it.
What have you possibly got to lose?

.F’AUL: My integrity!
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DAMIEN:  Your integrity? Whers will your integrity be when you're
lying awake at 2:00 AM, cursing your debts, and your ulcer as dear
Anita feeds the second bawling child?

FAaUL: (Trying to control himself.) You have some pretty ocne-sided
ideas about the kind of person I am.

DAMIEN: And you tell me if they're wrong! Listen to me; in another
two weeks you’ll find yourself locked into a subservient position in
a firm that publishes text books. VYouw'll spend your time worrying
about your precicus financial situation while you corvect the spel-~-
ling mistakes of others as lifeless as yourself. I'm saying you can
escape that for an evening. ©2all it a last fling if you like.

FaUL.: Look, it isn’t as though I haven't had my share of living it
up! I've been around, okay? a&nd you can cut it out with the dismal
portraits of my life to come. It isn’t going to be that way!

DAMIEN: I'm only asking you to give it a chance.

FAUL: I have no desire to give it a chance! And even if I did, 1
can assure you that your friend Céline wants nothing to do with me——

DAMIEN: - How can you know that?
FAUL.: {Hesitates.? Bhe just didn't seem interested, that’s all!

A pause which allows them both to calm down
somewhat. )

"DAMIEN: Give it a try Faul. Tonight could be a turning point for
you.  You may even be surprised.

FAUL: It would take a lot to surprise me.

DAMIEN: (Bmugly.? I bet it would.

FaUL.: (After a pause, trying to put Damien in a better mood.?
Look, I would like to give it a try. I honestly would, but...
(Shrugs.?

DAMIEN: But what?

FAUL.: But I just don’t think it would be best for me at this stage
in my life. I've made my decision. All that you've said might be
absolutely true... Hell, it probably ig true, I don’t know. I would
like to give it a go, but... (Shrugs.?

o1
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DAMIEN: Why is it that you persist in ending every statement with an
inconclusive "but" th&at leaves your meaning meandering off into
nowhere™? : ,

Fall.s tAnnoyed. ) Alright already. I7ve said what I have to say.

DAMIEN: (8tanding up and shouting down at FPaul threateningly.?
That'’s right, you’ve had your say! Laugh if you like. I'm anly
offering you your last chance to have a little fun, and believe me,
i’l1) be the one laughing cone day!!

(A stunned silence. Faul holds his drink
uncertainly while Damien sits back in embar-
rassment.

FAUL : Are you all right?

DAMIEN: (Distracted.? Yes, yes... 1 tend to get carried away naow
and then. Think nothing of it. '

FaAUL.: I'm sorry if I've somehow-—

DAMIEN: No, don’t apologize. It was completely my fault. 1 take
things too far. Let’s change the subject.

FauUL: Yes, let's.
tAn uncomfortable pause. The characters sip

their drinks in mutual embarrassment. Enter
Sarah and Celine from upstairs.)

SARAH: (Concerned.?) Is everything alright? I thought I heard

someone shouting.

DAMIEN: I was just illustrating a scene from my latest play,
darling.

SARAH: Then the two of you must be getting along. (To Paul.?
Damien seldom shows his work in progress to anyone.

DAMIEN: Paul and I are finding that we have a lot in common.
SARAH: I'm so glad.

CELINE: (Deadpan.? It does not surprise me.

SARAH: Is anyone hungry? Dinner should be ready by now.

DAMIEN: I am. I'1l1 set the table.

(o
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CELINE: I will help.
DAMIEN: {(Dverly friendly.? You will do no such thing. You're cur
auest and you’ll sit right here and keep ouwr other guest company.

Ar\y by ,_jEl:Z ticoneg FPaul ™

Fall:
DAMIEN:
SARAH:

DAMIEN:

FAUL:

CELINE:
her head

FAUL:
CELINE:
FaUlL.:
CELINE:
PAUL 1
CELINE:
PAUL:

CELINE:
uwnusual ?

FaUL:
CELINE:
Fall:

CELINE:

. FAUL :

Actually, I--

(tWinking at Sarah.)> I thought not.
Damien, maybe FPaul would like to-—-

Come along, darling. Come along.

(Exit Damien and Sarah. Faul and Céline are
left side by side an the sofa. Céline puts
her head back, stares at the ceiling, and
ignores Faul,)

You don't like me very much, do you™

(Lifts her head and regards Faul for two beats.? No.

back.?
Why?
tWithout looking at him.) I don't know why.
(After a pause.) Are you and Sarah lovers?
What do you think?

I would assume you are, or at least were.
Such a detective... What else have you uncovered then?
How do you mean?
(Turning to him.)

I mean, have you noticed anything else

(Cautiously.? In what way?
About Damien®

He's different.

How?

He’'s not exactly the way I expected him to be.

a3
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CELINE: I see... I thought I heard him shouting.  You must have
=it s Uoset him™ He was the one provoking me. If anyone should

CELINE: VYes, yes. It would, of course, appear that way to you.
FaUL: What do you mean?

CELINE: Never mind. VYou would not understand.

FalL: Try me.

CELINE: (Reflects for a moment.?> If you are to stay here, it is
cnly fairvr that you know. I am going to tell you, bat I am not so
sure you will like what I have to say.

FAaUL: Is something wrong with him?

CELLINE: VYes.

FAaUL: In what way?

CELINE: How shall I put this? (Fause.) Damien Silk has praoblems
with his mind.

FAaUL s You mean he’s... unbalanced?
CELINE: That is one way of putting it.
FaUL: Well, how? Is he crazy, or what?

CELINE: Take care how you use that word. You know nothing about it.
Yes, Damien has problems. He is not an idict, but he has problems.

FAUL: What kind of problems?

CELINE: He sees things in a different way than you or I, and some-—
times that can be... difficult.

Fall: But how is he different™
CELINE: He can be a little parancid of strangers.
FAUL: Faranoid about what?

CELINE: Parancid that they are trying to get him.

—
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FalL: Get him?

CELINE: {Sighs, as if speaking t2 a simpleton.? Perhaps it was a
mistake to have taold you. Officially his condition is known as
"referantial mania." It =ffects many gresat pecple. In its extreme
form it is type of parancia in which the patient believes that every-
thimg is somehow involved in a complicated conspiracy against himg
the claouds, the trees, the arass, everything. It is as though all
these things possess a hidden god that watches only him. The wind
whispers deadly secrets, rivers laugh maliciocusly, and lightning
strikes at him alone. That is its extreme form. Luckily it is
rarely that sericus. Usually he only believes that the people around
Mim are involved.,. He is liable to suspect anyone. That too can be
difficwult, but it is bearable.

- PAUL: But he didn’t seem that abnormal to me.

CELINE: That ig because you were not looking for it. It deoes not
show all the time.

Fadl.: But this is incredible... Has this been going on for long?

CELINE: It has been developing slowly, on and off for years now.
Since Africa.

PalUL: Africa?
CELINE: Did you not know that Damien was in Africa®

=AU : I know that he lived there when he was younger. 1 believe
he wrote Heat there.

CELINE: aAnd did youw also know that he was involved in a war there?
FALUL : Nz, I didn't.

CELINE: Damien happened to be living in the Congo when war broke
out. He was taken prisoner and tortured.

Faul.: That must have been terrible.

CELINE: It was dreadful for him, and he has nmever fully recavered
from it, Now and then it all comes back to him. That is why he has
prablems,

FAaUL: But why hasn’t anyone heard of this?

CELINE: PRecause Sarah takes great pains to cover it up.

‘ FAUL: Sarah mentioned something about this I think...

SS
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CELIME: Yes, it is constantly on her mind.
FAaUL: But this is incredible! Can nothing be done about it?
CELINE: They are trying, but little is krAown about the disorder.

=l tAfter a pauze.? I don’t know. How can I be sure you'ra
telling the truth? ) :

CELINE:  {Unconcerned.? Draw your own conclusions, Mr. Detective. I
am only telling you for your own good.

Al Just suppose I do believe you; how am I supposed to act in
front of him?

CELINE: Just be yourself and play his game. He is always guite
charming during dinner. After that he usually goes straight o bed.
Falll.s But what about-—

CELINE: Understand that Damien is a very great and important man.
But he can be difficult, and you must bhe careful.

FAUL: But -
CELINE: Shh. There is nothing to worry about as long as you do not
upset him. tA light bell rings in the kitchen.?) Come, dinner is
served.
FAUL: But how——
CELINE: tFirmly.> Dinner is served, Faul. Come along.

(Z&line rises and exits into kitchen area.

Paul remains seated for a moment seeming very

uncertain, but soon rises and follows.)

lLLights.
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ACT I, Scene 2

tAs the lights come up, Faul, Sarah, Dam-
ien, and Céline enter from the kitchen area
in mid-conversation., They have just fin-
ished dimner and the mood is more relaxed
than sarlier. All except Cé&line are in
high spirits.)

FaUL: .« s Anyway, after all that I finally grabbed the train as it
pulled ocut of the station, found a quiet compartment to myself, and
fell asleep for six hours.

SARAH: That's gquite a story.

FaUlL: It’s not over yet. When I woke up, I found that I wasn’t in
Fome at all. I'd taken the wrong train and ended up in Catania.

SARAH: Catania? In Bicily? Didn’t anyone check your ticket?
PAUL: Apparently not.

SARAH: What did yaou do?

FalL: Well, at that point 1 was broke. In fact, I didn't even
have enough money to take the train back to Rome. Luckily, a friend
wired me some cash, but for awhile there 1 was doing the park bench
shuffle, if you know what I mean... I actually wrote one of my best

articles on Catania. (Sarah laughs.?

CELINE: Doy aften‘make mistakes like that?

FAUL: Not anymore, I was green in those days.
DAMIEN: Of course loosing his passport doesn’t count as a mistake.
FaAaUl.: That was an ekceptian.

SARAH: It must be wonderful to travel about like that.
DAMIEN: When did Anita come into all this?
FAUL: That was much later, when I was living in Laondon.

DAMIEN: Why don’t you tell us how you met? There's nothing I enjoy
more than a soapy love story.

SARAH: (Joking.? Don’t get him started again.

S7
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Actually, there's not much to ® She approached me in a

(&line laughs.)

Yaouw find that funny, Céline? Don’t be offended, Faul. She

was Jjust considering that line herself.

CELINE:

a man who is involved with anocther person.

Damien. I never allow myself to be interested in

That is one of the many

Be quiet,

reasocns why I am not interested in you.

DAMIEN:
guest,
Yl

man's
CELINE:
SARAH:

"DAMIEN:

of all people,
marital
decides she is

‘CIn mock
sorry 1if what I said has offended you in any way,

Come now, Celine; I understand that you want to impress our

but I find it difficzult to keep a straight face when I hear

boast of what you "never do." (To Faul.) A

status is not a matter of consideration when Céline

interested in & man.
Be quiet.
That was rude, Damien.

I'm s
The truth

Was it? (Qverly apologetic.?

Cé&line.

horror.?

has a way of doing that.

CELINE:
hurt me.

SARAH:

CELINE:

SARAH:

PAUL :

DAMIEN:
b':‘ttle.

FAUL:

CELINE:

DAMIEN:

CELINE:

PAUL:

. just dabble at it.

There is no need to apologize, Damien. You can no longer

All right, that’s encough you two. Who would like more wine?
Si te plais.

Faul?

No thanks.

No? 1 thought all you young poets had a flair for the

Not this one.
A poet? Does he write?

Apparently.

I can see it now.

(Smiling to herself.) Yes,

you're embarrassing me. I'm not really a poet, 1
Anyone could do what 1 do.

Please,

o8
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DAMIEN: Oh? Do you think that anyone could be an artist then?
Al I don't know. I don't see why not if they were willing to
put the time intc it and prepared to take the kpocks. 1 don’t mean
that everyorne could be & great artist, but I guess anyone could
write.

DAMIEN: 1 see, very interesting,

SARAH: Why don't you read us one of your poems, Faul™?

FaAUL.: Sorry, I haven't got any of my finished work with me.

CELINE:  Then read us some of your unfinished work,

Fabl.: Mo, it’s too embarrassing.

SARAH: Why not,hPaul. We'lre all friends here. I'm sure Damien
would be able to offer you some valuable criticism,

FAUL: No, really. I couldn’t.

DAMIEN: Oh, come on. FRead us one of your poems.

FPAaUL: (Shyly.? Well... ckay. (He goes to his bag and pulls out a
notebook. )

DAMIEN: I knew he had to have some poetry on him.

FAUL: Okay, here goes: Fark Bench "Fall day footballs thud on &
green field / While women stroll by me, / Their pastel skirts billow-
ing in the wind. (Damien smirks.? I wish their clothes would shed,
/ fall away... tDamien smirks again. Faul hesitates.? ...from
them, / And flutter to the ground, / Like the leaves that——" (Damien
bursts ocut laughing.? Alright, forget it then!

SARAH: (Reproachfully.) Damien...
DAMIEN: (85till chuckling.? I-I'm sorry, Faul. Flease excuse me.

It wasn’t you. I just remembered the most extracrdinary joke. Do go
M.

FAUL: CAngrily.) Forget it. I don't think any =of us are in the
mood .
SARAH: I'm in the mood.

DAMIEN: Yes, that's been bloody obvicus all evening.
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SARAH: I am being polite, Damien. If you choose to interpret that
in ancther way, than that is your problem.

DAMIEN: There is no need to take me so seriously. I never take
myself that way.

(AN uncomfortable pause.?
DAMIEN: Well, what shall we talk about now? History® Fhilosophy?
How about the meaning of life? Faul's very interested in meanings,
aren’t you FPaul?
F.AUL: NE].]..-.I"“"
SARAH: Damien, please——
DAMIEN: But it’s true. Why just a little while ago we had a pro-
viaking discussion about the "meaning" of my plays. How do you re—

spond, Céline, when somecne asks you what a painting means?

CELINE: tFlippantly.y I tell them that it means nothing, that I did
it for the money.

DAMIEN: Ah, a woman of my heart.

FALL.: T CéEline.) Do you really say that?

DAMIEN: Yes, and then she gives them a sly smile and says, (Imi-
tating Céline's accent.) "My real art is performed back at my apart-

ment. Would you like to come home with me for a demonstration?"

CELINE: That I do not do.o  (To FPaul.?) Are you surprised that I
world paint for the money?

FaUL: Yes, I quess I am.
CELINE: (Gravely.) Why? Do you think I am so profound then?

FAUL.: (Uncomfortably.? Well, I wouldn’t know, but I would?’ve
thought...

CELINE: (Severely.?) You do not know me, Mr. Detective. You have no
idea who I am. (Pauses, then slowly unfurls a smile.? But you are
right: I do not create for the money.

SARAH: No, Céline would never do that.

DAMIEN: She couldn?’t afford to.

&0
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ShRAH: Don’t be like that, Damien. (To Paul.) Celime’s paintings
ars very challenging.
DAMIEN: I'11 admit that.

CELINE: Thank youw, Damien. It is not often that I receive a comple~
mant from you.

DAMIEN: I wasn't ﬁmmplimenting you, I was complimenting your work.

CELINE: Then it is my blood that you compliment, because when I
paint I split blood onto the canvas. :

DAMIEN: Spare us the lecture, Céline. We all agree that you're a
fine painter. '

CELINE: Jusf sa long as you understand that.
(Fause. )
-DAMIEN: Excuse me for a moment. (Fises and exits upstairs.?
SARAH: Why don’t we do the dishes™
(Barah and Céline rise.?
Faul: 1’11 help you.

SARAH: Noy, no.  You sit and finish your wine., Céline and I are
perfectly capable of doing the dishes alone.

(CEline exits to kitchen area.?

FaUL (To Sarah in a low veice.? I have to talk to you.

SARAH: (GFlancing upstairs.) Hurry- -then.
FAaLL: I have to know, is something...wrong with Damien®

SARAH: ftHesitates.) Why?

FaULs I mean, is there something peculiar about him?
SARAH: (Nervausly.) In what way?

FAUL s His mental condition, is it...satisfactory?®
SARAH: Has Céline been talking to you about this?

. FAUL : Yes, 1--

el
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SakAH: It?’= nothing for youw to worry about.

Fallis But I want to kEnow what's gqoing on here. I mean, is he,
well, dangeraous?

SARAH: Of course he’s not dangerous. Just don't upset him.
FAUL : But I-—-

tEnter C&line from kitchen area.)
CELINE: Sarah?

SARAH: Yes, I was just keeping Faul company while Damien is up-
stairs. :

CELINE: Of course. (Returns to kitchen.)

FaUL: {As Sarah turns to follow Céline.) But wait. How am 1
supposed to act arocund him?

SARAH: Just be youwr innocent self, Faul. Just be yourself. He
always goes to bed very early.

tEnter Damien from above. Sarah exits to
kitchen.?

DAMIEN: Well then, tell me what you think.
FAUL: The dinner was excellent.

DAMIEN: Not about the dinner, about Céline.
FAUL: Damien, I don’t want to start——

DAMIEN: <(Fleasantly.) I’'m only asking what you thought of her,
Faul.

FALUL 2 (Cautiously.? She's very nice,

DAMIEN: (Amiably.) Why is it that you North Americans are always so
short of adjectives? Everything is either "very nice" or "really
neat."

FAUL: (Easing up.? Alright thén, she’s "really neat."

DAMIEN: Have you noticed anything different about her? Be honest.

. FaUL: Well... She doesn’t smile very often.

-~
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DAMIEN: Yes, she can be rather severe.

Falil.z: Have you known her for long?

DAMIEN: Years and years. We were engaged at one point.
FAlL: (Surprised.) You were?

DAMIEN: Yes, does that surprise you?

FAUL: Well, yes. VYou don’t seem particularly friendly towards
her .- ' .

DAMIENM: I have to admit I'm hard on her. Things get all mixed up
whenever she comes here. I'm not proud of the way I act. But then
again, she’s not much better. It makes things easier when there's
someone else to distract her. You understand.

FaULs Does Sarah know that you were once engaged to Celine?
DAMIEN: 0Of course. Why?

FaUl.: Just that... 0Oh, never mind.

DAMIEN: Perhaps now you understand why I was so eager for the two of
you to be together tonight. It makes things much easier between
Sarah and I. And besides, you must admit that distracting Céline is
hardly a disagreeable tashk.

FAUL: No, but I'm afraid I'm not the one to do it.

DAMIEN: {Switching momentarily to his earlier, more aggressive
tone.?) Than you are an even bigger fool than I thought.

(Enter Cé&line and Sarah from kitchen area.)
FPAUL: That didn’t take long.

SARAH: We’ve decided to leave it until the morning. The kitchen is
a disaster.

DAMIEN: And I wasn’t even there.
SARAH: (T Faul.) Damien is not the cleanest chef in Paris.
DAMIEN: Nor the best, I'm afraid.

SARAH: (Putting her arms around FPaul from behind.? I’'m sure that
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Faual is clean in the kitchen. Maybe I should have marvied him in-
stead. (Faul laughs nervously.)

DAMIENM: Splendid idea! I'1]1 marry his precicus Anita. Only praoblem
is that I =hall have to find it in myself to enjoy little children.

CELINE: aAnd I?

DAMIEN: VYou can continue to pick up strangers off the street like
you always do.

CELINE: (Fause, then dead seriausly.ﬁ Must you insult me, Damien™
DAMIEN: It’s all in fun, dear C&line. You need not fear that FPaul
is going to think any less of you. He drools like an anxious puppy
every time you slink by him.

SARAH: {(Smiling.? Damien, why are you saying these things™
DAMIEN: (Laughing.? Because it is obvious, that's why. There’s no
need for wus to g2 on covering up and beating arcund the bush all

night. Faul is simply panting over our dear C&line, aren’t vyviou,
Faul. Be honest now.

FAUL: Damien I-—

DAMIEN: Oh, of course. Yow’'re engaged and such sinful thoughts
nevar even cross your mind., How silly of me.

CELINE: Do not listen to him, Faul.

- DAMIEN: (Imitating Céline.? "Yes, do not listen to him, Paul. He
is crazy."

{Awkward pause.?

DAMIEN: (Smiling.? Why, what's the matter™ Have I said something
wrong'?

CELINE: (Fiercely.? You always have to take things too far.
DAMIEN: Oh bloody hell, it’s all in fun.
CELINE: I, for one, do not enjoy your idea of fun.

DAMIEN: You shouldn’t be so painfully sericus about it all, Cekline.
It really doesn’t become you. (The others are silent.) Oh come now.
All this talk of art and artists, and we can’t even break a few minor
conventions among curselves. Paul isn’t taking my little games

. seriously, are you Faul.
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Fall.: I, uh...

DAMIEN:  You know, Faul, for a poet, you are often at a loss for
words.

FAaUL.: Maybe you are being a bit hard on Celine tonight.

DAMIEN: (T Celine.?) There you are, my dear: a man to defend your
omor . ,

{Uncomfortable pause. )
SARAH: It’s léte, dear. Maybe we should be getting to bed.
DAMIEN: (S8ighs.? Yes, you're right. I should know by now when I've
had encugh to drink. (Rises.? Sorry if my manners have in some way
of fended you, Paul.
FAUL : Noo harm done. We've all had a lot to drink.
DAMIEN: Yes, blame it on the alcohol. Always best that way. (Be-
gins to mount the stairs, arm in arm with Sarah.? Goodnight then
and, to use a popular cliché, don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. (T
Sarah.? There, that cught to leave him with an unlimited array of

possibilities.

SARAH: Goodnight Paul... f{Locking at him significantly.? Do sleep
well., I think you will find everything you need in the bathroom.

DAMIEN: (T Sarah.) Unless he should happen to need you, darling.
(Sarah laughs lightly. Cé&line and Faul say
their goodnights. Ad lib. Paul and Céline
left alone. Céline puts her head back on the
sonfa and ignores Faul as before.)

FAUL: (After a pause.) How did I do?

CELINE: (Without looking at him.? You did well. VYou did not stet
him, and that is what is important.

FaUL.: (Pause.? Céline, he doesn’t seem crazy to me.

CZELINE: Of course not. What do you know about it? You know

&

nothing.

FaUL. s I do know that he doesn’t seem half the dangerous figure you
make him out to be. A bit eccentric, maybe, but I always imagined
him to be that way anyway.
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CELINE: He is only difficult whern he is angry, and you did not maks
him angry. He likes you.

Fali: I find that a bit hard to believe.

CELINE: It is true.

FALUL: (S5till skeptical.? I just don't know about this whole
thing. I'm beginning to feel as though I'm the butt of some elabor-
ate joke.

CELINE: Of course you do not understand. If you were to spend more
time with us, i1t would become clearer to . you. (Turns to him.>» I
would not tell you these things if they were not true.

Faul: Damien told me that you were once engaged to him.

CELINE: Did he say that? It is true, but that was a long time ago.

FAUL : Does that have anything to do with why you tws are so hard
on each other? '

CELINE: No.o As I told youw, that was a long time ago. It is Sarah
who I care about now. It is she who I come to see. 1 worry about
her, worry that he will destroy her.

FAUL : What is the problem with Damien? I’ve been listening to
you, listening to Sarah, and watching him all night, and other than
his having a tendency to flare up now and then, I don't see anything
particularly wrong with him.

CELINE: What da you want? Would you be happier, perhaps, if he
drocled and babbled nonsense? Would you be satisfied if he had some
irritable tick above his eye? What do you want?

FAUL: I'm just telling you my impressions.

CELINE: Think what you like about him. I do not care.

FAUL : But that’s just it; I don’t know what to think of him any-
mare. Up until a couple of hours ago I could only think of Damien

Silk with reverence. Now everything is upside-down.

CELINE:  You can still respect him as a writer and as a man. His
problems cnly help to make him a better writer and, in many ways,...
a better man.

FAUL: How do you mean?

1=1)



e 8. Young - GCames For Adults

CELINE: It is too muzh to say... and you would not believe me any-—
WAY .
FaUL.: tSardonically.? That's right, I'm only a fool. How could I

have forgotten. Between you and Damien I've been reminded of it
often encugh.

CELINE: I am sorry. You are not a fool.

FAUL: (Sarcastically.? VYou flatter me.

CELINE: This is hard to explain. Damien’s power is very great,
greater than you could ever imagine or understand... But you are in
it. .

FauUl: Oh come on., You can cut it out with the Gothic overtones.

CELINE: I am only saying that there iz much about us that you do not
krmow, much about Damien you would not like. You must be careful.

FAUL: Thanks for the profound advice. I feel as though I've
stumbled into Count Dracula’s Parisienne retreat.

CELINE: Just do not ask too many questiana; FPaul. In the morning
you will take the train to London, and you will forget all about
those silly people you met in Faris.

FaUL: tAnnoyed. ) Whatever you say. (Turns away from her and
concentrates on his drink.?

CEL INE: (After a pause.) Would you like to sleep with me tonight?
FalUl.: (Surprised.) What?! .

CELINE: I asked if you would enjoy spending the night with me.
FALL s I... I-~ Na&! I happen to be engaged.

CELINE: That is a pity. I would have enjoyed very much makiné love
to you. '

FAUL: Why?
CELINE: Because I like you. (Kisses him.? You have nice eyes.

FAUL: (Suspicious.? I find that a little hard to believe. Why
are you s interested in me all of a sudden?

CELINE: You have a very low opinion of yourself. Is it so hard to
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believe that I find you attractive? (Kisses him.? I kpow you find
me attractive. (Fisses again.) And you kiss very nicely.

Fall.s So dio you. (They kiss again, slowly.)

CELINE: Mmm. That iz lovely. Ferhaps you will change your mind?

FAUL: (FPause.? I don’t know. (Fause, while C&line comes claoser.)
ook, if I were to change my mind, Damien isn't to know, all right?
I don't want him to get the credit for corrupting me.

CELINE: I understand. I will come back down later in the night when
I am sure they are asleep.

{They kiss deeply. Enter Damien from the
bedrcom above. He stands smiling as he
wat-hes them from the balcony. After five
beats, he clears his throat and begins to
descend the stairs. Faul pulls away from
Céline.? s

DAMIEN: Well, well, well. You must excuse me. Mind if I sit down?
Sarah decided to take a bath before bed. tPouring himself a drink.?
Who would like & drink?™ Faul?

FAUL: No thanks.

DAMIEN: (tSitting down.?) I'm so sorry, Faul. 1 get the impression [
interrupt you every time I step into this room.

FAUL : Nz, na. You weren’t interrupting a thing.
DAMIEN: Now don’t be shy. Carry on as if 1 wasn’t here.

CELINE: (To Paul.? It excites him. (Faul repeats his same nervous
laughter.? I am going to bed. Goodnight Faul. (Kisses him aon the
cheek.) Goodnight Damien.

{The men say goodnight. Ad lib. Céline goes
to exit stage left but halts before she is
cut of sight. Damien should have his back to
her so that she is only visible to Faul. She
points to her watch and nods, conveying to
Faul that she will be back later. Exit
Céline upstairs.)

DAMIEN: Sorry Faul. Didn't expect her to leave you out in the cold
like that. A bit cut of character for her.

‘ FAUL: It was my decision.
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DAMIEN: Really?

FaULD I have my pricorities.

DAMIEN: (Léughing.) Your pricrities? That's beautiful. Tell me,
Faul, where were those priorities a few moments agos? Were you fan-

tazizing of Anita while you kissed Céline?

FauUL: fUncomfortably.?  That was a harmless kiss. [ have nothing
to feel guilty about.

DAMIEN: Ah, yes. A harmless kiss. You'll have to teach me that
sometime, Faul. I would love to be able to tell Sarah now and then,
"Oh don’t worry darling, I was simply having & harmless kiss with
that woman in the corner there.” Are you sure that wasn'’t a pre-
liminary for something to come?

Fall: Think what you like.

DAMIEN: Oh come along, Faul. Let’s cut all this rot. I'm sure this
fidelity of yours is & fine thing, but--

FAUL: lLet’'s not get started on this again.

DAMIEN: I suppose you feel that it proves something to restrain
yourself like this?

FalUL.: Look, we already went over this., I don’t want to hurt
Anita--

DAMIEN: Then lie to her, Faul. It’s as easy as that. Simply don't
tell her about it.

FAaUL: I told you that we’re very honest with one another——

DAMIEN: Alright, alright... I suppose it would wound her deeply to
“gar that you had slept with Celine?

FAUL : Yes!

DAMIEN: (Pause.) Would she be injured if she found that you had
given C&line a "harmless” kiss? (Faul doesn’t answer.? Ha! There
yau are. The crime has already been committed.

FAUL: There’'s a difference.
DAMIEN: Is there? VYou can’t deny you found Céline attractive. You
can’t deny that the desire to sleep with her has graced your princi-

pled mind. Now suppose Anita could have read your thoughts tonight.
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What would she have to say about that?  (Suddenly switching to a wvery
serious and intimidating tone.) Or suppose she were here to see the
way you were leering at my wife, for that matter?™
FALlL . (Quietly, nervously.) I wasn’t leering at Sarah.
DAMIEN: (Quietly, but sericusly.) No? Seemed that way to me.
Fall.: Yo' re mistaken.

4=

DAMIEN: 1 hope so. (Back to his previous tone.? But you haven't
answera2d my question. How would Anita feel about that?

FAUL: You can’t control your feelings, but you can control your
actions. I believe Anita understands that.

DAMIEN: Ah, well. (8milimg.? I can see I'm no match for you. (In
his previous serious tone as he rises.? I just wanted to clear up
cone or two minor things between us. Goodnight then.

FaUL: Goodnight,

DAMIEN: (Hesitates.) 0Oh yes, there’s just one more thing.

FaUL.: Yag?

DAMIEN: Did Céline say anything about me? Anything out of the
ordinary, I mean?

FaUL : No, we didn’t spend much time talking about you.

DAMIEN: (Laughs.? Youw’re a terrvible liar, Paul. She told you I was
insane, or some such rot, didn’t she.

FAUL : (Uncomfortably.?Y Well... ves, she did.

DAMIEN: I thought so. Let me just assure you that 1 am not before
you have nightmares about me murdering you in your sleep. 1 may
enjoy playing games, and I may have a spoiled dispositicon _that comes
across as rather frightening at times, but that hardly qualifies me
as a candidate for the asylum.

FAUL: Damien, I don’t want you to think that—-

DAMIEN: Hush. Not another word. Do you think you are the first
person to be taken in by her?

FAUL s But why?
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DAMIEN:
Mmine.

FAUL :

CELINE:

FAUL:

CELINE:

he knows

FaUL:

CELINE:

FAUL :

That’s just the way she is.
Now get some szleep.

Goodnight.

(Exit Damien upstairs.
Ir
She motione for

back
stage left.
quiet.?

and sighs.

How did it go™

L. S.
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She has her games and I have

puts his head
Celine enters
him to be

Faul
& moment

He just told me he isn’t crazy.

Of course he told you

I spoke to you about it.

that. (More to herself.? That means

That cowld be bad.

I don’t know who to believe anymore.

Foor PFaul. CLeans

Lomads ’ I 'm confused

we didn't...

CELINE:

frigid®

FAUL:

CELINE:

anything

FaUL :

CELINE:

tlLaughs guietly.?

No, it?’s not that.
Flease, Fauwl. Not
at all.

You don’t mind?

0f course not.

to kiss

and tired.

another word.

Mima 2

Maybe it would be better if

Has anyone ever told you that you are

I'm just-—-—

We are not obliged to do

{She moves to the computer terminal and

begins flipping through the disks.?

FauL: What are you doing®?
CELINE: tLooks anncoyed for a moment,
?:%1 know. I am looking for his play in progress.
FAUL: Why ™
CELINE: Because I am curiocus.
FAUL: Really?
@ cELinE: ves.  (Fause.d)  Would

You might as
I want to read

then smiles.?

I suspect it is his best play yet.

you like to see it?
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Faul: I-1 don’t know. Do you think we should?

CELINE: I intend tuo. (Loads the disk into the terminal.?

FAUL: I don’t know, T--

CELINE: Come, here it is. (Faul moves to look at the screen.) Do
youl know anything about computers? '

FaAUL.: Nz, not really.

CELINE: You press this button here to move the screen up. Like
this, see?

FALL: Alright.

CELINE: And this button moves it down, see?

FAUL: Uh huh.

CELINE: Good., I have already read the first act.

FAUL: Well what happens in it?

CELINE: It is very ccmplicafed. Ferhaps it would be best for you to
read it yourself. (FPushes some buttons.) Here, that is the begin-
ning.,. You read it quickly, and I will get us some more wine. Then
we can read the second act together.

FAaUL: Wait, what if he comes? j

ZELINE: He won’t, but even if he does, that is easy. As soon as I
hear him coming, 1 can turn it off like this. (FPushes some buttons.?

I zimply do this and this. See? It is very easy.

FAUL: This is exciting. (Reading the screen.) Working title:
Games for Adults. (Céline exits to kitchen. PFaul begins to read.?

(Cé&line exits to kitchen area. Faul pushes
buttons and smiles, then scowls as he reads
the screen. He begins to laok disturbed as
he reads on. Enter Sarah from above. She
leans over balcony and whispers loudly.) .

SARAH: Paul?® (Faul is not visible to her from above.)
FAUL : (Jumping nervously from the screen.) Sarah?
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SAFAH: (Descending the stairs.) I had to talk to you one more
t ime. . '

Fabl: Your husband said you were taking a bath...

SARAH: (She does not notice that the screen is 1it. ) I was. I

just had to talk to you before I went to bed.

FAUL: (Nervously manceuvering her so that her back is to the
terminal.? What about?

SARAH: I don’t think you had a very good time this evening.

FaUL.: Oh, it was alright. (He sits her down on the couch with her
back to the computer.?

SARAH: I had the feeling you were... well, upset by Damien’s com-—
ments.
FaUL.: (Maving slowly towards the computer, hoping to turn it off

before she discovers it.) Oh, it was no problem at all. I'm very
happy to have met him.

SARAH: (Shaking her head.? No, I can tell he got to you. You
sound different now. Things between us aren’'t the same as they were

before, are they? 1 hope you don't think less of me, Paul. (Turns
to him just as he is trying to turn computer off.? What are you
doing®! (Rises and moves towards him.? What do you think you're
doing™!

FAUL: Now Sarah, wait a minute.

SARAH: "That's Damien’s play!
FAUL : Ssh. I know, T know. Just let me explain-—-

SARAH: But you have no right--!

FAUL.: ~~It isn’'t what you think--
SARAH: -=to look at that!
FAUL: Flease, Sarah.

(Faul presses the button to turn it off, but
instead the machine begins to print loudly.
Faul stands looking at the machine with a
shocked expression. Sarah looks him in the
eye, takes a corner of her robe and tears it.
For a moment she regards him with a malicious
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amile, and then she screams. Enter Damien
above and C&line from kitchen.?

TELINE:  Paul!
SARAH: (Crying.? Alide-moi, amoure. I1 veut me viocler!
Fall.: What?!?

CELINE: You rape her?!

Fall.: Nz !!
SARAH: fCovering herself and crying.?) Rastard!!
FAUL: (Furiously.? I didn't do anything!

CELINE: GSet away! You are drunk!

(All this time Damien has been slowly des—
cending the stairs. He does not look
pleased. Sarah’s sobs increase when she sees
Mim.?

CELINE: {Warning.? Do not o near bhim, Damien. I will handle this.

(Damien says nothing. He moves to the compu-
ter, which is still printing, and turns it
2ff. He rips a sheet from the top and
alances at it. Pause for five beats.)

DAMIEN: (Nt loudly, but firmly, intensely, dangerously.? This is
my play. fLooks up at Paul with malice.? Who the hell are you,
anyway? i

FAUL: Wha the hell is she? CPdinting to Céline.) She’s the one
who turned it on!

(Damien loocks at Céline. She shakes her head
as though she has no idea what he’s talking
about.)

FAaUL.: It’'s true!

DAMIEN: (He swiftly approaches Faul and towers over him. Damien’s
supericor height should be especially obvious here. At first Damien
should speak firmly, with authority, but he shouldn’t raise his voice
yet.?> I want to know what you're up to, and I want to know right
now.
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FalL: (Frightened.) Yow ve got the wrong man.
DAMIEN: No, I don't think so. What happened Sarah™
SARAMH: tSobbing. ) He-He attacked me!

AUl : Why dontt you ask her what she was doing down here in the
first place! ‘ ’ ‘

SARAH: CAngrily to Faul.)> I came down to see o !

Faul: SeeT!

SARAH: I wanted to say I was sorry about you losing your passport,
and then I saw that you were reading Damien's play, and then you
attacked me like an animal!'!!

FALL. . Lies!!

DAMIEN: Shut up.

FAUL: She’'s been the one coming on to me ‘all night, ever since I
arvived here!

DAMIEN: (Now raising his voice suddenly and picking Paul up by the
front of his shirt.) I said shut up!'!

CELINE: Don’t hurt him, Damien!

DAMIEN: Stay out of this! (Slams Faul up against the wall.) Now I
want to know who you are and who youw’re working for!

FAUL: (Desperately.? Stop! I tell you, I haven't done anything!
DAMIEN: (Funches Paul hard in the gut.) Tell me, you little——!!
FPAUL: I haven’t got anything to tell--!!

DAMIEN: When I say talk, (Punches Faul.) I mean that I want you to
talk! (Funches him again.?

(Damien and Paul continue to scuffle, Damien
getting the better of Faul. Sarah fumbles in
one of the desk drawers and takes ocut a
bottle and a syringe.) '

SARAH: Help me, Cé&line!

(Céline and Sarah attempt to separate the
two. Damien traps Paul in a headlock. Sarah
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appraoaches from behind and jabs Faul with the
needle. Faul stiffens and falls to the floor
unconscious. The athers stand about panting
for a moment, then Céline bends down and
takes his pulse. She looks up at the others
and nods. All three begin to laugh.?

Lights.
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times. )

PaUL s
CELINE:

FALL :
faint™

CELINE:

FaUL:
What is

CELINE:
Fall:

CELINE:

sure of
FAUL:
CELINE:
FAUL:
| CELINE:
FAUL =
CELINE:

FAaul s
Who the

CELINE:
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ACT II, Scene 1
(Same scene, an hour later. . The sofa has

been pushed to one side and the chair that
was previously with the desk against the

bhack wall is now C35. Fauwl is tied to the
chair, unconsciaous in his underwear.
CEline paces nervously behind him. Faul

maans saftly, and Celine glances at her
watich, then moves to his side and kneels.
She shakes him lightly.?

Wake wup, Faul. Wake up! (Gently slaps his face a few
(Moaning.?  Wha?...Wha's happening? ;
(Checking His pulse, his eyes.) How do you feel™?

(Drowsy, confused.?) 1 feel awful... What happened? Did 1
¥You did not faint. You were drugged.

tRealizing that he is tied down and coming to life.) Hey!

hig?!

Why am I tied down®!!

Zalm down. You have nothing to worry about yet.

(Struggling.? Untie me!!

I cannct. There are one or two things I want to be

first.

Not yet.

Untie me!! Im not telling you anything!

Faul, I want to know exactly how you happened to meet Sarah.

No!  Let me go!

(Calmly.? Tell me, Faul.

17!

Why should

(Hesitates.) Because I must khaw who I can trust.

(Incredulously.? Who you can trust?! What about me?!  Huh™!

hell...

Be quiet.
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| alon
~aule «seam I supposed to trust! I'm onmot brusting you, that's for
HLF 8. You're the one...
CELINE: You fool.o..
FALL : «xsthat showed me how to turn off that damned -computer!

CELINE: ...you understand nothing.
FAUL Untie me!!
CELINE: (Regarding Faul with disgust.? I should have known better

tham to try to talk to you. (To herself.) This has gone much too
far. :

Fall.: What's gone much too far? (Céline ignores him.? I said
what’s gone much too far? : : :

CELINE: (Fauses and regards him for a moment.? All of this.
FalUl: All of what™!
CELINE: (Sighs.) This... game of Damien’s.

FAUL: What game?!

CELINE: (Coldly.? T will tell you nothing until you tell me how you
mat Sarah.

Falil: I'm not telling you anything!

CELINE: Have it your way. (Crosses her arms and turns away.)
(Pause.?

FauL: (Quieter.) Please, Cé&line, untie me.

CELINE: Be silent. If you want to say something, tell me about you
and Sarah.

Fall.: Untie me first. I’11 talk to you then.

CELINE: (Angrily.) Listen you fool, I do not like to inform youw of
this, but the others have something planned, and I do not think it
will be pleasant for you. I am probably the only hope you have, so
tell me what I need to know!

FAUL: How do you mean you don’t think it will be nice for me? What
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do you maan by that?  (Z@line does rnot answer.? What are they plan-
rnimg ko dao?

CELINE: You have your secrets, and I have mine.

to hurt me?  Is that it? Tel ez ! (s

Al e But are they going 1
line does not answer. ! Is it because of the computer? That was your
fault!

CELINE: Shut up!
FAUL (Quietly.? It was your fault.

CELINE: (lLoocks at Faul contemptucusly.) You are an idiot, do oyou
know that?

FAUL : I was an idiot to have listened to you.

CELINE: And youw are an idiot if you do not listen to me now., 1 be-
lieve I am on your side, but before I can help yow I must know about
yiou and Barah.

FAUL: tAfter a pause.) What do you want to know?

CELINE: Where did you mest her? -

FalL: In a café in Chartres. She asked me for the time and we got
to talking.

CELINE: And she offered to bring you td Faris?

FALUL: When I mentioned I was going there, she affered to give me a
lift, yes. ‘

CELINE: What did you talk about aon the way?

FauL: Not much. 1 slept for most of the ride and didn’t wake up
until we were in the garage.

ZELINE: Did you have something to drink with her befare yﬁu got into
the car?

FaUl.: Just a beer.

CELINE: That explains it; she drugged your beer. That is why you
slept.

FAUL : But why would she...?
CELINE: Never mind. How close were you to Sarah before I arrived?

79



FaUls
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CELINE:
Faul:
CELINE:
FAUL:
CELINE:
Fallls
CELINE:
FAUL:
CELINE:

FaUl:
nothiing

CELINE:

computer and Sarah came downstairs,

Fallls

bean disturbed by Damien,
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That’'s none of your business.

4

PSuddenly very violent.) Tell '

l

Okay, okay. We were very close.

How closme™

We Lkissed.
Is that all®
Yo,

Good.  Now, did youw talk to her about Damien®?

Here and there.

Did you tell her what I had told you about him?

That he's unbalanced? Yes, I menticned it.

And haow did she react?

She said pretty much the same thing that you did; that it was
for me to worry about as long as I didn't upset him.

Now, when you were reading Damian’srplay an the
what did she talk to you about?

G vy QO d.

She said she felt bad for me. Bhe thought that maybe I'd
and that I didn’t care for her after what

had happened.

CELINE: That is all®?

Fatll: Yes.

ZELINE: Why did you print the play?

FALL: Why?! As if you didn't know'! I was tfying to turn the
damned machine off! I followed the instructions you gave me, and it
started to print!

CELINE: Yes., (Laughs.) That was beautiful.

FAUL : You knew it would print, didn't you!

CELINE: Yes.
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Fall e Then that was a dirty thing toe-

CELINE: (Ssrious again.? Be guiet. Did yvou wiss Sarah befors she

gsaw the play?

Fall.s T

CELIME: Why was her gown torn, and why did she claim youw'd raped har?

Faul: She torn it and I don’t know why she said that! When she saw
that I was reading the play, she gave me the strangest look and then
she ripped it herself.

W’LENE: That is very interesting. It sounds like Damien's touch.
{Regins to pace, oblivious to Paul.)

Fall: Hey! I told you the truth, now untie me!

CELINE: Be silent! I must think.

FaUl.: But you said you’d——

CELIME: Silence!

FAbL: I should have knawn I couldn’t trust you.

CELINE: (Mare to herself.) I have to figure out their plan.

Pl s Where are they?

CELINE: They have gahe to get some things. They will soon be back.
Falls Untie me then!!

CELINE: I cannot\da that.

Pall: What do youw mean you ca%’t\da that!! You said you'd—-—
CELINE: He would be furious. You do not understand.

Fallls (tCynically.?) That’s right, I don’t understand anything
around here. How could I have forgotten?

CELINE: This is serious, FPaul. It could be very bad for you.

FAUL: (In a sudden fit of frustration and rage, struggling.? Uhti&
me!!!

CELINE: ¢(After a pause.) Are you finished?
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(Nods.  Pause.) Céline, what are they going to do to me like
I am rnot sure yet. I do not think they will try fto hurt yvou.

Will you please emplain to me what is going on here?

(Hesitates.? What would you say if I told you that every-—

thing that has happened to you has been more or less planned?

Fall.:
CELINE:
Falll:
CELINE:
little
hbefore.

Palls

CELINE:

anrnd Sar
this far,

Faul.:

CELINE:
are all

FAUL:

CELINE:

Faul.:
CELINE:
Faul:

CELINE:
drawl,

going to hear the truth,

FauL:

CELINE:
line.
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What do you mean?!

I thought that is what you would say. You always say that.
What are you talking about™!

Look, you have been involved in a
We have done this type of thing

tSighs at his stupidity.)
artistic experiment here.

of

What?! What type thing have you done before™!
This. This game, if you like. VYou have been set up. Damien
ah have often done this sort of thing... but it has never gone

at least not when 1 have been working for them.
Well how far has it gone®!

It has always ended before it became this deep. Usually we
sitting around and laughing by now.

Laughing at what™!
At the play.

The play? What play™

This play. The things that have been happening to you.

I don’t understand what you're talking about!

(Dropping her French accent and speaking with an American
Californian.? All right, all right, don't yell., If you're
you may as well hear all of it.

Jesus Christ! You aren’t French!!

N, I’m not. I'm American, and my name’s Dierdre, not C&-

Are you satisfied?
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FAUL:  This is unbelievable!

TELINE: I know it must seem that way to you. I'm only doing this so
wima? 1l kmow I'm telling the truth., A 1ot of things around here are
rnot what they seem.

At Would you please tell me what's been going on?

CELINE: How can put this?. .. It?s going to sound a 1ittle bit
strange to you at first. Damien Silk believes that art should be an
agaressive force in ocwr lives, that it should invade every single
aspect of our day to day existence. He doesn’t think that someone
should be able to set oneself up for it in advance; ideally, it
should take the gpectator by surprise. Damien can’t stand the idea
af people choosing to go to a performance, or waiting in line to
vigit a museum. He prefers to catch his audience of f guard. He
likes to grab his fans by the ankles, turn them upside-down, and
shake them up good and hard. You know his plays. That's the way he

wior HE.
FAUL Rut -

CELINE: Wait, I'm not finished. What it boils down to is that he and
Sarah find someocne on the spur of the moment and then they play dif-
ferent parts. They hire others, actors like me, to help them out.

We ad lib it as we go along, twisting your perceptions until you, the
audience, are forced to participate in the art without even knowing
it. The audience and the play become one and the same.

FAalll s This is madness!

CELINE: Not really. Usually we just distort the audience's percep-
tion of reality encugh so that they’re forced to guestion certain
things about art and themselves. When they become thoroughly con-
fused and involved, we reveal the game and everyone has a good laugh.

Fatl s I don’t believe this.

CELINE: It’s true, Paul. I know it must sound a little wierd to vyou,
hut Damien's accomplishments are important. It’s a challenging new
idea with roots in the Medieval tradition of the masque, while at the
same time, reaching forward to confront contemporary ideas of Fost-
modern alienation. It's probably a bit complex for you to grasp at
first. '

FAUL : But that'’s not art! That’s... just a way to humiliate
pecple!
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TEILINE: Now don’t jump to conclusicons.  Just because you don't under -

stand it doesn't mean it isn't walid.

F i s But you can®t Jjust tie someons up and claim that it's art!

CELINE: We've never tied anyone up before. This is & firvst.
Falll.: What™!
CELINE: I'11 get back to that.

Falils What is going on around here? Why me?

CELINE: I don't know., It's always been a spontanecus thing. 1 guess
Saralh found you in Chartres and decided that you'd make a good audi-
ence. So she offered you a lift, drugged your beer, took your pass-—
port, and then called me. All I was told was that I was to play a
French artist named C&line. The rest was up to me.

FAUL : But how do you know what to do?

CELINE: I don’t know. That's just it. We never collaborate on this
thing. We're professionals and we play it by ear, adopting and
adapting to our roles as we see fit. I had no idea that a session
was planned for tonight until she called me. Too tell the truth, I
had a nasty hangover and was in no mood to think up a character.
That’s why I may have seemed a little hard to get along with at
first. DBut that's all part of it too; we, the artists, can’t choose
either. It’s all chance.

FAuUl.: This still sounds incredible to me, and you haven’t yet an-
swared why I'm tied up!

ﬁELINE: (Hesitates.? I don't know why you're tied up. I think some-
thing’s gone wrong.

Fall:  What?!

CELINE: Look, this is all I know. When I got here, I saw right away
that you and S5arah had been, well, close. I thought it might be fun
if I were to come on to you too. I was aiming for a confrontation
between me and Sarah in front of Damien in order to see how you'd
react. I admit it was a weak idea, but there were no other out-
siders, other than myself, so I didn’t think it was a very serious
session anyway. I had no idea that things would end up like this...
tGestures to his bhinds.? I was just as surprised as you were.
That’s why I wanted to know what had happened between you and Sarah.
I had to be sure that they weren’t telling the truth, that you hadn't
really tried to rape her. It sounds silly now, but I didn’t know who
I could believe.
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o FALlL But what happened? How come it backfirved?

CELINE: I already told you; I don't know. I don’t even know 1f 1t
Man backfived., The play may still be on... RBut I doubt it. We've
mevar gons this farc..  To tell the ftruth, I'n confused.

Fale Whiy ™

CELINE: (FPause.? Because I'm not guite sure how far the two of them
are willing to go. Look, part of what I said earlier ig sort of
true. Damien Silk has been through a lot, things you'd never dream
of, and, well, he isn't exactly all there at times. I suspect he can
be, well, dangerocus.

=AUl Are you teiling me that he really is crazy™!

CELINE: Mot exactly crazy, but not exactly sane either. He has to be
a little of f center to create what he does. Surely you can under-—
stand that.

Falll: What exactly are you saying™!

CELINE: What I told you before about Africa is true. He was captured
and taortured, and from what I've heard, it was pretty bad for him.
Anyway, now and then it comes back to him and apparently he tends to
get, well, a little out of hand. I've heard rumors of him doing one
or tws things that I'd rather not talk about...

PAUL:» Like what™!
CELINE: Believe me, you don't want to know about that right now.
Fallos Jasus Christ!!

CELINE: Look, these sessions take a lot ocut of us as actors, and
sometimes we all get a bit carried away by our roles. We don’t even
stop playing when the audience is asleep, and there are times when...
Oh, I don't know. Damien’s always going on about that perfect ba-
lance between hazard and control, but now I'm beginning to think that
the idea of domination has gone to his head., I think he's tipping
the scales in his favor.

Faul: But what about Sarah?

CELINE: So you think yow know Sarah Silk, do you. Don’t underesti-
mate her. That woman is as smart as a whip. Try to understand,
Faul, those two believe that everything they do can be justified in
the name of art. And I'm beginning to think they’ve gone beyond me
this time. They may even be testing me somehow. I can’t be sure.
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. Celine, I mean Dievdrs, how long does one of these little
its uwsually last?

T o’

s itong as three days. EBut I knew, or at least I thought 7 knew,
that it wasn’t even going to last overnight with you. You weren't
willing to go with the swing of it. Don't give yourself all the
craedit though. It was mostly our own fault. We mucked up our roles
terribly and couldn't settle deown to one thing. (Laughs lightly.y I
knew my story of his "hidden powers" wouldn't carry any weight.

CELINE: It varies on the players and the audisnce. It has gone on
- )

Falll.: Dierdre, there’s still time. Untie me before this gets out
of hand.

CELINE: I'm afraid I can't do that.
FAaUL: But you can't just leave me like this!

CELINE: I'm sorry, FPaul, but it’s not in my contract. The play might
still be on.

FAUL: Eut what if it isn't?
CELINE: (FPause.? Then I'm still not sure what's going to happen.

FAaUL: But Dierdre, if it’s still on, it's too late. You've already
told me about it. Please untie me.

CELINE: Sorry, Faul. You're just gﬁing ta have to stay that way for
now. Damien might be testing me, or he may be trying something
absolutely new. Until I know I can’t let you up.

Faul Then I'11 tell them everything I know when they get back!

CELINE: (After a thoughtful pause, smiling.?) I was wondering if you
would get to that. There may be hope for you after all.

FAUL: How do you mean?
CELINE: Why do you think I've told you all this?
FALL: Recause youw're Jjustifiably worried about me!

CELINE: That's part of it, yes. I won'’t deny it. But I'm also of-
fering you a chance to be in on the action.

FauUL: I don’t want in, I want cut.
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CJINE:s Listen Paul, I wouldn®t have told youw 17 you hadn't expres

suckh admiration for Ramien’s plays. I'm offaring you the chanoe

e immediately and conscicusly involved in his work.  You and I oars
¥ Y

godng to o put & little kink in Damien’s idesas of power.

HEFR I ki T

CELINE: It's simple. I've thought this out. Now that I've told you
about the game, you can play along and make up your own role. You
don't know the particulars, but you know more or less the general
idea. 1’11 be a sort of double agent running between youw. Now it'’s
up to you and me to distort their reality, just. as Damien and Sarah
have been distorting yours., This way it adds an entirely new dimen-
sion to the game; the audience fools the artist! It’s brilliant!

Faul: Noo way ! I don’t want any part of this feeble swxcuse for art.

CELINE: I was afraid you wouldn't understand. Let me put it ancther
way; you don't really have a choice. If you explain to Damien that
I've told you, don't expect him to be over joyed about it. I don't
know how he'll react, but he probably won't admit the truth to you.
I gypect he'll come up with a counter vole and claim that I'm crazy
ar jealous. It's certainly no guarantee that he'll let you go.
Feople come away from these experiments on good terms with him,
otherwise word would get arcund and the idea would be ruined. Damien
would be terribly upset if he knew that the masquing sessions were
ruined, and... well, I wouldn’t want to upset him if I were in your
positicon. He may, in fact, decide to get rather nasty. No Paul, the
play can only end when we all agree. Those are the rules,

TV I don't care about your rules. They don't apply to me.

CELINE: Paul, listen to me. Nothing’s going to happen to you. I711
be watching, and I promise that I'm not going to let it get messy.
Think Paul, this will be a first! The audience will beat the artist
at his own game. I'm sure that when the truth eventually comes out,
Damien will be more than a little impressed with you.

FaUL: I don’t care! I don’t want-—-

CELINE: Paul, all your life you have stood on the edge observing.

You watch the world and scribble pseudo-sensitive wards in countless
notebooks all the time imagining that you have been experiencing the
real thing. It’s time for you to participate and perform if you dare
to call yourself an artist. Think of it: you’ll have taken part in
something absolutely new and exciting: & new art form invented and
presented by Damien Silk and yourself, Faul Weaver.

FAUL: I don’t want to participate in it!
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CELINE: All right, &ll right. They'll Se here soon. Yoo do what you
ik, But I'm disappointed in you. I thought you were supposec to
I would have given anything to work with Damien Silk back

royody position, but I oguess aother peopls have their

=Y You've never been tied up to a chaiv in your underwear.
¥

CTELINE: (Guietly.? Don’t be so sure about that.

1

AUl (Fause.? Look, even if I were to play along, what could
possibly do like this?

CELINE: It's not what you dos It's what you say, how you act, and,
most impovtantly, how you react.

AL : 2

t I can’t even think straight tied up like this! The ropes
are cutting i =

irnto my wrists!

CELINE: Don’t lie., I tied you very carefully so that youw'd be in as
little pain as possible.

Falll.: Well it’s too tight.
CELINE: Don’t look for sympathy from me.

Al {8ighs.? 1If I were to go along with it, what would I have to
o

CELINE: That's entirely up to you. Now that I've told you what’s
gaing on, you have a distinct advantage over them. Just don't let
yourself be surprised by what happens.

FAaUL: But what is going to happen®

CELINE: Who can say? But I will tell you one thing: I've added a
private little kink of my own that should prove very interesting.

Fauls A private kink? What do you mean’?

CELINE: That, I'm afraid, is a secret. I can’t tell you everything;
it wouldn't be fair. Damien doesn’t tell us all of his plans, so I
can't tell you all of mine. It's my turn to be the maestro faor a
little while.

Faul.: But if I don't know what it is, how am I supposed to play
along™

CELINE: Think professiconally. This is the big league. Use your
imagination, and whatever happens, don’t panic.
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Pl But what shouwld I--
e gust close youwr syes and pratend that yvowtre zwill
a0 bhe ~iv "1 probably guestion youw and Lfry b0

} i3 ive
wp & little bit Thiey know that you're confused and

frightened, and they have a fairly good idea how you've liable to
raact.  Tt'1l be up to you to beat them at their own game. You have
to break down their own ewpectations of you.

FAUL: But how”

CELINE: Think, FPaul. They'll sxspect you to be angry, upset, and very
frightened. They also think you’re going to deny everything. What

if you were calm when they arrived? What if you were to admit to the
crime?  That would throw them of f.

Falll.: But wouldn’t they just suspect that you'd told me?

CELINMNE: Mot i{ we play our parts well. Femember, I'l1l bes helping
you. We'll have to be careful; Damisn is very sharp and not easily
taken for a ride. But I do believe it's possible. Are you in then?

Falll: (after a pause.) I guess so.

TELINE: Wonder ful. {Bhe squeezes his shoulder.? I krow you won'®t
regret this.

Faul: There is one thinmg; I want to arrange a signal, something I

could dio that would indicate whether or not things are out of hand.

CELINE: Like what?

Fall s Suppose I were to cough, or something, when I got really wor-
ried. b

CELINE: If you like, but I'11 know better than you when things are
getting cut of hand and—- Wait! tLhistens.) Here they come.
(Glances at her watch.) They’re early.

Fall: But what about--—
CELINE: Sh! (Returning to her former accent.? Not ancother word.
tWarmly.) When this is all over, you and I will have a good chat,
non?  Now sleep.

(Paul shuts his eyes. Enter Damien and

Sarah by main entrance. They are both
carrying video equipment which Sarah im-—
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mediately begins to selt up 5o that the
camera is facing Faul.?

DAMIEN: C#line darling. Is our little guest s3till asleep?
CTELUINE: Yes.

DAMIEMN: Well let’s see what we can do about that. (Moves to bar,
pours himself a glass a water, and then throws it on Faul.?) Up you
get, Faul. We have a long night ahead of us. {He immediately turns
away, proceeds to help Sarah with the eguipment, and ignores Faul.)

FAUL: (Sputtering.?) What the-—~! Hey'! Why am I tied down?!

DAMIEN: (Distracted, helping Sarah to set up a tripod.?  So that you
don’t ruamn away.

FAUL: (Glancing at T&line, then calmly.?) Who says I'd run away?

DAMIEN: (Without looking wup.? If you knew what I had planned, you’d
be a fool not to try.

FAUL: (Uncomfortably.? Gh.

{The athers occcupy themselves with the
vides equipment and ignore Faul complete-
ly.d
SARAHI  No, Pamien. This plugs in here. See?
DAMIEN: Right.

SaRaH: And that has to be plugged in over here. C&line, could you
help me with the sound equipment? :

CELINE: Of course.
SARAH: I think we will need more light on him.

DAMIEN: (Moving a lamp so that it shines divectly onto Paul, causing
him to squint.) How about this? '

SARAH:  (looking through the camera.) FPerfect.

CTELINE: (Untangling a mess of wires connected to two microphones.?
think that you should look at this, Sarah.

. SARAH: t8till looking through camera and moving up to within three

feet of Paul.? I’l11 be right there.
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What's going on hers?
Youw'll find out soon enoughe.
Listen here, I demand to be lebt up! You have no viakbt to
here like this.
N right? I'm afraid youw're the one who has no rights.
I demand to be let up right now!

(Damien approaches Faul, grabs a handful of

His hair, and yanks his head back so that

Faul iz forced to look up at him.?
Hay, you're hurting! (Glances as well as he can at Céline
s o osign of her previows actions as Dierdre.?

Let us get something very clear between us; you are in no
to demand anything. Got that? (lets go of Paul and turns
2 Now how's the camera?

Everything's ready.

Good, let’s get %tarted then.

{8arah should be moving about with the cam—
era, focusing on Damien or Faul as they
speak., Faul should look annoyed ococa-
sionally as the camera comes within two

feet of his face.)

Anything you’d like to say/befare we begin, Faul?
(Calmly.>» 1I'd like to explain.
Explain?

Explain why I did it.

Gz right ahead.

I read YOUY play because I had hoped I might findAinspiratian
That's the truth. I know it was wrong, but—-—

And did you attempt to rape my wife for inspiration as well™

Actually, That was... a mistéke, a very bad mistake. I

it.

Ml
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DAMIEM: Go o on, I'm listening.

Bl Maybe Barah should be the one to ewplain.

DAMIEN: OhT  Zaralh, do you have anything to say™

SakaAH: I could add & word., Could you take the camera, Céline?

CELINE: Of course. (Takes the camera and focuses on Sarah who speaks
to mo one in particular.?

SARAH: As I explained earlier, I came downstairs to talk with Paul
because I was afraid that Damien had upset him. 1 felt badly about
him being all alocne and losing his passport, and I thought I might

try to console him., He was still awake when I came down, so I sat

beside him on the couch.

DAMIEN: How did he react™

SARAH: He seemed... like a child, like a little boy. He was very
rarvous Wwith me there. We chatted guietly, and I told him that I
sympathized with him and felt it was unfortunate that he had stumbled
onto suwch rotten luck.  Faul said nothing for a long while... and
then he started o cry.

Faul: Now wait a minute--—
DAMIEN: lLet her finish, Faul. Youw'll have your turn.

SARAH: His gentle tears effected me. I could tell he was embar~
rassed so I softly held his hand. He told me that he missed his
fianc®, Anita...

FAUL: I didn’t-—-

SaRAM: And then I held him while he cried. It was then that I
noticed that the computer was on. I gasped. He tried to silence me.
He pleaded with me, but I would have none of it. Then he forced
himself onto me. He attacked me savagely! He tore my pajamas and
whispered that he would do terrvible things if I screamed. I screamed
anyway.

DAMIEN: And when did he print the play?

SARAH: Right after I screamed. To be honest, 1 believe he was
trying to shut it off.

DAMIEN: I see. Thank you, darlimg. Anything to add to that, FPaul®
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s (E3lancing at Céline.? Well, it wasn't guite as violent as
UL T N D

bl Lhioiv e

DAMTEN: 2ot vou admit to 17

Pt tSighs. s Why not?

DAMIEM: Very interesting, very interesting indeed. Now let me see...
(Moves to compubter terminal.) You had my play on the screen like
this, and then... (Fause while he rummages through his box of disks.
Then guietly, to himself.?) Where the... CLouder, but calmly.?

Where is it? (Faul, presuming he is speaking to ane of the women,
does not respond.?) Where 1g 1it?

Fall e Me™

DAMIEN: Where is 1it7T

FaUL.: Where's what™

DAMIEN: Where is it, Paul™?

FaUL.: Where's what? What are you talking about?®

DAMIEN: You know what I'm talking about! Where the hell ig it!

FAaUL: I don't know what-—-—

DAMIEN: fleaning over Paul, suddenly ferocious.) WHERE I8 ITH!

Fall: tVery nervous.?) I honestly don't know what yau’re talking
about. '

DAMIEN: Where's my disk?!
PALUL: What disk?
DAMIEN: (Taking Faul by the collar.? Where is the disk you took?!

Falil g I didn't take the disk! I only looked at it on your compu-
ter !

DAMIEN: I'm not talking about that disk. That was unimportant;
annoying, but forgivable. I want the disk you took!

FAUL: I den’t know what yau’re talking about.

DAMIEN: I think you do. You saw me come in here and take out a disk
earlier today when we first met. Then you saw me put it back in that
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now wher I came in for dinnerv.  Mow that disk iz missing, and I want
oo mow where 1t is.

Fali: (Glances at C&line who turns away.? Look I admit to reading
vy play ande Toeven admit ftol.. attacking you wife, but I honestly
didn't take that disk. I mean that.

DAMIEN: Then who did?
Falllls I don't know.

SARAH: Damien, Céline said something about seeing him going througn
visuir disks when she came in.

DAMIEN: Tz that true, D&line?

CELINE: Yes, as a matter of fact. I did not think anything of it at
thg time. He looked so harmless.

DAMIEN: Obviously he wasn't as harmless as we thought. Search
through his bag, Sarah.

Fall.: Loomk, you're making a big mistake here—-—

DAMIEMN: Silencs!

SARAH: It's here, Damien.

DAMIEN: 1 see. So who do you think put it there, Faul?

Falll: Maybe she did! {Points to Celine.) Did you ever consider
that? I don't even know what'’s on this mystericus disk., 1 dan’t
bnow anything about you!

DAMIEN: (After a pause.) Rot! Who are you working for?

Al No!!t You've got it wrong!! tElances again at Céline who
guiltily refuses to meet his eyes.? Bhe did take it! Honestly! I'm
beginning to understand it now!

DAMIEN: Alright then, you’ve had your say. Gag him, Sarah.

FauL: Wait! (Glances at Cé&line for a moment.) I can efplain!
DAMIEN: Go on.

FAaUL: Céline really was going through your disks earlier. I mean

it. She said she was locking for a disk that she left the last time
she was here, or something like that, and she-—
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Abd TR o C-
RaMIEN: Gag him.

Fabie Wallt! (Elances at C&line for & moment.) There's one other
Bhin O

NAMIEM:T Go o

FéaUL s (Frantically.? There's a reason why you shouldn’t keep me

tied down.

DAMIEN: Oh7?

Féall.: Yes, yes. You have to let me up.
DAMIEN: Explain.

Falll.: I-I have a disepase. I have diabetes and I need to have a
shot of insulin.

DAMIEN: That so?
FAaUL s 7 Yag, it's true. I'm already feeling very weak. In fact, I
think that drug you gave me is already having a bad effect. It's
true.
DAMIEN: Diabetic sh?
Faul.: Yes. It's true. I was born that way.
DAMIEN: Rubbkish. Sarah?
{SBarah, who has moved up behind Faul, gags
him. Faul struggles against it, but is
helpless.?
CELINE: (Slightly nervous.? FPerhaps it is true, Damien.
DAMIEN: Oh, come on,
CELINE: But perhaps—-—-

DAMIEN: Cé&line, do you honestly and truly believe such a feeble
little story?

CELINE: (Weakly.?) Well, one can never be sure with these types.
DAMIEN: Let me assure you that it is merely an attempt to escape.

And even if it were true, (With mock emphasis.) who cares? Let him
suffer. How’s the gag, Sarah?
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11

SaRaH: I believe it will haold.

DAMIEN: Excellent. Comfortable Faul™  (Faul arunts furiacsusly.?
Tood, Mow let’s get this show on the road.

taz Damien sp2aks, Sarah is constantly
active with the camera, sometimes zooming
in close to Paul's face, sometimes standing
ack for an overall view. C&line should
handle the microphone, but not with the
same zeal as Sarah. It should be obvious
that she is concerned about Paul.?

DAMIEN: I understand that you may not be exactly comfortable like
this, Faul. Few pegople enjoy being tied up, though at times it is a
necessary thing to do I have seen a number of people in your posi-—
tion and it never ceases to amaze me how desperate someone can become
when they are physically helpless. (Paul grunts.? 1 gather this
stems from a fear of the one who has tied one up in the first place.
But move than that, I would say that you are afraid of the unknown,
Youn see, you have no idea what I am planning to do.o.. and that
frightens you. I zan see it. EBEe careful, Faul. There is no torture
that equals the imagination. (Fause.? Now tell me, Paul: What are
you doing here? (FPause.? Who are youw working for?

CELINE: He camnot answer with the gag on, Damien.

DAMIEN: Don’t interrupt, Celine. So how did you get involved in
this, FPaul? HBored and loocking for & little excitement perhaps? Go
ahead, admit it. I could understand that. There was a time when 1
wanted a little action in my life. I was living in Africa at the
time, and I managed to get myself caught up in a silly little war.
Yes, Faul, I know all about tortures and the imagination. I was cap-
tured, you see. I was captured and dumped into a damp, lititle cell
that reelked with the stench of its former occcupants. My arms and
wrists were shackled and I found myself as helpless as you are now.
Sometimes I could hear the cries of my neighboring inmates as they
underwent the painful indignities of torture. I would lie on the
floor and listen, knowing that inevitably they would come for me.
There was no escape. And do you know what I learned in those mo-
ments? I learned that my worst enemy in a given situation was my own
imagination. Yes, Faul, my own precious and famous imagination.  You
see, few tortures -can measure up to the anticipation of ‘being tor-—
tured. For this reason, I learned to numb my mind, to focus all of
my mental energies on & crack in the wall, a stain on the floor, or a
wrinkle in the bedclothes —— anything to keep me from thinking of the
inevitable. Because the actual torture, whatever it happened to be,
was bad, very bad indeed, but never as bad as I imagined it would be.
(Fause while he regards Paul for an instant and then continues.)
Interesting, isn’t it? I also came to learn a fair bit about that
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d a bona fide sadist, my intervogators were generally nine-
men simply doing their Job to the best of fthelr ability,
sabhing sersonal about it. They ot a particularly i
Burch. For the most part they preferred to rely on the dependable
maethods that have bheen proven sffective and successful over time.
Thus, I have bsen variously shocked with electrical currvrent, pens-
trated with a wide assoriment of hot needles, and horridly abused

with water, fo name but a few of the viclations afforded to me.

own bresd of men: tortuwrers. While now and then I
3
L

CELINE: (Nervously.? What are you planning to do, Damien?

DAMIEN: I am simply stating the facts, Céline. I am warning Faul not

to let his imagination get away on him, because that is a dangerous

TELINE: But torturs-—-—

DAMIEN: (Ignoring her and becoming more violent in his speech.)
Torturers can be impulsive. They are completely unpredictable and,
in a rash moment, I have known them to make use of, oh, say a nearby
sharpened pencil, or a convenieptly open desk drawer, an open door, a
burning cigarette,-- o

CELINE: Damien!

DAMIEN: (Silasncing her with an upraised hand.! And especially their
fists. (Zalming down slightly.) Yes, especially their fists. My
interrogators always liked using their fists. They liked to hit.
The problem was that they never let anyone kit them back.

CELINE: Damien, what are you——

DAMIEN: The bastards hit you and hit you, but they never let you hit
them back. I'm different though. Help me with these, Sarah. (Pulls
o A& pair of boxing gloves. )

CELINE: Damien, what are you going to do?

DAMIEN: Not to worry, Céline. If there’s one thing I did learn, it's
that it’s only fair to give your victims a fighting chance. I'm
going to give Paul a fair fight, Celine. Here, put these on him,
Sarah. t8he puts the gloves on Paul’s wrists while he struggles
unsuccessfully.y I am too human to torture him while he is helpless
like this, but I am alsc human enough to want a confrontation.

There, that's perfect. How are his gloves, Sarah?

SARAH:  Good and tight.
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then? They push bt
ki

you veady ta dooa llttha

DAMIEN: Excellent. Shall we clsar some
furmniture out of the way.? Now Faul, ars
:rar"lnw? Yo have a distinct advantage in that you are considerably
I am, and davssay you HRavs some adrvenaline pumping

vieins by ndw.

st

Damien, do not do this. It is not right.
DAMIEN: FPlease don't qet principled on me, Cé&line.

~: This is not part of the... plan, Damien. You kpow what 1 am
g about.

DAMIEN: Things are different now, CT&line.

CELINE: But you have been boxing for years. It is not fairy; you will
i1l him.

DAMIEM: fut him loose, darling.

(Sarah cutse Paul’s binds while Damien takes
a few experimental stabs in the air. Faul
immediately reaches for his gag, but finds
that he is helpless to untie it with the
gloves on.o

DAMIEN: Tome on, Faul. Let’s see how good you are.

{(Faul rises and is immediately pushed by
Damien.?

DAMIEN: Come on, Paul. Give it a go.
CELINE: Damien, don'’t!
B8ARAH:  Shut up, Céline. He knows what he’s doing.
DAMIEN: What'’s the matter, Paul? Never been in the rving before.
(Having no choice, Paul begins to spar and
is quickly beaten back by Damien. After a
moment of scuffling with Damien clearly
getting the upper hand, Paul lands a lucky

shat that momentarily staggers his op-
ponent. )

DAMIEN: Oh, nice shot Paul. Nice shot indeed.

. tAngered, Damien starts to knock Faul
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around s that it begins o
CiS . )
TEILLINE: Damisrn, stop it You Wwill kEill him
CAMTENY Therse 13 a distinct zossibility that you are vight, Telins.
tDamien starts to beat into Paul in sarnest
now.  ~aul begins to stagger.)
CELINE: (Dropping her accent.? Damien stop! If’s gone too far! He
knows everything! It was I who planted the disk in his bag!

DAMIEN: <Turns to her,
bBloody hell do you thing——!

(Faul hits him hard in the face.

stumbles baskwards, tr
hard against the wall,
veniaent object.
floor unconscious.
while thes other
happeried.)

A

(Boftly, in her American
Jesus Christ.

CELINE:
SLFETriEE. )

dropping his guard for a soment.)

charac

accent from now

What thes

Damien

ipe and hits his head
oy some other con-

He moans and drops to the

silence of four beats
ters take in what has

an, smiling in

He'll

SARAH:  (Angrily.) You stupid bitch!!
CELINE: (Calmly moving to Damien and checking his pulse.)
live. {Feels behind Damien’s head.

There's & little blood, but I
{all this time Faul
with the gag, but can
neither it
and removes his gag.
Damien, angrily.?

FAUL: Ach! Christ! (He gquickly
tHe approaches the body.)

don't think

nar the gloves.

Her hand comes up bloody.)
it's serious.

has been struggling

manage to remove
Céline rises
Sarah sits beside

gets the gloves off.) You fools!

is. Celine looks

from Faul to Sarah and starts to giggle.?

SARAH:  SBtay away from him!
tFaul stands where he
SARAH:  You stupid, stupid bitcht!

What got into you?!
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ELINE: (Beginming to laugh.? Somebthing I've besn meaning
Long laong time.

AT AL - - - o ey - . [ Rl
RSN what are you fdlklﬁg apout 7!
L T

CELINE: I'wve kinksd youry Little plan. I’"ve ruined it.
SARAH:  That’s bioody obhvious!  Why™!
CELINE: I have my rEasons.

]

SaRAH:  Well what are they™!
CELINE: T wanted to get you back.
SARAH:  For what!

CELINE: I don't suppose you remember a student production you saw
back in London about three and a half years ago?

SARAHD  What are yvou talking about?!
TELINE: An ambitiocus little project, too ambitious perhaps. We were

young and, yes, inexperienced, but we were eager to try something
Mew. Do oyouw vemember that show? It was called Ereedom to Act.

SARAM:  Oh, that one., Yes I remember it.

CELINE: UWell I was in the cast of that production. You didr®t know
that, did you?

SARAH: (Quistly.? Noo

TELINE: Maybe you remember what happened at that show. We had this
little idea that it would be great to get the audience invalved in
the play. Femember now? The idea was that at cne point a member of
the cast would stop what he was doing and say, "Noy, no, this isn't
warking." And then he would turn to some unsuspecting member of the
audience and ask him rather aggressively, "Do you know what this is
all about? Do you? Come on, stand up and tell us then." Now usu-
ally the poor observer would be so taken off guard that he would
meraely mumble something unintelligible and the show would go -on.

Then one night the actor asked his unfriendly question to a member of
the audience who turned out to be Damien Silk. Do you remember that,

Sarah?
SARAH: (Quietly.?) Yes.

CELINE: Damien not only stood up, he stepped right up onto the stage
and proceeded to tell us all, audience imcluded, exactly what was

100



be Bl Young - Zames Fov Adalts
going ono and how 1t was at T z made us out to be idicts. OF
IO S the next day Bad heard about how Damien Silk

e L VR A
oy ambiti “ The or
& £

i 1 P e, - .
...11.;.: ey fmathar
Tucky ired wWinv ko oon

I movre fortunate than most and
i the London production of Damisn?

: I vowed that someday I would get even
I maw my chance.

SDARAH:  You =s1illy bitoh.

i
pen

CELINE: Call me whatever you like. I'm feeling too good right now b
be bothered by your insults. I planted that important little disk in
Faul’s bag, something I knew Damien wouldn’t be expecting, and then,
Just to makes sure, I told Paul more or less sverything in the hope
that he would play along and somehow make fools out of you both.
tlaughs.? But I never dreamt Paul would be so handy with his fists.
{To FPaul.? You throw a mean punch.

SakaH: Get out of here.

CELINE:

I'm going, no need to worry about that. But I want you to
B t?*.- t

b

wél

m
yiour little games are over. All of Paris will soon know
what I Wy
You're 3]

o and believe me, this city's going to have a good Laugh.
shed up, Sarah. Both of you are.

ZakaH: Get out of here!

CELINE: It was getting out of hand anyway. Sooner or later someone
was bound to get hurt.  You know that.

SARAH: Get cut!!
CELIME: See you around. (Exits main door.)
Al (Awkwardly.? How badly is he hurt?

SARAH: I don’t think it’s too serious, but he should probably go to
a hospital.

FalL: Christ,
SARAH: (Furiously.) That silly little bitah!

FAUL : That silly little bitch saved my life! Your husband very
nearly did me in there!

SARAH: Oh shut up! It wasn't as sericus as you think.
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Al What would you know about ity you weren't the ore having youy
= turned into hamburger.

R, e A 5 T
Me o wasnth qaalng to kill Yokl e

FeAL e He came close, too damned close for my lLiking!
SARAM: Bz guliet Faul! Dan't you see I'"m a little upseb!

FaUL.: Well I'm upset too!
SARAH:  Look, it's aver now, all right® You're alive and well.

FAUL: Yo bwi and your bloody games!  You didn’t even know what you
wers playing with!

2ARAH:  Would you simply shut up!!

FaUL s Okay, ockay. I'11 be on my way as soon as I get my clothes
o

SARAH: That'’s right, simply leave! He's probably dying and all you

can think of is leaving'

AU What do you gxpect me to do? I could have been the one lying
thers, you know.

SARAH:  You could at least help me to clean him up. After all,
yow're the one that knocked him cutb.

Al I never asked to be a part of this!

SARAH:TD  No ahe’s claiming that you did! I£t's aver now and it doesn’h
!

matter anymore! Can’t you understand that®

FAUL: (Calming down slightly.) Okay; akay. This type of thing
doesn’t happen to me everyday, you know.

SAaRAH:  Well it doesn’t happen to me either. I'm not. used to seeing
my husband bleeding on the carpet.

FAUL: What are you going to tell them at the hospital®

SARAH: I'm not so sure I'm going to take him to the hospital, but if
I do, I suppose I shall have to say that he fell down or something.

Fall: You’re not going to take him to the hospital?

SARAH: No, the press would be éure to get a hald of it.
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Faul; the herosEs are

image. Damisn wants

FAauL: It won't make him look that clumsy.

SARAH: You don't understand.  Think of what you know about Damien
Silk and his plays. He cultivates a certain image. He tries o come
off as a sort of mysteriocus mastermind, am illusive genius who's
always two steps ahead of the crowd. It iz imperative for him ang
his popularity that nothing tarnishes that image.

= Wiy 7

SakaH: Recause that's the way the world works. Feep them guessing
and they'll beg for more, but reveal yourself to be a passionate
whiner with a heart and a purpose and youw’ll be no more than & flash
in the pan. Once they've figured youw out, youw're as good as dead in
the art world.

AUl But how would falling downe .. ?

S5ARAH:  Because it would look as though he lost control.  Damien
doesn't lose control, at least not in the public eye.

FaUL s What are you going to do with him then?

SakEAH: The first thing we've got to do is stop this bleeding.
tLeaning over Damien.) I just hope that Dierdre was right; that it
isn't very serious.

FAaUL s Dz you have a gauze or something to cover it up with?

SARAH: No, pass me that towel... Good. Now we'll just tie it up
like this... There, that cught to do it.

Faul: Do you have any smelling salts?
BARAH: I'm afraid not.

FAUL: We'll just have to wait then.

SARAH: I do hope that we're doing the right thing., If he has a
concussion, that could be serious.

FAaUL: I guess so. I don't know much about it.
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ZARAH:  Yes, he did... Eut it deserved to be ruined.  flaughs.) It
was guite funny really. Me managed to astonish them all, actors and
audience alike. At first the spectators thought it was part of Lho
play, but then they recognized him and everyone began to whisper.
The actors weve2 dumfounded; they couldn’t very well simply kick him
aff the stage, and they weren’t esxperienced encough to ad lib their
way through it.

Pale What happened?

SAaRAM: Me had his say and then he sat down. The audience erupted in
A feroccious buzz of questiaons, and then they started to giggle. The
actors were helpless. They paused Tor a few moments and then tried
Lo carry on with the play, but it was forced and no one was into ik
anymore. The grand finale came when we got up to leave and everyone
clapped. Damien got & bigger hand than the players did. He even
bowed, the bastard. Dierdre was right too; Freedom To Act flopped
after that. A few people went to see it just for a laugh, but the
actars didn’t bother asking anyone in the audience what they thought
the play was about.

ALl It sounds like it was a terrible thing for him to doo

SARAH: I suppose it was, in a way. But, thern again, they needed it.
They were far too confident with their petty little idea. They'd
lost track of what the stage is all about. A play is play, and that
has to remain first and foremost. The theatre iz not a classvoom,
and those youngsters were lecturing.

FAUL: But he didn’t have to ruin their show.

SAaRAHT No, you're rvight. I admit that Damien Silk can be a first
class prick when he feels like it, but that's simply the way he is.
There's no getting around it.  If he were any different, he wouldn't

e Damien Silk.

FaUL.: Tell me about this game or play or whatever it is youw’ve been
doing to me.

SAFRAH: I thought Dierdre already told you about it.

Fall.: She told me some of it, but I still don’t understand it all.
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very simple really. Damien was
rimanting with drama, trying o
how far he could ftake 1t

Tl Wiy thae cameras?

SaRAM: Part of the idea has always been to make a film of all our

spectator //participants.,  We were going o call it "The Masguing

Tapes. " HGet it7T We were going to show you your part of the film

tonight so that you could ses your own fear. We'lve been filamlng you
B since you arvived, you know. ’

Fatie What?

ZaRaH: We've been filming you since the bDeginning. There's a camera

i that wall. (FPoints tao the andience.) It's hiddern behind fhat

lamp. We gobt the zhots of you and T together, of you and Celine

together, and I suppose we now have the szhots of you knocking out my
husband.

Pl My God, you really had this thing worked ocut, didn't you.

SaRAH:  Obhviously not worked out enough. There was a serious flaw in
Dierdre that we overlooked.

FaUL: So yvoulve filmed everything T Jid?
SARAH:  That’s right.
Fallle I#'= incredible.

SARAH:  We meant no harm. Usually people take to the idea whan it's
11 over and they see that we are merely playing an elaborate prank.

Al I feel ridiculous.
SAFRAH: Don’t. You did what almost anyone else in your situation

wizdld have done. As a matter of fact, you performed guite well com-
nared to a few others we've had. ’

Faldl e 8o you have done this thing before.

SARAH: Dl yes, but it's never turned cut like this.

FaUL: But... why? Why do you do it? What’s the point?

SARAH: Because it'’s something to do, Faul. It’s simply something to
do.  How many times have you wondered how someone would react if you
were to do something completely out of the ordinary to them, same-

. thing absclutely out of the scope of their expectations?
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3 E *naq ne her reaction 1§ you wers ta
murdered Somesns., Imagine it!
Falil.: She'd never belisve me.
TAaRAH Then imagine that you staged it. Imagine you and a friend

setting up an argument in which you suddenly take out a kitchen
knife, or even a pair of boxing gloves, and pretend to kill him
befors her very ayes.

Fadll Dt that would e awful. She'd kit the roof

SakRaH: Or why not imagine one of your least favorite aunts, one of
those elderly beauties who always has lipstick on her teeth, and whao
always expects the traditicnal kiss whenever she leaves. Imagine her
reaction 1f you were (o slip her the tongue as you stood on the front
porch before the whole family.

Fealil: Ugh! That’s disgusting! I dorn’t even like to think about

it.
SaRAH:  But you must admit it's funny to imagine.
AUl It's revalting.

i

SARAH: Oh, come an.  Surely you can understand how fun it would be
to unsettle some unsuspecting stranger. :

Falie Maybe if you're on the other side of the fence

SaRAM: Well that’s what Damien does; he shocks, he stuns, he ap~-
palls, he harrifies.

Falils But why?
SARAH: Because it's fun, Faul. Believe me, it's a riot.

FaUL: But to upset people like that, to take them =2n an emobional
roller coaster for no reason at all., It just isn't right.

SARAH:  (Bmiling.) Are you sure you wouldn't find it just a teeny
weeny bit entertaining to see someone else in the same situaticon you
were in tonight®

FaAUl.: No, I wouldn’t like that at all.
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SARAMD Mot even just a little bBit7T

arnd sufferingy 7o sas
SaRAMT Are you sure?
AU tAfter a pause.) Well, it might be a funny thing to see,
Bt -

SARAH: Mot just funny, esducational.

FaUl: Edumational™

[aRAaH:  0Of course. What better way to learn about the human pzyche
than to see it trying to operate outside of its ocwn element. What
better way to appreciate the human condition. -

Faul: I don’t bnow. ..

SARAH: You don't know because you've never seen 1t. Relieve me,
it's amazing what you can learn by shuffling someone in & loaded
decic.

FaUl: Fossibly.

SARAH:  You just find it hard to accept because you were the one
baing shuffled.

RN I was working with Dierdre, wasn't A7

SAaRMAH:  Not really. She told you some of it, but you weren’t really
in on the action. She wanted to run the show herself. You were as
much & pawn in her game as you ware in Damien'’s.

AUl I know.

SARAH:  That's why you find the idea of the game so distasteful right
now.  If you were to move to the other side, I think you'd find it
much more enjoyable. In fact, you should stick around and play a
rale. I believe it would be a truly edifying ewperience for you.

FAUL: FPerhaps.

SAEAH: I know you'd be goéd at it. I was very impressed with your
reactions. You kept your... integrity throughout the entirve thing.

FauL: Thanks.
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SARAH: I mean that. Not everyone could have pulled it of f the way
waow did.

Pl s Well, I dor’t know. I didn'™t really do anyithing.
AR AL L, nar vy e 1 . . s g e e | R W o gy od g d - o . -y e Ty < - o - a !
FARAMD Exactly; it was what you didn't do that was so mpressive. A

7
pecpile have taken 1t all wrong. They whine and sniffle and
they?ll never forgive us, bub you've proven to be more adaph-

¥
than most. S0 how about 167 Wouwld you like to play another
sometime? '
Falls FPerhaps, but I'm not promising anything.

SaRAH:  I'm so glad.
tDamien moans, but doesn’t come to.?

SafRaH:  Maybe we should move him onto the couch where he'll be more
comfortable.

FAUL.: That'’s probably & good idea.
SARAH: You take his arms.

tFaul takes Damien’s arm only to have it
close on his owned

PAUL : Hey! Duch, you're hurting!

DAMIEN: There iz this wonder ful scene in Beowulf that is reminiscent
of this. Have you ever read Beowuwlf, Faul?

Falil s N! o Oush, you'lre breaking my arm!

DAMIEN: (FPulling himself to his feet using FPaul as leverage.) It
happens very near the beginning when Beowulf first arrives in Hroth-
gar's kingdom. The warriors have all gone to sleep for the night,
and the dreaded monster, Grendel comes sneaking into the mead hall
itata at night. Big bad Grendel reaches for his first sleepinmg victim
and grabs him by the arm only to discover that 1o and behald that
particular warrior, who happens to be Beowulf himself, has grabbed
ot his arm and is holding it in a death grip. .

tDamien twists Faul’s arm in a painful
manner so that Faul is helplessly forced to
turn his back to him.)

FAUL: Ah!  Stop it!

DAMIEN: Do you know what Beowulf does at that point, Faul?
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st Yiow bastard! That hurt!

DAMIEN: I imagine it did.

AUz What did you do that for? Haven’t you done encugh already™!
DAMIEN: I should say nob.

FaUL: You stupid bastard! I ought o

@« Uh, ukh. MNow con'ht get over
¢ main door.y Céline!

Him with his fin
Fis tCalling to bt

DAMIEN: (Bilerncing
excited, little ma

TELINE: (Enftering by the main door holding a gun.y  I'm here.
DaMIzM: Thank you. Sarah?

SARAM: (Draparing.anuther syringe. Just about ready.

=AU : What®! What'’s going on®!

SARAH: I thought you wanted to play more games, FPaul.

Fall: But what about...?! fLookinmg at them all in turn as it dawns
o him that he has been taken in again.) What is this™!

DAMIEN: This is merely ancther point at which the three of us get o
Fave a good laugh at your expenss.  aAh, you little man. You little,
little man. How you love a compliment from a beautiful woman.
tImitating Sarah in a mock earnest tone.) "I was very impressed wibh
your reactions, Paul. You kept your... integrity throughout the
whiole thing." (Imitating Paul.? “Why thank you, Sarah. T Lvy to be
a good citizen and that means clinging to my hard-earned values."
tThe octhers laugh.?

Fall.: Y-You bastards!
CELINE: (lLaughing.) How pedestrian.

Fatll: Goddammit !! (T Sarah.! You! I should have known not too
trust you!

DAMIEN: Yes, you should have known. But having been witness to the
way in which yow've handled yourself so far, it hardly surprises me.
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it, Faul. You know the effects are painless. YWe
arvange before the final phase, arnd 1t Wwill bs
for us 1if youwre out of the way for that.
injects Paul in the arm and he
COonscl OUBNessE. )
Lights. ~
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ACT 11, Scene 2

(Paul is slumped in the same chalr uncon-
scious, as in the previous scene. He is no
longer tied down., The transition between
scene 1 and scene 2 can be performed before
the audience if the director should choose.
While the lights are low, Sarah and Céline
carry four tripod-mounted spotlights and a
slide praojector onto the stage and place
them so that they are facing Paul. The
women then set up three director’s chairs
on the outskirts of these lights. Barah
takes up a small bell and rings it softly.)

FaUL: {Awakening.? Huh? (Unable to see in the darkness he looks
around.? Hello?

(The spotlights flash on suddenly. Elinded
and startled, Paul stands and yells in sur-
prise. 8Squinting into the light, he is
unable to see the others.)

FaUL: Ah!  Turn them off; I can’t see! {The others do not re-
spond.) I said turn them off; it hurts!

(Enter Damien disquised as an older busi-
nessman with a fedora and a cane. Both
Faul and the audience should be deceived by
the display. Damien moves slowly around
the outside of the lighted parameter scrut-
inizing Paul while Paul blinks and squints
back at him. After a moment, Damien sits
in one of the remaining director’s chairs
facing Paul.)

SAFRAH: (T Damiend) This is the one.

DAMIEN: (Disguising his voice.? 1 see. 1 was ewpecting someone a
little more... virile. More muscular. 8o what’s so special about

him?

SARAH: That’s what we've been trying to find out. As you requested,
the sub ject has been given a number of tests, none of which he has

passed with flying colors,

FAUL: Turn those lights downy I can’t see a thing!

DAMIEN: He doesn’t appear to be very comfortable.
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SARAH: We felt it would be more desirable for you to observe him
urder these conditions.

DAMIEN: Of course, of course. Now what about these tests?

SARAH:  We bégan with a simple test of fidelity. You will be haﬁpy
to know that I undertook that assignment personally. The following .
slides will be sufficient to confirm our results to you.

{The spotlights are turned =ff, and the
slide projector is simultanecusly switched
on. On the wall behind Faul are projected
large photographs of he and Sarah kissing
on the sofa. The scenes change rapidly,
sometimes showing FPaul with Sarah and
sometimes showing him with Céline. Faul,
framed by the various images on the wall
and unable to perceive what they are,
sgquints and complains to no avail.?

DAMIEN: Hmm, very interesting. How long did it take for you to get
that far?

SARAH: A mere fifteen minutes.

DAMIEN: I see. What else have you done?

SARAH: With a little encouragement, he gave us & grim portrayal of
the various difficulties he has found in his relationship with your
daughter. :

FAUL: Daughter?

DAMIEN: And what, if I may ask, were these difficulties?

FAUL: What is this?!

SARAH: I believe that this cassette of his previous conversatiaon
with me will sufficiently sum up his feelings on the subject. (She
turns on a cassette recorder and the voice of Paul is heard repeating
his previous speech concerning his problems with Anita, [Act I, scene

i, pp. 34-3€1.)

FaUL.: C(In protest, but nervous in this new situation.) Hey,
really, I don't think this is—-

CELINE: ¢Standing momentarily, to FPaul.? Silence!

(They all listen in silence to FPaul'’s re-
corded speech.)
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DAMIEN: I see. And how has my daughter reacted to the evidenceT

SaRAH:  We thought it best to await your permission before presenting
her with our findings. But I should warn you now, according o our ;
mources, [ doubt that these results will either surprise her, or
alter her feelings towards the subject in any way.

DAMIEN: (Sighs deeply.? 1 see. BSo it is your belief that she is
determined to have a child by this man.

SAREAH: That is carrect.

DAMIEN: I won’t deny that I am disappointed, very disappointed in-
deed... UCan the subject — His name is Paul, isn't it? —~ Can this
Faul be of any use to our organization?

SAREAH:  We have run him through a series of secondary tests to find
out just that.

DAMIEN: And what did these tests involve?

CELINE: That's where I came in. We placed him in a number of un-
natural situations in order to gauge his reactions. For the most
part, he was unable or unwilling to act with any initiative.

DAMIEN: For example™

CELINE: Early on, I made as if to steal some important documents from
the host, The subject was curious, but easily satisfied with my lame
gxcuses. He made no real attempt to stop me and was almost immedi-
ately pacified by my threats. Later, he accepted my suggestion of
the host’s insanity without any hesitation. He showed none of the
qualities of leadership or intelligence that your organization re-
quires; he is gullible, a coward, slow, and easily led. In short, he
is warthless. : :

DAMIEN: 1 see. Was there more”

CELINE: We deéigned a little skit in which we had hoped his supposed
creative side would show some promise, but we had no such luck. When
threatened by the host with torture, he was quick to panic.

DAMIEN: What then are your final conclusions?

SARAH: It is my opinion that the subject in question is of little,
if any, use to you and your organization. He has no professional
skills to speak of, he lacks initiative and the ability to think
creatively on his own, and finally he is not particularly intelli-
gent. I would say that he is a typically inconsequential citizen,
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self-centered and devoid of ambition —— a product of the postmodern
BYa.

DAMIEN: But the problem remains that my daughter still finds him...
attractive.

SARAH: I don’t know whether attractive is the word I would use to
describe her attachment to him. According to our sources, Anita is
possessed by some deep-roocted maternal instincts. In Faul, she finds
the perfect figure to fulfill that need. He is refreshingly simple
and almost completely dependent upon her.

DAMIEN: Now let me get this straight. You say that this young man is
of no possible use to me or my organization; he has no qualities that
would serve our needs, nor it would appear, the needs of society.

Yet my daughter intends to marry the fellow and someday, because of
the nature of our organization, he would be expected to play an
important role within it.

SAFRAH: That is corvect.
DAMIEN: But now the question remains: what are we to do with him?

SAFRAH: 1 believe that with the birth of her child, the maternal
desires within Anita will be fully satisfied and her attachment to
the subject will slacken significantly. In other words, if Paul were
to disappear in an accident of some sort, I do not believe that it
would have any permanent effects on youw daughter. She would be
temporarily upset, but she would recover.

DAMIEN: Hmm. (Rises and paces as he observes Faul.) So she would
recover, would she?

SARAH: In my opinion, she would feel the effects aof his absence only
slightly.

DAMIEN: Suppose we were to simply send her a farewell letter from
this fellow and then send him on his way? Surely vyou must have some
drug that would induce him to forget the evening’s events. Wouldn’t
that be encugh? I fail to see that it is necessary to... eliminate
him completely, and frankly, I think it’s a risky proposition.

SARAH: The risk to the organization will be much greater if we fail
to eliminate him. There is no way to assure that any drug we can
give him will be one hundred percent effective. We cannot afford to
run the risk of detection. The secrecy of the organization is at
stake.

DAMIEN: You’re younger, and I suppose I should leave decisions like
this to you., All the same, killing has never been the organization’s
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palicy gxcept under extrems conditions. Once youw get started on that
game, it becomes mnext to impossible to stop. (Stares at Paul moment-—
arily.? But then again, I suppose these are special circumstances.
Turn those lights down. {The lights go down slightly and Damien
approaches Faul., He looks him up and down carefully and even prods
Him once with his cane.)

FaUL: (Extremely nervous.? W-who ars you?
DAMIEN: (Ignoring him.? So how is this... accident to take place?

SARAH: We have a number of options. There is always the possibility
of an auto accident, but a more convenient solution would be for us
to drown him and then leave him in the Seine with a suicide note. 1
leave the decision to you.

DAMIEN: Leave the decision to me... I see. {(Stares hard at Paul.)
FAUL: (In fear.i? Flease, I-I never meant any...

DAMIEN: I'm sure you didn't, young man. I am sure that you didn't.
Unfortunately in my organization we cannct afford to take chances.
Had you been able to contribute in scme way, had you been able to
show a strength or two, we could have used you. As things stand, you
don't appear to have much to offer.

FAUL 3 Who are you? What is this "organization" you're talking
about? '

DAMIEN: I am Anita’s father. As you have probably guessed, I have
some rather important economic interests, and these people, who have
been having such a wonder ful time with you, work for me. When my
daughter confessed that she was pregnant and would be marrying a
young man by the name of Paul Weaver, I decided to investigate. It
is rare that one of us marries autside of the organization, but it is
done occasionally. I knew that my daughter had exwpressed deep feel-
ings for you, and I had hoped that a place for you could be found.
Your hosts have shown me that there is no function you could possibly
per form that would be of any benefit to us. As a matter of fact,
from all accounts you would probably be little more than an embar-
rassment. I'm sorry. ’

FAUL - But... What does all that mean?

DAMIEN: It means that we are going to have to do away with you, I'm
afraid. (Turns to the others and makes to leave.) 1 suppose drown-
ing would be the most practical. I leave him to you.

SARAH: Thank you.
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{Sarah and Céline approach Paul. CEline
pxints a gun and Sarah is loading a syr-
inge.?
AUl But wait, please!
SARAH: Flease cooperate, Faul, and we shall try to make this as

painless as possible.

Faul . Nzt Stay away!
tHe holds the chair in front of himself in
fear. The women move forward slowly.

Damien turns for a moment and faces Faul.?

DAMIEN: Wait one moment. - (The women halt.? I think there is one
thing he should be made aware of before we proceed any further.

(Without taking his eyes off of Paul,
Damien proceeds to take off his disguise.
While Paul watiches, his mouth hanging open
in surprise, Sarah moves up slawly behind
Bim with her syringe.)

FaUL: You! !

DAMIEN: I thought you should know.

FAUL: tZon fused and flustered.) Then... then you’fe Anita’s
father?

DAMIEN: (Smiling.) Noy, no, not her father.
FAUL: Then what-- (In horror as Sarah injects him.) 0Oh my God!!

SARAH: Not to warry, Faul. 1t won’t kill you. This is only temp-—
DY Ar Y.

FAUL: (Already drowsy.? But why...?

(The women catch him as he slumps into his
chair.)

Lights
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ACT II, Scene 3

(Same scene, later. Faul is tied to the

same chair in the center of the room.  The
desk has been moved so that it is now in o
front of khim, and the spotlights are now
positionead on either side of him. As

before, he is unconsciocus and dressed only

in his underwear. Sarah and Céline stand

on either side of him. The transition
between scenes can again be per formed

hbefore the audience.?

SARAH: tising smelling salts.? HKise and shine, Faul. Fise and
shine.
FAUL: (Drowsy and confused, but determined to hang onto his dig-

nity.? Ugh! Take it away.

SARAH: Now, now., We just want to make sure you're wide awake for
the grand finale. '

FAUL: (Cynically.? I thought you said you didn’t have any smelling
salts. ‘

SARAH:  (Smiling.» I lied.

FauL: You lied, Of course you lied! You all lie, don’t you!
That's all you do!

CELINE: You'll soon see us do something very different. You may even
find out the truth about us if you'd care to stick around.

FAUL: I have a choice?!
CELINE: You’ll soon be given'a very big chaoice.
FAUL: Oh, here we go again. More mysteries to torment Faul.

CELINE: (Smiling as she dabs his forehead with a wet clothe.) That's
right, Faul. Here we go again.

FAUL: So what’s on the menu now? Another act? Some more lies? _
Ancther complicated experiment designed to measure the breaking point
of human beings? Is that it?

SARAH: Could be, Faul. You never can tell.

FAUL: I see I'm tied down once again.
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CELINE: That’s right, Faul. We still have one final phase to put you
through.

FAall: One final degrading humiliation, you mean.
SARAH: It all depends on you.

(Enter Damien from upstairs.)
CELINE: He's ready.
DAMIE&: Splendid. How do you feel, Paul?
 FAUL: Splendid! How do you bloody well expect me to feel™!
DAMIEN: (Clinically checking Paul’s pulse and beneath his eyelids.)
Yes, you look to be in good condition. That last little nap did you
well.
FAUL: I'm always better after my beauty rest.
DAMIEN: Happy to see you in such a humorous mood, Paul.
FAUL: Fuck you.
SARAH: tIn an exaggerated mother’s tone.) Oh, ohj somequy’s‘tired.
FAUL: Fuck you too. All of you can fuck yourselves.
DAMIEN: Right then, let's get started. This is the final phase,
Faul. The games are over now and "reality,”" as you call it, has '
officially begun. You are free to ask us any guestions you like, and

we shall do our best to answer them honestly.

FauUL: You can start by telling me just what the hell’s been going
on around here!

DAMIEN: Where would you like us to begin?

FAUL: Out of everything you've told me, what the hell was true and
what was false? '

DAMIEN: It was all true, and it was all false.
FAUL: I should’ve known I wouldn’?t get a straight answer from you.
CELINE: In your mind, Faul, it was all true at one point or anather.

We existed as the figures you believed us to be. And in reality, are
men and women ever more than what others perceive them to be?
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Fall: Bullshit! Facts, what about facts!

DAMIEN: (Scornfully.? Facts., What iz a fact? Are men and women
facts in youwr categorical little mind?

Falll s Fact number one: are you, or are you not Anita’s father, and
are you related to some clandestine organization?

DAMIEN: (Laughs.) No, no, I am not Anita’s father, and although 1 am
a member of an important secret organization, it is nothing like the
one you are thinking of.

FAUL: Fact number two: are you insane?

DAMIEN: (Laughs.) rHow typical of you., Is insanity a fact then® 1
da like that., I certainly don't feel insane. and I daresay that
neither Sarah nor Celine think me insane. Insanity is one of those
somzial conditions that is impossible to measure objectively; tradi-
ticonally, it is decided by popular consensus. Thus, while you may
think that I am insane, I'm afraid that in the present context I am
auite stable. (To the others.) Wouldn't you agree?

SARAH: You seem fine to me.
CELINE: A more lucid and balanced individual would be hard to find.

DAMIEN: It looks as though you're ocutvoted, Paul. Maybe youw've in-

sane. Ever pause to consider that one?

Faul: (Struggling in his chair.? Don’t give me that shit! You're
trying to drive me insane, but you're the ones who should be locked

up!  All of you!

DAMIEN: Come, come, Faul. When the first colonial explorers landed
mn savage shores, the natives must have seemed utterly deranged to
them, and vice-versa. In truth, they were simply experiencing dif-
ferent realities. We have landed on the shores of your personality
and set up camp. And let me assure you, your standards and customs
seem Jjust as barbaric to us as do ours to you.

FAUL : Don’t give me your superior airs! This is all bullshit! 1
want to know who you are and what’s been going on around here!

CELINE: (Sighs.? Ta put it bluntly, we've been taking you for a
ride. .

FAUL:. I can gee that! And I'm beginning to understand how! 1 want
to know why, dammit!

DAMIEN: Why do you think?
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FalL s You're the cnes who are supposed to be doing the answering!
You said youw'd answer my questions and I want facts!

CELINE: and we are saying that facts are few and far between, Faul.

DAMIEN: We’ve trying to show you that the nature of reality depends
on how it's depicted. ’

Fall.: Bullshit! All I know is that I'm tied to a chair in an
apartment in Faris and I want to know why!

SARAH:  Are you so sure that this apartment is in Paris®™
FAUL: What’z that supposed to mean?

/7

SARAH: It seems to me that you were fast asleep when we pulled into
the garage. Listen closely. Do you here the hustle and bustle of
Faris™. .. '

DAMIEN: It’s noon out there, Faul. I daresay there’s generally a
little more noise than this.

FAUL:  (Listening in stunned silence.) Then where are we?

DAMIEN: That is not important. At least not in your present condi-
tion.

FaUL: (Beginning to show the first quiet signs of real fear.)
What's going on here?

DAMIEN: Let me ask you once againi why do you think you are here?

FAUL : As a victim! A dupe for you to humiliate with childish
tricks and games that you try to disguise as art!

DAMIEN: You are right in presuming that we are partaking in an uncon-
ventional art form. But it is not what you suspect it is. The
masque was only a part of it.

CELINE: That was nothing new.

FPAUL s Then why?!

DAMIEN: Because Paul in your everyday life, "if" is a lie. You said
it yourself; you want facts. Our job is to warm you up, to persuade
you to believe that sometimes "if" can be the truth.

FPAUL: What's that supposed to mean?!
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DAMIEN: Fart of our art is to make you, the potential artist, bring
the "if" to life. The first step is for us to create a reality in
which you have to function creatively.

CELINE: Unfortunately, vou were utterly predictable.

SARAH:  You refused to give up any of your hard sarned illusions.
Fall: What's this crap about potential artist?

DAMIEN: All right, FPaul. Time to be straight with you. We are
artists, very serious artists. Our goal is not merely to create
frivalous dramas in which actors and audience participate unwitting-
ly. We go far beyond that. We are partaking in the profoundest of
arts. We create artists.

Faul.: What?!

CELINE: We create artists.

DAMIEN: We've been watching you for awhile, Faul. When we read your

poetry in The London Writer's Forum, we saw the potential in you: We
chose you as a sub ject. -

FAUL : A subject for what™!

DAMIEN: We have decided to make an arfist out of }au.

FAUL: (A pause while this sinks in. In disbelief.? You what?
’SARAH: We’ve decided to develope you.

FAUL : I-I still don't understand.

DAMIEN: I know that the concept is a little hard to grasp at first.
For now, just accept that we want to sharpen up your creative skills.

FAaUL . tConfused.? Do you mean this is some sort of twisted writing
Toursa’?

DAMIEN: {(Laughs.?) No, nothing of the sort. I'm sure you've been to
plenty of those. No, no, we are not interested in discussing your
work in an airy group therapy environment, nor in assigning trifling
exercises for you to complete. That you can do on your own time. We
don’t develop your skills; we develop your genius.

FAUL: This is madness!! What are you saying?!

» CELINE: We make artists, Paul., We find somecone with the potential
‘ and we fine tune them.
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el But——

SAFAH:  You are hardly are first subject and you certainly won’t be
our last. '

FALIL: But you can’t make artists! You can't screw arcund with
human beings like that!

DAMIEN: We can and we do.
Falll: Yow're all insane!
DAMIEN: I can assure you, Faul, this is not as demented a notion as
yoiud may think. Many famous people have been through more or less the
very same per formance that you've been put through tonight.
FAaUL: Then why don®t they tell®?
CELINE: Because no one would believe them. It’s as simple as that.
FAUL: But——
DAMIEN: Also, the reward is great. When one passes the test, aone
realizes its importance. Much =f that importance lies in its
SECTrecy.
FAUL: What about the cnes who don’t pass?
DAMIEN: We shall get to that. For now let’s talk about you. Let me
Jjust punch up your file here... (Fresses some buttons on the compu-
ter and it starts to print.).
FAUL: My file?!
DAMIEN: As I said, we've been fuollowing your progress for a long
time now. You showed some promise with that first piece that you
called, "High Tech." It was original and well—-crafted, though some-—
thing was missing. Your second published poem, entitled "Window-
splash," was far superior, but again it was lacking.

(A pause. Damien loocks at Paul’s file for a

moment until curiosity gets the better of

Faul .2
PAUL: So what was wrong with it?
DAMIEN: <(Looking up.? Sorry?

‘ FAUL: - I said, what was wrong with my poem?
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DAMIEN: It simply wasn't contemporary in spirit.

ol - Contemporary in spirit?

DAMIEN: No, not at all. You still see yourself as somehow the
centre of it all. You believe that there’s some universal truth, and
worse, a universal right. You haven'™t come to terms with life's
illusions yet. Youw have learned the tricks and cover-ups that every
artist eventually learns, and you have chosen to fall back on them.
You have sold out., ‘

FaUL: Here we go with selling out again. So I haven't faced up to
life’s illusions yet.

CELINE: Exactly.
FAUL : FCLauqhing nervously.? You're all full aof shit.

DAMIEN: Think what you like. Maybe we are full of shit. Then again
maybe we aren’t. Youw're the cone tied to a chair.

FAUL : So I see myself as the centre of it all? That’s not such a
difficult way to see myself when I'm tied to a chair being scrut-
inized by three strangers.

DAMIEN: That's one way of looking at it.

FaUL: And I haven’t come to terms with life’s illusions yet™?
DAMIEN: E=xactly.

FAUL: You can tell all that from two poems?

DAMIEN: (FReading fraom the file.) I quote, "'Tis a joy to study the
masters / in this aspiring season of shared dreams. / With love 1

urge you to bloom and plaster / many your own page with your sensi-
tive theme—-—" ‘

FaUL: Hey! (Struggling.) Those are private!

DAMIEN: This is one of my favorites. Something from your blue
period: “The poetry in your eyes that lights the room—-"

FPAUL: You bastard!! You've been in my things!

CELINE: We are hardly judging you on two poems, Faul.

‘ FAUL: You pricks!! All of you!
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DAMIEN: Don’t get us wrong, Faul. Youw wouldn'’t be here if we hadn’t
Jjudged you aszs a potential. The skill is there, but not that final
guality, that persocnal flame.

SARAH: Yes, Paul. Much of your work is very good. I quite liked
the subway poems, for example.

FauUl.: The subway poems?! But I've never shown those to anyone!
DAMIEN: Our research is very extensive.

FAUL.: But how did you get your hands on them?!

DAMIEN: We have our ways.

FaUL: _But you can’t-—

DAMIEN: Let us look at your present situation, Fauwl. You haven'’t
written anything of worth for almost three months now, unless you
count those asinine travel articles that you're so proud of.

Falil.: How would you know?  Just because I haven’t published
doesn’t mean I haven’t been writing! You don't know who I am!

SARAH: Dh, but we do, Paul. It says right here in your journal,
"What is wrong with me? 1 lie in bed and watch the movies roll
beneath my eyes. The ideas are there, dancing, seething, frothing,
vet when I get up to write them down, when the lights are on, when
the page is before me, something short circuits. My thoughts bottle-
neck and nothing can uncork them. They dribble ocut thickly, uneven-
ly, like mud instead of water."”

DAMIEN: Sounds to me like an elaborate description of writer’s
blaock.

FAUL: Jesus Chrigt! That journal’s in London! How did you get
hold of it?!

DAMIEN: As I've said, we have been following your progress for gquite
some time now. Do you remember when that diary of yours mysteriously
disappeared for a week? Yaou'd given it up for lost. And then one
‘day, there it was, beneath the kitchen counter.

CELINE: (Mock sericusness.) And you were sure you’d locked beneath
that counter,

FaUL.: My God! Those-those are personal.

SARAH: There’s nothing to be ashamed of Faul.
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FAUL : But you can't do this! It’s, it’s unethical! You can’t
invade someone’s private life like this.

DAMIEN: Obviously we can do it. We have done it.
Fall.: But -—

S5AFAH: Now Faul, this is just the thing for a lonely ego like
yours.,  Think of it. No lover will ever lavish on you the attention
that we've invested. Imagine how lucky you are. You are not as
alone as you thought.

CELINE: Yes, solitude would appear to be one of your greatest preoc-—-
cupations., I quote, "Even with Anita it is painful to think that we
will always be profoundly alone., Twos soclitudes forever catching
glimpses of one ancther, shadows that dissolve the moment you reach
out to touch them. !

FAUL.: You're mad, all of you! My journals aren’t serious, at
least not all of the time. Don't come off as I'm a frog on the
digssecting table! '

DAMIEN: So your journals aren’t serious?

FAUL: Noy, not all of the time!. Maybe you've poured through them
and robbed me of my privacy, but you don'’t know wha I am!!

(Enter ANITA from kitchen area behind Paul so
that he is unable to sese her.?

ANITA: Ferhaps I do though.

PaUl e (Straining to turn arcund in his seat.? Huh?
ANITA: I said perhaps I know who you are.
FALIL: Who are you?!

ANITA: (Quietly, as she approaches him from behind.? I think you
know that. (She covers his eyes from behind.) Guess who.

FaUL.: Anita?

ANITA: That's right, lover. (8he comes around the chair and sits
on his lap.) :

FAUL:  (Looking arcund in helpless confusion.) ‘'Nita? What's

going on? Do you know these people? What ig this?! (She laughs and
»i kisses him lightly.? What have they done to you?!
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ANITA: They haven’t done anything to me, Faul. I'm one of them.
FAauL.: No !

DAMIEN: She’s been with us all along. Az a matter of fact, it was
she who first brought you to our attention.

FAUL.: N !

DAMIEN: BShe read "High Tech" and decided to find out just what kind
cof a poet you really were. She got your address from the publisher,
watched yvou for awhile...

ANITA: And then cne night when you were alone in the old Frog and
Swan, I happened to wander in and tell you that I liked your eyes.

FAlL.: N !

ANITA: After that 1 proceeded to tell you how I had recently broken
up with my boyfriend, the accountant.

DAMIEN;: That was my touch.

SARAH: She told you how lonely she was, and you took it from there.
FAUL:  No!

 SARAH: You were quite taken by her. I remember it distin;tly.
DAMIEN: We were there.

CELINE:  All of us.

FAUL: (Strugaling.? No!!

ANITA: (Rising.? Yes, Paul. I'm afraid so.

DAMIEN: So you see, Paul} we do know a thing or two about you.

FaUl.: (Desperately fighting back tears.? Anita, darling, lover...
ANITA: Dan't take it like th;t, Paul.

FaULs But then—-then all the time together, the apartment, the
loving... it was... all lies...

ANITA; I would hesitate to say it was all lies, but--

. PAUL: But you aren’t really, I mean, I mean, it was all false,

' wasn?t it?
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ANITA: At best, Faul, a self is a temporary rendez-—-vous of several
personalities, and it’s fair to say that you saw one of mine.

FAUL: I-I don't understand this...
DAMIEN: No, I don’t imagine that you do.

FAUL : (Explzding.? You're telling me it was a pack of lies!! All

of it! Everything we shared together! It was all lies to-to...
Why™!!

ANITA: I know this isn’t easy fur you, Faul.

FAUL : You've set me up to ruin me! For six months you carefully
set me up to ruin me!

CELINE:  Not - rvuin you, Paul. Imprave you.
SARAH: As an artist.
FAaUL: All your games, your dirty lies!!

ANITA: Merely different frames. You see, FPaul, it all depends
where one draws the frame.

FAUL: But what gives yoﬁ the right!

DAMIEN: The right? What right does the painter have to inflict his
paintings on the world? The musician? Or, closer to home, the poet?
We're artists too, and what we're trying to do is just as demanding
both intellectually and emotionally. We refuse to be censored.

FAUL: But you can’t create artists! Art involves...free will!
The artist has to choose!

SARAH: ‘we chose you.

FAUL: But what about me?™! I’m not a canvas aor a blob of clay!
DAMIEN: True. VYou're a far more difficult subject to work with,
That’s why we had to take such care in preparing you. In much the
same way that a sculptor wedges his clay, we’ve had to 1lift you up
and slam you down hard a number of times to get the air bubbles out.
This way you won’t explode in the kiln.

FAUL: What do you mean explode in the kiln?

DAMIEN: Through our little ﬁreliminaries, we have tried to make you
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feel that the "if" is always a possibility. Now you are ready for
the test.

FAalL: What test?

DAMIEN: You were right earlier, Faul; art involves the freedom to
chooge. You too are about to be given a choice. It's a choice that
every artist must face at some point in their career; to create... or
to die. ' :
FAUL: T die?!

DAMIEN: For most artists this death is a spiritual/artistic one, but
in an true artist it amounts to the same thing.

FALL: (Frightened.) What do you want from me?
DAMIEN: We want vou to create, to write, to give of yourself onto
the page. And we want you to give it your best shot, because death
is tapping at your shoulder.
(Anita, who has moved to a standing position
behind Faul, taps him on the shoulder. Faul
turns to find himself staring down the nozzle
of the gun.d
FAUL: Jesus Chrigst! Take that thing away.
ANITA: I'm afraid I can®t do that yet, Faul.
FAUL: (Looking around. ) My God, Anita, youw're seriocus!
ANITA: I am. We are.

FAUL: Anita, please. You wouldn’t - you wouldn’t kill me...

ANITA: I might.

FAUL: But lover... after all we’ve shared... you-you wouldn't...
ANITA: None of that was real, Paul. Only this is real.
FAUL: . (Turning to Damien.) Please take that gun away, please.

I'l1l do whatever you want.

DAMIEN:. Calm down, Faul. It would be very easy for us to say,
"Well, we'’ve taught you good and proper. Now be on your way and

don't forget what we told you." But this is much more than a visit
to the principal’s office. Our creations leave here - if, indeed,
they leave at all - with a solid souvenir, a vivid reminder of just
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how serious a game we play around here. Yowre going to write now,
Fauwl. You have six hours to give us s poem. It can be anything y:ou
like, but it has to be you. No silly tricks, noane of your cover —ups,
no wasting time. Don’t for a moment forget that we know you inside-
o, We know your past, we know your present. We know your mind,
and we will know if youwre not on that page.

FAUL: Anita please, for the love of god, you won’t let him do
this, will you?

ANITA: It isn’t just him, Faul; it’s all of us.

FalL.: (T Anita.? You can't kill me in cold blood, lover. You
wouldn't.

DAMIEN: That is just it: you don’t know., It’s obviocusly safer for
you to assume that we might., You've already seen a sampling =f the
lengths we are willing to go.

FAUL: (Tear fully, to Anita.?> I loved you.

ANITA: Nz, no you didn’t love me. That too is an illusion.

FAULL: What would you know about it? I was just a specimen to you.
ANITA: I know encugh to understand that what you were living was
nat the real thing. Femember your reaction when you thought I was
pregnant? ’

FauUL. s I kpnow it may not have sounded ideal, but...

ANITA: I was never the person you thought, Paul, and you wouldn’t

have fallen in love with who I really am.

FAUL: I don’t care what you say! It’s all words, and 1 loved a
living persaon!

ANITA: (Bmiling gently.?) You don’t even know what love is. You
think you’re a romantic, but you keep the real romance locked up
tightly between your legs like the royal jewels., That much was evi-
dent to me from the start. You don't know what it is to give, what
it is to see beyond the fragile confines of your precious skull. You
can’t give of yourself to others and you can’t give of yourself to
‘the page.

PAUL: Why?!! Why me?!
ANITA: You happened to fit in, to be around at the right time.
f:B FPAUL : You mean I happened to be convenient™!
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DAMIEN: No. It was more than that., Youw’'re a representative.

FAUL: A what?

DAMIEN: You typify your kind.

FaUL.: What are you talking about™!

DAMIEN: You are typical. You’re‘a shadow lost in a world of mean-
ingless truths, bombarded with empty soluticons to an insurmountable
array of problems, and rather than admit your own insignificance, you
take the illusions for reality and pretend that you are wise. Yaou

are2 living in darkness, & womb lined with lies, imagining bright
futures where there aren’t any--—

Fall.: But —-

DAMIEN: It's time for you to learn that it’s all a fiction, that
nothing is real. And it’s time for you to express that fiction,

FAaUL: But why®™!'! Why do it at all?! What?’s the point of humili-
ating people like you’ve done to me? What’s the point of ruining
pecple”! Are artists worth all that to you? Huh?! Because it sure

as hell isn’t worth it to me!

DAMIEN: Paul, 1 want you to imagine something.

FAUL: But ——

DAMIEN: @ want you to try and imagine a small fire that gives warmth
and safety. Try to see the primeval tribe that sits arocund that
fire; an elementary culture facing a harsh world with little more
than that fire and their myths to keep them going. Can you see that
fire, Faul? (Faul doesn’t respond.) Their myths give them life.
Their myths are their connection. It’s dark out there, and the tribe
is quiet, alert, listening to the night, and the storyteller. He
shapes their myths... He gives them a past and a present. He makes
them whole. -

FAUL: (After a pause.) 8o you see me as a storyteller?

DAMIEN: We see you as a myth-maker.

PAUL : A myth-maker... I don’t see how your labyrinths have en-
couraged that.

DAMIEN: And maybe you will never see it.
‘ FaUL: You aren’t really Damien Silk, are you?
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CAMIEN: Nm. With a little make-up I can be made to resemble the
playwright, but I'm not the real thing either. Anita told us about
your love for Silk’s work, and we decided to use that as a base. Now
let’s get started.

FAUL : But I still don’t understand what you want from me™!

DAMIEN: I cam’t answer that for you. Maybe you'll never understand,
and maybe there isn’t any point. It’s not for me to say, but I will
leave you with one more thing to imagine. 1 want you to go back to
that fire again. In fact, I want you to go even further back until
there is just a cave. No storytellers or myth-makers then; not even
a real language. The tribe - if, indeed, they can be called that -
sitz and eats as one. When they move, they move as one. When they
think, they think as one... until one night. That night a single
membesr disturbs the silence. Leaning forward, he takes a blackened
ztick from the five and then moves to the wall of the cave. He puts
that stick to the wall and he makes a mark... and then another. The
others stare dully as ocne. Nothing but a few lines here and there,
but it’s made the difference. The maker turns and sees the shadows
danzing on the wall, and then he walks out of the cave to escape the
dar kness and breath the air. He is no longer one with them... He is
one with himself... It’s your game now.

AUl No.

DAMIEN: It’s time for you to deal your own cards. There'’s no one
else pulling the strings. Now let’s get started.

FaUl.s Damien, no!

DAMIEN: We can’t untie your legs, I'm afraid. The fear of death can
drive a man to perform the most absurd and desperate feats, and we
wotildn?’t want any unnecessary accidents. We cannot untie you com—
pletely, but we shall otherwise try to make your conditions as con-
ducive as possible to your craft. Now, I know youw’'re not too swift
with a computer, so what will it be: pen or pencil? (Holding one of
gach before him.)

FAUL: Flease tell me you’re not sericus.

DAMIEN: Fen or pencil?

FAUL: (Almost a whisper.) Please.

DAMIEN: (Pronouncing the words slowly, with emphasis.) Pen or
pencil?

‘ FaUL: (Three beats, then with a resigned determination.? FPen.
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DAMIEN: Ballpoint or plume?

Falil.: Rallpoint.

.DAMIEN: And your paper? Lined or blank?

Falll: Blank.

DAMIEN: Fine. Don't hesitate to ask if you should need anything
else; food or drink, etc.

FaUL: Cigarettes and a drink. A strang one.
DAMIEN: Right away. (Sets & timer.? 8ix hours, Faul.

FAaUL s (Whimpering.? Flease, I can't possibly write under these
conditions,

DAMIEN: You've never had to.
FAUL : At least take that gun away fram my head.

ANITA: Sorry, Faul., 1 want you to feel the edge. That'’s part Df‘
it,
FAUL: This is inbhuman.
DAMIEN: Write.
{FReluctantly, Paul begins to write. Ferhaps
the steady sound of a clock ticking or a

heartbeat could be heard in the background.
Lights fade slowly to black,)
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