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PROLOGUE 

 

Georgia’s living room, sofa, armchair, piles of books and papers, laptop. Mike appears and 

speaks to the audience. 

 

MIKE: You wouldn’t have thought it, but they didn’t even thank me in the end. Not the slightest 

sign of gratitude, imagine that! They get themselves in a fine mess, and what do they do? They 

call a friend to get a second opinion. The friend comes, and they start talking: “The thing is 

so-and-so. Tragic so-and-so happened, and my life’s is tatters. Any ideas? What do you think, 

Mike? How do I get out of this, Mike? Tell me, Mike, tell me!” As if I have all the answers! 

What do I do then? I have to say something, come up with an idea. They expect it. I give them an 

idea. Something they like. When I say it, it sounds brilliant. They start again: “That’s great, 

Mike! I never would’ve thought of that! Will you help me implement it? Oh, I can’t do it without 

you. No, no, you’re the mastermind!” And I go: “Ok, but don’t blame it on me if it doesn’t work 

out”. They promise everything will be fine, and they’re all excited, and I get carried away 

because they go on praising the brilliance of the idea.  

 

Which is quite simple really, in this case. It’s not mine originally. I mean, whose idea belongs to 

one person alone? We all borrow from each other, don’t we? When Georgia told me, almost 

pleaded with me, to help her find what’s going on between Andrew and Mayra, and when, at the 

same time, Mayra unwillingly agreed to use my help, due to my intimacy with Georgia, in order 

to help Andrew determine Georgia’s whereabouts - when in reality all she cared about was to 

find a way to convince Andrew of Georgia’s unholly affairs - what was I supposed to do? I had 

to do my best to satisfy both. Satisfy them with one stroke of genius.  

 

What do you do when you want to achieve two contradictory things, and keep everyone happy at 

the same time? Say you’re an intellectual in the Renaissance, and you want to be allowed to talk 

freely about certain assumptions introduced by certain astronomers. Namely, to discuss the 

heliocentric system - that the Earth revolves around the Sun - as opposed to the geocentric 
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system, or even the geo-heliocentric system, which combines both. Also, you’ve become 

convinced that each idea is a version of the truth, which gives value to the other versions. And 

you want to be able to investigate all these ideas without restriction, without being forbidden to 

elaborate on each one by any authority. In other words, you are convinced that the intellect alone 

cannot hold the world, and neither can faith. You need both, the one against the other, without 

detriment to each other.  

 

So what do you do to achieve this seemingly impossible thing? There is a way around this. You 

need to somehow demonstrate that there is a thing called double truth. That two contradictory 

truths can co-exist without disturbing each other. But still, you don’t let people know about this 

immediately. This would shock them right out of their wits. They have to know only gradually. 

You let them stick to their version of the truth for as long as they want. Let the Earth worshipers 

believe in their Earth, and the Sun worshippers believe in their Sun. And then, little by little, you 

try to get the other half of the truth dawn on them, like the first day of the new age they’ve been 

waiting for all their lives. Most of us expect this day, don’t we? Whether it’s going to come as a 

sweet awakening, or as a harsh landing on reality, this depends on each one’s capacity to sense 

the pulse of the other’s more-than-real truth.  

 

The affair I have witnessed and attempted to orchestrate, Georgia and Andrew’s affair, would not 

of course be considered as a fight on a large scale, like the affair concerning the scientific search 

for the acceptable model of the solar system. It is, nevertheless, a fight of no less importance for 

the exploration of the journey of humans from passion to the intellect and back again. Because, 

in the end, neither the Sun nor the Earth remain still. They both move, in relation to each other, 

and without detriment to each other.  
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ACT ONE 

 

Scene 1 

 

Same setting as before. Georgia talking on the phone. 

 

GEORGIA: Now, listen, listen, listen. Shut up and listen, Mike! Let some time pass, about five 

to ten minutes, and then give me a ring. Let it ring five times, and if I don’t pick up, don’t call 

back… No, not the landline. Use my mobile number, and leave the rest to me... No, I can’t be 

sure he’s seeing Mayra, but… I suspect, Mike, I suspect. I’ve got signs and symptoms, and I’m 

trying to find out more... What signs and symptoms! I don’t know, he’s strange. He talks to 

himself, he’s distracted, he makes late-night phone calls, things like that… What else can I do? If 

he mentions her, I’ll pick up. If he doesn’t mention her, I won’t pick up...  No, he normally 

doesn’t stay out after ten o’clock... Yes, he’s one of these people, the homely ones... Yes, he 

doesn’t look it, but he’s fairly regular. When he gets a habit, he sticks to it… Ok, I’d better hung 

up now. He should be back soon. Yes, bye. Bye. 

 

She hangs up, paces nervously, tries to relax. Sound of keys on front door, and opening and 

closing door. She rushes to the sofa and starts working at the laptop, pretending concentration. 

Andrew enters, with jacket on. Georgia doesn’t move, and pretends to take little notice of him. 

He looks at her for a moment. As he speaks he starts taking jacket off and sits in armchair, tired.  

 

ANDREW: [talking to himself] I start with ‘I wake up in the morning’. Coffee and so on, and 

then what? Then, ‘I exchange the first words with Georgia’. Not bad. 

 

GEORGIA: What? 

 

ΑNDREW: And then the dogs. Taking care of pets sounds good. Only there are no dogs really. 

Not any more. But no matter. I’ll mention the dogs. 
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GEORGIA: What are you on about? 

 

ΑNDREW: Waking early in the morning, a sip of coffee, a word with Georgia, a stroll with the 

dogs. [Laughs.] The article should be titled ‘A completely fictional account of 24 hours with the 

actor Andrew Loman.’  

 

GEORGIA: [stops working, looks at him] You made it. 

 

ΑNDREW: What did I make? 

 

GEORGIA: You made me stop working and look at you. Better be worth it. 

 

ΑNDREW: They asked me for an interview. 

 

GEORGIA: Oh, well. This must be your third interview. This year.  

 

ΑNDREW: It’s the Independent this time. 

 

GEORGIA: What independent? 

 

ΑNDREW: The Independent Newspaper. I haven’t had an interview on the Independent before. 

 

GEORGIA: [starts workings] Cool. 

 

ΑNDREW: You’re coolly impressed, aren’t you? 

 

GEORGIA: I hope they won’t be writing how handsome you are again. Is the journalist a 

woman? 
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ΑNDREW: I don’t know. It’s not an interview really. They asked me to write a piece about 

myself. How I spend my time. Twenty four hours with me. [Collects jacket. Exits.] 

 

GEORGIA: Good. Just don’t mention me. 

 

ΑNDREW: [off] Why not? 

 

GEORGIA: I don’t want you to mention me. 

 

ΑNDREW: [Enters.] They’ll think I’m single if I don’t mention you. 

 

GEORGIA: Don’t use my name then.  

 

ΑNDREW: What name should I use? 

 

GEORGIA: I don’t know. Some name. Not Georgia. Some other name. 

 

ΑNDREW: Right. I’ll think about it. 

 

GEORGIA: I don’t want them to gossip, you know. 

 

ΑNDREW: I know. 

 

GEORGIA: On the other hand, they gossip anyway. 

 

ΑNDREW: They do. 

 

GEORGIA: They know you’ve been living here for some time. 
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ΑNDREW: Certain people know about it, yes. 

 

GEORGIA: [stops working] Certain people? 

 

ΑNDREW: Well, you know, apart from my ex, my daughter and her godmother, some people 

from work. 

 

GEORGIA: Some people from work? This must be half the city! 

 

ΑNDREW: You wish. I’m not that famous. 

 

GEORGIA: You’re famous enough. Just don’t mention my name in that article. 

 

ΑNDREW: Even if they think we’ve split up? 

 

GEORGIA: Yes, even if they do. [Beat] How did the rehearsal go?  

 

ΑNDREW: How did your writing go? 

  

GEORGIA: So and so. 

 

ΑNDREW: Same here. 

 

GEORGIA: In fact, the writing went splendid. I just didn’t want you to try to read it, so I said 

‘so and so’. 

 

ΑNDREW: In fact, the rehearsal was a disaster. I just didn’t want you to try to console me, so I 

said ‘so and so’. 
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GEORGIA: Did you tell them you hardly slept last night? 

 

ΑNDREW: No, I never tell them such things. It’s a lie anyway. 

 

GEORGIA: I could hear you tossing and turning. 

 

ΑNDREW: I wasn’t. 

 

GEORGIA: And I heard you when you got up and talked on the phone. 

 

ΑNDREW: Who was it on the phone? 

 

GEORGIA: That’s my line. I am supposed to be asking this. 

 

ΑNDREW: Go ahead, ask it. 

 

GEORGIA: I’m not going to ask. You’re going to tell me without having to ask you. 

 

ΑNDREW: It was Mayra. 

 

GEORGIA: Ha ha! I knew it all along! 

 

ΑNDREW: You feared it all along. And when you fear something, it comes true. 

 

GEORGIA: What did she say? [Imitates Mayra] ‘We’ve been missing you, Andrew.’ 

 

ΑNDREW: She does miss me.  

 

GEORGIA: I guess so. 
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ΑNDREW: Like you used to miss me when I was with her. 

 

GEORGIA: Poor Andrew, you can’t help feeling sorry for someone all the time. First for me, 

now for her. 

 

ΑNDREW: Yes, I’m going through a real personal drama, I’m afraid. 

 

GEORGIA: Andrew Loman’s tragic story. This is what my next play will be about. 

 

ΑNDREW: Did you finish the one you’re writing now? 

 

GEORGIA: Almost. I’m working on the last scene. The lead character is locked up in this 

room, and the only way out is through the roof, so he climbs to the ceiling, and in the attempt he 

falls down and dies. 

 

ΑNDREW: Climbs to the ceiling? How are you going to show this on stage? 

 

GEORGIA: I don’t know. It’s not my job to direct it. They’re going to have to find a way to 

show it. Symbolically perhaps. 

 

ΑNDREW: No one’s going to be able to show this symbolically. Change it. 

 

GEORGIA: If I change it, I won’t be able to show the character’s superb agility. He’s got a 

unique way to move his gorgeous body. [She moves up to him with erotic intent, they kiss.] 

 

ΑNDREW: This is no reason to make him do impossible things which don’t serve your plot. 

 

GEORGIA: [grabbing, fondling, undressing him] But you haven’t seen him take his clothes off, 

and go about the apartment half-naked. He’s a splendid sight, despite his fifty-five years.  
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ANDREW: I’m going to have a shower. [Takes jumper off, exits.] 

 

GEORGIA: I’ll have one with you.  

 

ANDREW: [off] No, you won’t. 

 

GEORGIA: Why not? I mean, all this time, I’ve been asking you, actually pleading with your 

highness, to allow my humble self to get in the shower with you, and you just won’t do me the 

honour. I don’t get it. 

 

ANDREW: [enters for a moment, and exits right away] No! 

 

GEORGIA: But why? I don’t think you jerk off in the shower. 

 

ANDREW: [off] No, I don’t. 

 

GEORGIA: I know you don’t. What’s the problem then? This is a thing couples do. They 

shower together. If you don’t shower together, you’re not a couple. If you don’t sleep together, if 

you don’t kiss on the mouth, if you don’t walk hand in hand, you’re not a couple, you’re 

strangers. 

 

ANDREW: [off] I like to be in control of my own time in the shower. It helps me think, and 

you’re distracting me. That’s all. 

 

GEORGIA: Are you in the shower yet?  

 

ANDREW: [off] Yes. 

 

GEORGIA: You lie. I don’t hear the water. 
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ANDREW: [off] Do you hear it now? [Sound of running water.] 

 

GEORGIA: I do now. [Pause.] Have you taken your clothes off?  

 

ANDREW: [off] Almost. 

 

GEORGIA: You’re gorgeous! 

 

ANDREW: [off] You can’t see me. How do you know? [Sound of water stops.] 

 

GEORGIA: I see you wherever you are, my one and only deathly desire! 

 

ANDREW: [enters in a robe] I’m going to have to tell you something. 

 

GEORGIA: I’m delirious with love about you, and all over you! [She sees him suddenly.] Ah, 

you look ghastly! Go have your shower! 

 

ANDREW: I’m going to have to tell you something first. 

 

GEORGIA: Why now? 

 

ANDREW: You’re in the right mood. I tell you now, and then I run off to the shower to let you 

brood over it.  

 

GEORGIA: Go on. Hit me hard.  

 

ANDREW: I’m going to have to go to Mayra’s tomorrow. 

 

Beat 
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GEORGIA: Going to... 

 

ANDREW: Yes. 

 

GEORGIA: … have to go to ….  

 

ANDREW: Yes. 

 

GEORGIA: Mayra. 

 

ANDREW: That’s right. 

 

GEORGIA: Why? 

 

ANDREW: I haven’t seen Joan for quite a while. Mayra says she found a wrap of weed in her 

stuff. 

 

GEORGIA: Don’t tell me you’re worried. 

 

ANDREW: Not really. I did worse at her age. But I don’t want to be accused of negligence if 

anything wrong happens to her.  

 

GEORGIA: Isn’t she eighteen?  

 

ANDREW: Not yet. She will be soon. 

 

GEORGIA: Can’t Mayra take care of this? It doesn’t sound such a big deal. 

 

ANDREW: Mayra’s abroad. 
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GEORGIA: Is she? Where?  

 

ANDREW: The Isle of Man. 

 

GEORGIA: That’s not abroad. 

 

ANDREW: She’s away, in any case. 

 

GEORGIA: What’s she doing over there? 

 

ANDREW: Don’t know. Business. With some of those amateur drama groups she’s involved in, 

I suppose. 

 

GEORGIA: She lies. She’ll be waiting for you when you get there. 

 

ANDREW: I called home twice today. Morning and afternoon. Joan picked up. Joan every time. 

Not Mayra. Mayra’s usually there in the morning. She wasn’t there today.  

 

GEORGIA: You called home. 

 

ANDREW: Yes. 

 

GEORGIA: Home? 

 

ANDREW: I did. What’s wrong with it? 

 

GEORGIA: Then begone home, if you’re not home already. 

 

ANDREW: You’re not throwing me out. That’s not your style.  
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GEORGIA: Go home, and I’ll be seeing you. Once a week, or a fortnight. This will keep our 

flame alive a lot longer. How about that?  

 

ANDREW: No, no, you don’t do such things. That’s not a ‘Georgia’ thing to do. You don’t 

throw away your love’s labour, not even in theory. Your style is to wait.  

 

GEORGIA: I love the extent to which you’ve managed to understand me. It shows the caliber 

of the kind of actor you are, as well as the caliber of your penis. 

 

ANDREW: You wait, and wait, and you exercise in excruciating routines of patience, and you 

hope that this patience will pay in the end. Which it does in a sense. You get most of the things 

you’re after, even if a little too late. 

 

GEORGIA: There’s one more thing to it. I get certain things I always wanted, exactly when I’m 

not after them anymore.  

 

ANDREW: Yes, I suppose you can’t help experiencing the irony of late triumph. Having to give 

up your desire before you get it, is a painful impasse to find yourself in. 

 

GEORGIA: Won’t you miss our polite verbal intercourse, while you’ll be at ‘home’ taking care 

of family business? Do come back to me after you see Mayra. Even if you fuck her. 

 

ANDREW: Alright. I’ll get back to you on time, after I fuck her. 

 

GEORGIA: Right. 

 

ANDREW: Right. 
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Andrew moves to exit. Georgia’s phone rings. She picks up. Andrew stands by the exit, listening. 

While Georgia is on the phone, she makes it explicit that she exaggerates her speech, as a 

warning to Andrew. 

 

GEORGIA: Yes! Yes. Who? Oh, well it can’t be you, Mike! What the hell, I mean, where are 

you? … Back from where? .. Yes, I’m alone. [Andrew reacts, annoyed.] Of course you can. … I 

said, of course you can drop by tomorrow. … What time? … Sure. Lovely. ... Well, many things 

have changed since the last time, Mike, but... [Laughs] Oh, well, yes it’s been some time ago, but 

you know how it is with some people, they’re unforgettable… [Laughs] No, you don’t need to 

bring anything, apart from yourself. … Yes, ok. Ok, bye! Bye! [Hungs up.] Oh, you’re still here? 

 

ANDREW: Who was it? 

 

GEORGIA: It was Mike. 

 

ANDREW: Mike who? 

 

GEORGIA: Mike. You know Mike. 

 

ANDREW: No, I don’t.  

 

GEORGIA: Well, even if I’m mistaken that you two have met, here Mike comes. He’ll be in 

this living room tomorrow evening. 

 

ANDREW: What does he want? 

 

GEORGIA: I don’t know. 

 

ANDREW: You don’t know? Didn’t you ask him before you invited him? 
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GEORGIA: I didn’t invite him. He said he wanted to talk to me, and I said yes. 

 

ANDREW: Oh, I think I know him. Your ex Mike. 

 

GEORGIA: How do you know he’s my ex? I never told you that. 

 

ANDREW: You never did, but it’s not hard to imagine. I’ll be with my ex at hers, while you’ll 

be with your ex at yours.  

 

GEORGIA: That’s right!  

 

ANDREW: Brilliant! 

 

GEORGIA: Indeed! 

 

ANDREW: Alright. Listen. When he comes, make sure you look pretty, will you? 

 

GEORGIA: Yes, that’s a good idea, thank you. Because at first I thought I’d rather be in my 

pyjamas. 

 

ANDREW: All the right clothes, the make up, the perfume, the atmosphere, the drinks, and so 

on. 

 

GEORGIA: The tousled hair, the old socks, the smelly armpits, the unbrushed teeth, and so on. 

 

ANDREW: You’re jealous! 

 

GEORGIA: You’re mad with jealousy! 
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ANDREW: There is no Mike. You’re making him up! 

 

GEORGIA: There is a Mike. You know who he is.  

  

ANDREW: No, I don’t! 

 

GEORGIA: He’s one of those physiotherapists working with actors. He does things like pain 

management, performance science, management of the professional voice. 

 

ANDREW: Oh, right. 

 

GEORGIA: Yes. He works with different drama groups, including Mayra’s, I believe. His name 

was listed in the creative team in one of her shows. 

 

ANDREW: You seem to know more about Mayra than I do, recently. 

 

GEORGIA: Well, I’m interested in people. I ask around. I’m not like you. You don’t even know 

what’s on at the Old Vic right now. 

 

ANDREW: Of course I know. They asked me to consider a part there lately. They’re doing 

Arthur Miller at the moment, aren’t they? 

 

GEORGIA: Joe Penhall’s latest play. That’s what they’re doing.  

 

ANDREW: When you’ve got real work to do, you don’t have time for gossip. 

 

GEORGIA: When your work is in the theatre, you don’t afford not to gossip. So take care. 

 

ANDREW: Ok, I will. Shall we? 
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GEORGIA: What? 

 

ANDREW: Go to bed. 

 

GEORGIA: Without a shower? 

 

ANDREW: Before the shower. 

 

GEORGIA: Or before the fuck? 

 

ANDREW: The sequence is: bed, fuck, shower, bed, sleep. I’d better exhaust you before you get 

to meet up with this Mike. 

 

GEORGIA: Lovely. I’m coming. You go ahead with undressing and making yourself at ‘home’ 

in my bedroom. 

 

ANDREW: Our bedroom. 

 

GEORGIA: Our bedroom. 

 

Andrew exits. Georgia starts undressing. 

 

 

Scene 2 

 

Georgia and Mike in Georgia’s sitting room.  

 

MIKE: At least you’re straight to the point. I always appreciated that in you.  
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GEORGIA: What do you want me to do, Mike? Waste time with introductions, and ‘how 

you’re doing’, and ‘where you’ve been’?  

 

MIKE: Mmm, no, you’re not a time waster. So let me get this straight. You want me to keep an 

eye on… 

 

GEORGIA: Not that I don’t want to know where you’ve been in the last - two years?  

 

MIKE: It would take me about half an hour to give you a rough idea. Two hours to tell the 

whole story. Have you got two hours? 

 

GEORGIA: Or why you left without a proper explanation. Or why you told everyone you were 

going to Morocco, while everyone knew you were on a European tour with the Curious 

Ensemble crew. 

 

MIKE: I never went with the Ensemble crew. They fired me. 

 

GEORGIA: Your name is in their creative team. 

 

MIKE: They didn’t have time to replace it. They got somebody else. I didn’t go with them. 

 

GEORGIA: So where were you?! 

 

MIKE: I thought you were focused on gathering information about Andrew, not about me. 

 

GEORGIA: Andrew, yes, of course. Do you think he’s seeing Mayra? 

 

MIKE: I don’t know. He hasn’t showed up at her studio at all. At least not while I was around. 
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GEORGIA: Is Mayra seeing somebody else? 

 

MIKE: I haven’t seen her seeing somebody else.  

 

GEORGIA: How much time do you and Mayra spend together? 

 

MIKE: In the last few weeks, two or three times a week. She wanted me to be there every day 

but... 

 

GEORGIA: Does she trust you? 

 

MIKE: Enough to feel sure that I won’t give her secrets away.  

 

GEORGIA: But you might give some of her secrets away, to some friend, if you think that it 

won’t hurt anyone. 

 

MIKE: Probably. 

 

GEORGIA: Great. As we all do. Did you say she wants you to be there more often? 

 

MIKE: Yes, and she promised more pay and a possible permanent position. But you know how 

she works.  

 

GEORGIA: There are rumours about her. 

 

MIKE: She works everyone to death before she says the word ‘good’. And she’s the only one 

still standing at the end of the day. She’s been developing her own acting method, and she’s been 

trying to make a collection of disciples for some time now. 
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GEORGIA: I see. Why don’t you stay permanent with her? At least temporarily. 

 

MIKE: Yes, this sounds very much like a thing I would do, but I really can’t commit to her 

programme.  

 

GEORGIA: So she’s probably not seeing anyone.  

 

MIKE: I don’t think she would have the time.  

 

GEORGIA: She would make time for Andrew. If my fallible instinct isn’t deceiving me, he 

must be with her right now. 

 

MIKE: Oh, that’s why she said she had something to sort out today. 

 

GEORGIA: She’s not in the Isle of Man then. 

 

MIKE: So far as I know, she was going to go to the Isle of Man, but not just yet. Or they 

postponed the meeting, or something of the sort.  

 

GEORGIA: Andrew said she was away to the Isle of Man, and he would go to see the daughter.  

 

MIKE: [takes mobile phone from pocket] Do you want me to find out? 

 

GEORGIA: Yes. I mean, no. Better not. 

 

MIKE: Are you sure? It’s just a phone call away. 
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GEORGIA: It wouldn’t make a difference. She’s not in the Isle of Man, she’s with Andrew, and 

only the two of them know what they’re talking about. But I need to know the whole story. The 

exact details. Only the summary won’t do. I want the full script. 

 

MIKE: [puts phone away] Why don’t you hire a detective? 

 

GEORGIA: Oh, well, I don’t know. It’s tempting but, I can’t do this. 

 

MIKE: Why? 

 
GEORGIA: I just can’t bring myself to open my heart to a complete stranger. 

 

MIKE: Why not? A complete stranger is exactly who you need to talk to. Haven’t you ever been 

in analysis? Or to an astrologer? It’s pretty much the same thing. 

 

GEORGIA: Yes, they all ridicule you behind your back. “I have a customer who wants 

so-and-so. What a twit!” And so on.  

 

MIKE: A friend would ridicule you in exactly the same way, believe me. Perhaps with an 

additional touch of malice. You would become a permanent object of gossip among his friends. 

 

GEORGIA: Do you mean to use my troubles as an anecdote to amuse your idle friends? 

 

MIKE: I would if I were your friend, Georgia. Regretfully, I am your ex lover. 

 

GEORGIA: Oh! After you rung me, yesterday, I told Andrew that you had asked for this 

meeting between you and me, and I agreed without knowing your exact purpose. Is this alright 

with you?  
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MIKE: Anything’s alright with me. You wanted to make him think that someone else, like me, 

is capable of attracting your intimate interest. Is that right? 

 

GEORGIA: Yes. 

 

MIKE: And that this intimate interest of yours, just might have the potential to develop into an 

ongoing, on-and-off affair, which could be used as an alternative to a disappointing development 

of the current affair between the two of you. 

 

GEORGIA: Exactly. 

 

MIKE: And? Did it work? Silly question. Of course it didn’t. You wouldn’t have needed me if it 

had worked. 

 

GEORGIA: Stop it. And think of something to make yourself useful to me for the second time 

in your life.  

 

MIKE: I will, if you don’t tell me that the first time I was ever useful to you was when I left 

you. 

 

GEORGIA: No. It was when I realised that you were going to leave just when I started 

regarding myself not as a child anymore, but as a grown woman.  

 

MIKE: Ok, wait a minute now, because I think I’ve figured something out. Pay attention 

though, because it’s a thing for grown women only. 

 

GEORGIA: Go on. 

 

MIKE: You said that you want the full script, am I right? 
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GEORGIA: Yes. The complete dialogue between Andrew and Mayra. No summaries. 

 

MIKE: If you don’t want to hire a detective, and if you don’t want to use a bug, hidden camera, 

listening device, or any other electronic means of any sort, the only thing you can do is listen to 

them in person. 

 

GEORGIA: How would I do that? 

 

MIKE: You’re going to have to trust me though. 

 

GEORGIA: I trust no one. Apart from people’s tendency to attach their interest to other 

people’s interests, for certain periods of time.  

 

MIKE: And you’re going to have to prove, to yourself and to others, that you can endure to 

listen to anything, without letting other people know that you’re listening.  

 

GEORGIA: There are certain things I still can’t endure, but I must say that I find my list of 

things I can endure getting longer as time goes by.  

 

MIKE: Would you be able to keep yourself from screaming or making any kind of noise, while 

you’re overhearing a conversation between Andrew and Mayra? A conversation which might 

turn out to be ample proof of their devotion to each other? 

 

GEORGIA: Ι think I would be able to stop myself from bursting into the scene and setting them 

both on fire. 

 

MIKE: Is there a place where you can hide in the house, from where you can hear what is being 

said in the living room? 
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GEORGIA: There used to be a cupboard, right there. 

 

MIKE: Would you be able to fit in that cupboard? 

 

GEORGIA: I threw it away. There’s the storeroom though. Behind this wall. 

 

MIKE: The storeroom. This sounds perfect. Can you hear from in there? 

 

GEORGIA: Every little intention to make a move can be heard from in there.  

 

MIKE: Good. I will arrange a meeting between Andrew and Mayra here, while you’ll be hiding 

in the storeroom. 

 

GEORGIA: I’ll do it. Just tell me when, and I’ll be there. 

 

MIKE: But you haven’t asked how it will be done.  

 

GEORGIA: You’ll think of something convincing, won’t you? You’re extremely capable of 

plotting. It’s the one thing you enjoy most in your conduct with other people. 

 

MIKE: It’s been my number two most enjoyable activity for some time now, I’m afraid. My 

number one at the moment is to do anything possible to relieve people from the consequences of 

the plots to which I have contributed.  

 

GEORGIA: Is tomorrow too soon? Do you need more time to arrange it? 

 

MIKE: You are in a hurry, aren’t you? It might take a few more days. We’re all busy people. 

Successful professionals they call us. I’ll think of something plausible to say to Mayra, and she’ll 

probably accept the meeting. She hasn’t been in this house before, has she? No, I thought so. 
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And Andrew should be curious enough to be here while she’s here. I don’t think he will want to 

miss the party.  

 

GEORGIA: Tell me exactly what you’ll tell her to lure her in, will you? Don’t improvise. Think 

it through before you talk to her. 

 

MIKE: You do want to take the fun out of it. That’s cruel. Let me improvise and you’ll get the 

best outcome.  

 

GEORGIA: Just let me know as soon as you’ve figured it out. And I need to tell Andrew I’ll be 

away somewhere. But where? 

 

MIKE: Where do you usually go when you’re not at home? 

 

GEORGIA: To the theatre. 

 

MIKE: Then think of something completely different. The opposite of your usual places.  

 

GEORGIA: The opposite. What’s the opposite of the theatre? 

 

MIKE: That’s the hardest question of the evening so far. Is there anything which is the opposite 

of the theatre? 

 

GEORGIA: Oh, no, no, no. Don’t start with “the world’s a stage” and “we’re all actors” kind of 

talk. Not even audiences are impressed by it anymore.  

 

MIKE: You think it’s a nonsense thing to say? I find this quite sad.  

 

GEORGIA: What is sad? 
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MIKE: Belittling the art to which you’re devoting your time, is a sad thing to do.  

 

GEORGIA: I’ll tell him I’ll go to the hospital, to see a friend. That’s where real life is. 

Hospitals. Patients don’t act that they’re in pain. 

 

MIKE: They often do act, if you come to think of it. Won’t Andrew want to come with you? 

 

GEORGIA: No, he hates hospitals. He won’t even ask which friend I’ll be visiting, or what’s 

wrong with him or her. He blots out of his mind anything related with hospitals. 

 

MIKE: I never thought of him as a hypochondriac.  

 

GEORGIA: He’s not. He’s just a great actor. And great actors don’t want any contact with 

crude reality. They feel that they carry too many problems of other people’s lives, in this thing 

they call “our job”, that they really can’t get any more trouble. They would collapse if they did. 

 

MIKE: I see that you are bewitched by him. Knowing you, I find this quite extraordinary.  

 

GEORGIA: Why? Don’t you think he’s capable of bewitching a woman like me? 

 

MIKE: On the contrary. I think you’re perfectly incapable of believing in magic enough to let 

yourself become bewitched. 

 

GEORGIA: You’ve heard of Andrew’s acting skills but you still haven’t seen him act, I think. 

He can bewitch you too. 
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Scene 3 
 
Georgia and Mike, in the storeroom. They speak in a low voice until otherwise indicated. 
 
 

GEORGIA: Why do you have to be in here with me? 

 

MIKE: I don’t have to. I just want to have a first-hand experience of the whole thing. I rely on 

no one but me to tell me the story. 

 

GEORGIA: Ok, only don’t try to urge me, or stop me from doing anything. Don’t interfere in 

any way.  

 

MIKE: I don’t intend to. 

 

GEORGIA: Why are we whispering? They’re not here yet. 

 

MIKE: They’ll arrive any minute now. 

 

GEORGIA: Yes, but we cannot be heard from outside the apartment.  

 

MIKE: You never know. Whispering doesn’t hurt. 

 

GEORGIA: It’s started irritating my throat. I have a loud voice normally. It hurts to hold it 

back. 

 

MIKE: Don’t speak then. 

 

GEORGIA: But I want to ask you things. I haven’t had the time. 

 

MIKE: What things? 
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GEORGIA: [speaking in a normal voice] You told Mayra... 

 

MIKE: Shhhh!  

 

GEORGIA: I’ll speak the way I want! This is my storeroom, in my house! 

 

MIKE: [speaks normally] Oh, dash it! Only don’t blame me if they find us out. 

 

GEORGIA: You told Mayra that if she came here tonight, she would find evidence of me 

seeing someone else. 

 

MIKE: In a sense, yes. I reckoned this was the only way I could persuade her to come. 

 

GEORGIA: Well, you’re not mistaken. It would be hard to motivate her otherwise. Me and my 

place must be a permanent source of repulsion for her. But what evidence would she find? What 

if she doesn’t find any, and leaves? 

 

MIKE: She won’t leave. I told her that you were going to arrive with someone. 

 

GEORGIA: Who? 

 

MIKE: Me. 

 
GEORGIA: What?! I don’t believe you told her that! 

 

MIKE: How else would she be persuaded that I’m telling the truth? 

 

GEORGIA: You could have said anything. That you saw me on the street with someone. That I 

confessed to you my affair with him, and that you knew he was going to be here today! 
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MIKE: I tried! I really did! I started telling her you were seeing someone, and then she got 

curious, and asked questions, and then more questions, and then I didn’t know what to say, and 

then she said she was convinced it was me, and then I blurted it all out. That you and me got 

back together again, and so on. 

 

GEORGIA: You fool! She must have told Andrew already! 

 

MIKE: I suppose she has. Oh, and another thing. I told her about this storeroom. That she could 

hide in here, and listen to you and me in the living room. 

 

GEORGIA: We’ve locked the door. She won’t be able to get in. 

 

MIKE: She won’t. But while she’ll be trying to figure out where to hide since the storeroom 

door is locked, she’ll feel safe to talk to Andrew. Alone in the house, the two of them, wouldn’t 

they talk? 

 

GEORGIA: They would. 

 

MIKE: They will, and we’ll be listening. 

 

Sound of keys and front door opening.  

 

MIKE: Shhhh! They’re coming! 

 

Sound of opening and closing doors, pacing. 

 

ANDREW: [off] Georgia! George! 
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Silence. Georgia and Mike gesture that they’re not sure where Andrew is, and that they’d better 
stay silent. A sound very close, presumably outside the storeroom door. Mike and Georgia are 
startled, but manage to make no sound. They gesture to each other that Andrew must be trying to 
open the storeroom door. Silence. The doorbell rings. Sound of front door opening. For the rest 
of the scene Andrew and Mayra’s lines are from off. 
 

ANDREW: She’s not in. 

 

MAYRA: Are you sure? 

 

ANDREW: Yes, come in. [Sound of front door closing.] 

 

MAYRA: Mike told me that… What? … How do you know… ?  

 

Silence. Mike and Georgia gesture that they can’t hear anything. Andrew and Mayra’s talk 

sounds forced at first, and more relaxed as they continue talking.  

 

ANDREW: Do have something to drink, Mayra. 

 

MAYRA: I’m not here to drink.  

 

ANDREW: You must be thirsty. 

 

MAYRA: I am thirsty. But I’m used to doing without things that I really want. 

 

ANDREW: You don’t have to torture yourself unnecessarily. 

 

MAYRA: It’s a survival method. Not much of a torture. I just exercise in not getting directly 

what I want. I don’t think I’d be able to get through life without it. 

 

Georgia mimics Mayra’s style, mocking her. 
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ANDREW: Tell me about Mike. 

 

MAYRA: You want to know about Mike now? 

 

ANDREW: I do. What’s he like? 

 

MAYRA: He’s a drifter. A gifted individual, bright, a solution finder, intellectually impressive, 

and sensitive to other people’s needs, but a drifter. He’s incapable of staying with a person or 

idea long enough to develop a bond with it. 

 

ANDREW: I would describe Georgia in pretty much the same words. 

 

MAYRA: Oh, would you? How did she develop a bond with you then? 

 

ANDREW: Did she? I’m not so sure. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, I haven’t heard of people with real bonds who cheat on each other. 

 

ANDREW: [he breaks off] What exactly did Mike tell you, about tonight? 

 

MAYRA: Well, it’s what I already told you. That he and Georgia were going to be here, six 

o’clock, and that she lied that she was going to go to the hospital. 

 

ANDREW: Why won’t they go someplace else?  

 

MAYRA: He said they’ve been to other places before, but other places are not always available. 

She trusts you’re at your rehearsal at the moment. What time is it? 
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ANDREW: Quarter to six. 

MAYRA: Shall we get ourselves to a hiding place now?  

 

ANDREW: It’s early, isn’t it?  

 

MAYRA: Yes, but they might arrive earlier. You never know. What hiding places are there? 

 

Silence. Georgia and Mike gesture that they can’t hear anything. Andrew and Mayra sound 

confused as they continue talking, but soon they find their pace. 

 

ANDREW: You know what, Mayra? I think… 

 

MAYRA: Yes? 

 

ANDREW: I think the best thing is not to hide at all. 

 

MAYRA: But… but why? I mean, what do we do when they come in? Exchange polite 

greetings? 

 

ANDREW: Don’t you think it’s a childish thing to do? Hiding and eavesdropping? I’d be 

terribly ashamed of myself if I did that, at my age.  

 

MAYRA: Ok. I’ll describe the scene then. The door opens. Georgia and Mike walk in. Perhaps 

holding each other, perhaps kissing, or already undressing. They come in the living room, and 

stay frozen as soon as they see us staring at them. What do they do next? 

 

ANDREW: They mumble something unintelligible and get the fuck off. 

 

MAYRA: Exactly. 
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ANDREW: Isn’t that enough? 

 

MAYRA: I’m afraid not. Unfortunately, you can’t get people to say what they really have in 

their minds, unless they think they’re safely out of other people’s earshot. 

 

ANDREW: I’m not going to hide. 

 

MAYRA: Why are you here then?  

 

ANDREW: I don’t know, Mayra. I think I’ve had enough of all the wondering and worrying 

about what Georgia does, or thinks or wants or doesn’t want.  

 

MAYRA: Andrew... 

 

Silence.  

 

MAYRA: Why did you have to do this, Andrew? 

 

ANDREW: I don’t know. It just came natural to just… just kiss you Mayra. 

 

Georgia reacts furiously, and holds back a scream with difficulty. 

 

ANDREW: Can you do me a favour? I’d rather sleep at your place tonight. Is your couch free? 

 

MAYRA: Joan would wonder why you sleep in the couch when she sees you. I can’t stand her 

questions. 

 

ANDREW: Shall we sleep in our bed then? 
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MAYRA: Did you say ‘our bed’? 

 

ANDREW: Well, we bought it with this intention in mind. To serve as our bed. 

 

MAYRA: You make it sound all so natural. Why would I trust that this isn’t just another one of 

your ‘crises of conscience’? 

 

Georgia has had enough. She makes a big fuss as she tries to unlock the door. 

 

GEORGIA: Get out of my way! Where’s the key? 

 

MIKE: It’s on the door! 

 

GEORGIA: Don’t touch me! And don’t come after me! 

 

ANDREW: [off] Who’s there? Georgia?! 

 

Georgia unlocks the door as Andrew appears at the storeroom door. 

 

GEORGIA: Leave me alone! I don’t want to see anyone! [She exits pushing Andrew aside.] 

 

ANDREW: [follows her] George! Don’t you leave the house! Come back here at once! [Mike 

exits after them.] 

 

GEORGIA: [off] How dare you, Andrew Loman! 

 

Confused sounds of arguing and screaming, which gradually fade. 
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Scene 4 

 

Mike and Georgia in a cafe. He’s having a drink. She hasn’t ordered yet. Georgia is lost in 

thought, not paying attention or reacting to Mike in the beginning. 

 

MIKE: Do have something to drink. They’ve got a great variety of herbal tea. Shall I order for 

you? You don’t look excited, do you? Well, as I was saying, you should’ve come to the Pushkin 

show. You can’t keep calling yourself a playwright and ignore Russian theatre. The whole of 

Eastern Europe looks up to Russia for all the latest trends, from directing, to acting, to 

scriptwriting, to designing, to anything. Who do we look up to, the French? [Laughs] You might 

say we don’t need to look up to no one, we’ve got our own brilliant tradition, which is true, we 

damn well have a tradition, Pinter and Berkoff and Crimp. But where would Pinter, Berkoff and 

Crimp be without Ionesco, Brecht or Chekhov? And have you ever heard of Terzopoulos? I don’t 

think the name rings a bell, does it? But then you’ll tell me, you don’t need to know everyone… 

Is this what you’re about to say? Would you say anything? Anything at all? George? 

 

GEORGIA: Yes. 

 

MIKE: Yes, what? 

 

GEORGIA: I’ll go to the Pushkin show with you. When is it? 

 

MIKE: It’s finished, Georgia. It was on last week at the Barbican. That’s what I’m saying. 

 

GEORGIA: Oh, sorry. Sorry I missed it. 

 

MIKE: I guess you’re shattered that you missed it, are you?  
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GEORGIA: I sure am. I just had to see the way they hang blood transfusion bags from above. 

Or the way they managed to exclude samovars or cherry orchards from the setting. Or how 

thankful they all must be to Abramovic, not so much for buying Chelsea FC, but mainly for 

liking their work and paying for them to come over from Moscow.  

 

MIKE: Oh, you do notice the world around you, do you? 

 

GEORGIA: Yes, I keep a minimum level of contact with it. 

 

MIKE: Then you must remember that you’ve been sleeping at my place for the past couple of 

weeks. 

 

GEORGIA: Yes, I remember that. 

 

MIKE: And that you’re out all day, doing who knows what, and you only come home late in the 

evening to have a bath and go to bed. 

 

GEORGIA: I don’t have memory lapses, don’t worry. 

 

MIKE: How long will this be going on, George? Not that I don’t appreciate the sex, but you’re 

going to have to pull yourself together.  

 

GEORGIA: Shut up and fuck me while I’m available, will you?  

 

MIKE: Listen, routine may be one of these things people usually blame for their life’s 

wretchedness, but they only realise how vital it is for their sanity when they’re actually deprived 

of it. 

 

GEORGIA: Since when have you become a fan of routine life?  
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MIKE: Well, I’m not anywhere near asking you to marry me and have my children, but roaming 

the streets all day, and having senseless sex in the evening is not my idea of leading a meaningful 

life.  

 

GEORGIA: Why not? I find much more meaning in it, than in worrying about the familiarity of 

the British theatre world with their Russian counterparts. 

 

MIKE: If you care for my opinion, you’re well past the depression threshold. 

 

GEORGIA: I’m afraid not. I wish I could get depressed. I’d then go to an analyst, and I’d soon 

be a lot better. But no, I’m not even allowed this solution. 

 

MIKE: Would it work if I threw you out of the house?  

 
GEORGIA: It would force me to go back home, but still it wouldn’t make much difference. 

 

MIKE: Then let’s go away somewhere. You and I, together. 

 

GEORGIA: Don’t you have work? With Mayra? 

 

MIKE: Who cares about Mayra? I’ll be leaving her team soon anyway. Let’s go some place 

south. We can drive across Europe. Anywhere. Where do you want to go? Just name a place. 

 

GEORGIA: Villaluenga del Rosario. 

 

MIKE: What? What is this?  

 

GEORGIA: A tiny village in southern Spain. In the vicinity of Seville.  

 

MIKE: Well, alright. We’ll go if you insist. 
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GEORGIA: Actually, I’ll go there by myself, because a cute Spanish guy named Rodrigo is 

expecting me. I met him the other day... 

 

MIKE: [interrupts] He’s not an actor, I suppose. 

 

GEORGIA: No, he’s not. He’s a cleaner. 

 

MIKE: And is he charming, did you say? 

 

GEORGIA: Quite. At least not painfully so.  

 

MIKE: What do you mean by that? 

 

GEORGIA: You know, you know how you start by finding certain people charming, then 

increasingly charming, and then it gets out of control, and it becomes unbearably painful to look 

at them because their charm has become an integral part of your very sense of charm. Well, this 

is not the case with Rodrigo. His charm is harmless, and it’ll stay like this. 

 

MIKE: I see. Ok, I’ll drive you to Villa-whatever, and then I’ll get the fuck off. 

 

GEORGIA: And you’ll leave me there with Rodrigo? 

 

MIKE: If you want to, yes. 

 

GEORGIA: Will you then be happy in your paradise found of unselfish love? 

 

MIKE: No. I’ll just wait for you to get back to me, as soon you’re fed up with eating tapas and 

listening to early morning sermons by the local priest. You won’t be long, I reckon. 
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GEORGIA: Can I ask one more favour? 

 

MIKE: Sure. 

 

GEORGIA: If I happen to mention the name Andrew, intending to refer to Andrew Loman and 

not to someone else, do encourage me to actually talk about him. Trying to avoid talking about 

Andrew is almost as ridiculous as ignoring... 

 

MIKE: An elephant in a room? 

 

GEORGIA: No. I’d rather say it’s as ridiculous as trying to ignore Andrew in person. 

 

MIKE: Which is exactly what you’ve been trying to do by turning yourself into a nomad.  

 

GEORGIA: I had to see what it feels like to try to get away. At least for a while. It includes a 

fair amount of fascination, if you want to know. It almost turns you into an urban myth. I say 

‘almost’ because if you haven’t completely lost it, there are certain things you can’t keep 

avoiding forever. Like having to face Andrew, in my case. 

 

MIKE: [staring offstage with astonishment at someone from a distance] God damn! It’s well 

nigh impossible to avoid someone who’s headed directly towards you.  

 

GEORGIA: [hasn’t realised Mike means it literally] Yes. 

 

MIKE: Shall we go? 

 

GEORGIA: Why? [She looks towards the spot Mike is looking] Andrew. It is Andrew! Is this 

Mayra, right behind him? It’s her! What shall we do?  
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MIKE: I don’t know. My first impulse is to run away. 

 

GEORGIA: They haven’t seen us. 

 

MIKE: Not yet. 

 

GEORGIA: They will now. [Runs offstage shouting] Andrew! Andrew! Andrew! 

 

MIKE: Georgia!  

 

End of Act One. 
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PROLOGUE II 
 
 
Mayra’s rehearsal studio. Bare room with folding chairs placed in a circle. Mike appears and 
speaks to the audience.  
 
 
MIKE: I must say I’m not a great fan of anything which is not whole, that is, anything which 

appears to be half-done. Half-baked cakes, half-finished jobs, half-blood dogs, a half-brother or 

sister, flags flown at half mast, half-witted people, and things done half-heartedly. I would make 

an exception, and I would love half days at work, if I was doing an ordinary job. Fortunately, for 

the ordinary employer, I’m a zombie of the creative industry, coming to life wherever and 

whenever there is work that appeals to my sensibility. I therefore enjoy working all day when 

there is meaningful work to be done. And being employed in Georgia’s half-told story as the 

reliable narrator who holds both halves of the truth, and who is about to reveal the second half, 

scene after scene, to an expectant audience, is a job as meaningful as the work I have done with 

Mayra and her students, when I taught them how to professionally use their vocal chords all day 

without allowing them to give way. 

 

Now, Georgia would’ve totally agreed with me if, instead of running after Andrew, she 

appreciated my whole-hearted support to her plight, and realised that the best way to confront an 

impossible situation is to let it unfold without much indication of an outward turbulence, and if 

she tried to adapt to the changes that occur. On the other hand, staying impassive in the middle of 

havoc is a nearly impossible thing to do, even for those who are not directly emotionally 

involved in the situation. Not to mention that no one would really want to go through life without 

being emotionally involved in one or two eventful situations, which would then be worth the 

time to narrate. 

 

Oh, and I don’t intend to drive Georgia to some remote village in southern Spain, and leave her 

there to die of boredom with a guy named Rodrigo. We’ll all stay right here, because there’s the 

other half of the story to be told. We’ll see a lot more of Andrew and Mayra this time, less of 

Georgia, and some of me, only not so much as before. This may be a story that is told in two 
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halves, but in the end it must be told properly. We need to put the pieces together and arrive at a 

meaningful end. But there still is a considerable way to go. 

 

 

ACT TWO 

 

Scene 1 

 

Mayra’s rehearsal studio, same as before. Mayra alone, folding the chairs and putting them 

away. Andrew enters and stands watching her. She doesn’t notice him immediately. She sees him 

suddenly and is startled. She continues tidying up as they speak. 

 

MAYRA: Just announce yourself next time, will you? Make some noise. Cough, sneeze, 

anything.  

 

ANDREW: Where’s Joan? 

 

MAYRA: Isn’t she home? 

 

ANDREW: Where is she? 

 

MAYRA: How should I know? She’s almost eighteen. She could be anywhere. 

 

ANDREW: She was anywhere when she was sixteen too. Today she was supposed to be home, 

waiting for me. 

 

MAYRA: She’s not going out of town, so far as I know. She might come back. Just wait for her. 
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ANDREW: I can’t wait all evening. I messaged her before, but she’s not answering. Tell her to 

call me or message me, and I’ll tell her what day I can make it.  

 

MAYRA: I don’t think she would call you. 

 

ANDREW: Why? What’s wrong? 

 

MAYRA: Well, she’s been writing this essay. 

 

ANDREW: What essay is this? 

 

MAYRA: It’s on fathers and daughters in Shakespeare. Her subject is whether the development 

of the daughter from rebellion to obedience is credible in character construction, or whether it 

exists without intending to be plausible, and is only there to serve the rest of the plot. 

 

ANDREW: And? 

 

MAYRA: Her conclusion is that plausibility in the daughter is a secondary preoccupation in 

Shakespearean drama, and that the character is mostly perceived as a vehicle for the projection of 

ambivalence regarding controversial issues, such as gender relationships. 

 

ANDREW: What nonsense is this? Is this how they pass their A levels?  

 

MAYRA: She therefore is convinced that consistency in all characters would elevate 

Shakespeare as a dramatist to the level of the ancient Greeks. What would we think of Antigone 

if she developed into a meek, obedient girl towards the end of the play? She wouldn’t even have 

the guts to commit suicide. 

 

ANDREW: Are you trying to tell me Joan is suicidal? 
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MAYRA: I’m telling you our daughter has been trying to seriously think what kind of 

relationship she’s having with her father.  

 

ANDREW: And she’s trying to figure it out by juggling with academic jargon, which would 

make any reasonable speaker of the English language cringe? Let alone the improbable claims 

about Shakespeare’s incompetence in uniting character with plot. She probably needs to throw 

away many of her books and start reading something like George Orwell instead. 

 

MAYRA: She needs you, Andrew, not George Orwell. 

 

ANDREW: Consistency in thinking properly starts from consistency in reading and writing 

properly. 

 

MAYRA: Good. Call her and tell her that. Because she’s not going to call. Her adult life is 

starting with a bump. She saw her father leaving home to supposedly upgrade his sexual life. 

 

ANDREW: That was not the reason, Mayra! 

 

MAYRA: And she wants to know whether there are any other major changes coming her way, 

before she can feel sure that she can stand on her own two feet. 

 

ANDREW: You worry too much about her. She’s young and confused. It’s natural. Weren’t we 

all confused at eighteen? I definitely was. I don’t even know why I applied for drama school, 

apart from...  

 

MAYRA: Apart from being told by a girl who fancied you that you should become an actor. 

 

ANDREW: Oh, you know this. I don’t remember telling you. 
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MAYRA: I don’t remember either. I feel like it’s one of those things I always knew about you. 

. 

ANDREW: Yes, that’s the trouble with long-term relationships. You tend to confuse what 

you’ve been told by the other person with what you know through habit. 

 

MAYRA: Is this your way of telling me that you’re not anymore willing to commit to long-term 

relationships? 

 

ANDREW: Long-term relationships are willing to commit to me. I just take the challenge. 

 

MAYRA: Until the challenge drops off.  

 

ANDREW: Yes. [Slight pause.] How’s work, by the way? Not bad, if I judge by the number of 

chairs in the room. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, the seminars are fully booked. All these people want to try acting all of a sudden. 

 

ANDREW: Why not? Not all of them want to be professional actors. 

 

MAYRA: True, but it’s becoming increasingly difficult to reject them. Many of them are so 

good at doing short pieces, like reciting poetry. It’s as if they’ve studied how to pass an audition, 

and then be crap at playing anything else. 

 

ANDREW: Weren’t you supposed to go to the Isle of Man? 

 

MAYRA: That was postponed for, I don’t know, for when I find someone to take over some of 

the classes.  

 

ANDREW: Don’t look at me. I’m done with teaching. 
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MAYRA: Yes, yes, you’re an actor, not an auxiliary, are you? 

 

ANDREW: I don’t intend to demean anybody’s work, but... 

 

MAYRA: But you are demeaning it. Right. I’m going to have to close now. I’m done for today. 

Are you coming home again tonight?  

 

ANDREW: If Joan returns…  

 

MAYRA: I can’t guarantee that. Shall we go? 

 

ANDREW: There’s something I need to ask you.  

 

MAYRA: Yes? 

 

ANDREW: Is somebody called Mike working with you? 

 

MAYRA: There are a few people with this name in the seminars. Why? 

 

ANDREW: I don’t mean students. I mean a physiotherapist. 

 

MAYRA: Oh, yes, Mike. What’s the matter with him? 

 

ANDREW: You know what’s the matter with him. Don’t tell me you don’t know all about the 

people you work with. If not the exact family tree of everyone in the UK theatre business, 

including the auxiliaries. 

 

MAYRA: What do you want to know? 
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ANDREW: Georgia said… [Mayra is annoyed with the mention of Georgia.] Well, I was going 

to have to refer to Georgia. Weren’t you expecting it? 

 

MAYRA: I do expect it, every moment of every day, but it always comes as an unpleasant 

surprise. Like an electric shock which is a little higher than I can tolerate. 

 

ANDREW: Georgia said he was going to meet up with him. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, I know. 

 

ANDREW: You do? How? 

 

MAYRA: I heard him say it on the phone. And then I asked him about it. 

 

ANDREW: Do me a favour, will you? Tell me anything you know related with Mike and 

Georgia. Even if you don’t want to appear that you’re trying to influence me against her. 

 

MAYRA: I wouldn’t allow myself to appear doing this. 

 

ANDREW: I know. But do talk to me about him, no matter what. 

 

MAYRA: Ok. They were going to see each other today.  

 

ANDREW: Why? 

 

MAYRA: You mean why today? 

 

ANDREW: No, I mean why in general. Do you know the reason of their meeting? 
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MAYRA: He’s her ex. I suppose... 

 

ANDREW: Don’t tell me what you suppose. Tell me only what you know. 

 

MAYRA: He hasn’t been dating anyone, so far as I know. He’s been abroad for the past couple  

of years, in and out of the country, working with different theatre groups. 

 

ANDREW: Right. Can you try and find out more? If there’s anything the matter between the 

two of them. 

 

MAYRA: Andrew, I will find out sooner or later, nothing stays secret forever, but don’t you 

know the truth in your heart already? 

 

ANDREW: I’m not sure. 

 

MAYRA: I knew the truth when we were together. And I felt it every time the truth changed. 

 

ANDREW: Does the truth change? 

 

MAYRA: It does change. You know it by doing something called sincere introspection.  

 

ANDREW: It’s not so simple, Mayra. If introspection worked, our relationships would be just a 

matter of finding the answers in ourselves.  

 

MAYRA: You want to know if Georgia is having an affair with Mike? 

 

ANDREW: I do. 

 

MAYRA: And you want to see evidence. I don’t suppose that you’ll take my word for it. 
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ANDREW: Just be on the lookout about anything concerning him, will you?  

 

MAYRA: I could also start seeing Mike, to prevent him from seeing her. How about that? 

 

ANDREW: Don’t be ridiculous.  

 

MAYRA: Why? Don’t you think I’m capable of seducing Mike? Or anyone, for that matter? 

 

ANDREW: That’s not what I mean. You don’t need to be so much involved. Just be on the 

lookout. 

 

MAYRA: But I am involved already. My ex husband is asking me to watch out for his new 

woman. What’s stopping me from going all the way to prove that I deserve my role as the 

sacrificial lamb? 

 

ANDREW: Stop it. You’re not a lamb.  

 

MAYRA: What am I? A trusted friend? A respected relative? A dignified woman? You need me 

to help you appease your worries about your mistress, and to show that I don’t let myself be 

overcome by resentment. How do you feel about putting me in this position? 

 

ANDREW: Feel! I don’t feel. I don’t afford to feel. I’m busy imagining other people’s feelings 

and reenacting them, on stage. I’m a professional feeler. Real-life feelings are to me what ice 

cubes are to eskimos.  

 

MAYRA: I hope you don’t mean this. I hope you’re not growing hard as you grow old. 

 

ANDREW: I live, therefore I work, therefore I feel. This is how feeling reaches me, through 

work. It seeps through me, whether I want it or not. Blame me for this, if it suits you. 
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MAYRA: This is perhaps one of the late stages in an artist’s life. He confuses work with life so 

much, that he tends to forget he’s part of the living world. But I’m part of this world, for sure. I 

will look out for your Georgia. Good night. 

 

 

Scene 2 

 

Mayra’s rehearsal studio. Mike shows Mayra how to do a performance exercise, which consists 

of putting her in different positions in order to free the movement of her limbs. These could be 

pressing down her legs, arms or chest in awkward positions, dragging her body from the legs, 

etc.  

 

MIKE: Don’t be stiff. Relax. 

 

MAYRA: I’m not that flexible. I’ve got sinews apart from bones! 

 

MIKE: You’re going to have to do a lot better than that, if you want to do the intensive 

Terzopoulos course. 

 

MAYRA: How long is it? 

 

MIKE: About a month. 

 

MAYRA: Oh, God! 

 

MIKE: They get to rest on weekends. 

 

MAYRA: Are they allowed to sleep? In hard labour camps they are, I think. [He grabs her legs, 

and starts dragging and swinging her along the floor.] What are you doing?! 
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MIKE: It’s part of the exercise. Your body must be moulded into a new material. You’ve got to 

unleash the solar plexus energy.  

 

MAYRA: I’ll do yoga. I promise.  

 

MIKE: And you’re also going to have to lose some weight.  

 

MAYRA: It doesn’t say that in the course leaflet. 

 

MIKE: [stops the exercise] It goes without saying, Mayra. Fat obstructs the body movement. 

They will probably reject you if you’re not physically disciplined. 

 

MAYRA: Have you seen Benny Hill move? You’ll be amazed. 

 

MIKE: Benny Hill was a comedian, not a physical theatre practitioner. Anyway, that’s pretty 

much it. You got a rough idea. 

 

MAYRA: It was rough, yes. 

 

MIKE: What time is it? Quarter to four. Your students should be arriving soon. [He prepares to 

leave.] 

 

MAYRA: Won’t you stay for the class? 

 

MIKE: Not this time.  

 

MAYRA: Why? I want you to show them what you just did with me. 
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MIKE: I can’t show them a thing I don’t know well. I’m not fully trained for this. These were a 

few things I remember from taking part in the course for a couple of days. I didn’t actually 

complete it.  

 

MAYRA: Fair enough. How about showing them those vocal exercises? Those that make your 

voice unrecognisable without damaging it. 

 

MIKE: We’ve programmed those for Monday, haven’t we?  

 

MAYRA: Ok, it’s fine if you don’t want to work. But you could stay during the class, as an 

observer. Or for a drink, afterwards. 

 

MIKE: I thought you don’t want people staying after the classes. I mean, you leave straight 

away after work, most of the times. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, it’s true, I usually don’t like hanging around, talking nonsense with a glass of 

whiskey in hand, in some bar.  

 

MIKE: Yes, this doesn’t sound like your idea of socialising. But? 

 

MAYRA: But… Oh, you’re terrible! Stay if you like. If not, go. I’m just being polite. 

 

MIKE: [laughs] No, don’t be polite. You’re much more interesting when you’re as honestly 

rude as you can be.  

 

MAYRA: Yes, being straightforward involves a fair amount of rudeness. It’s an art in itself. It 

takes long training, and a sort of selflessness which I have not managed to get. 

 

MIKE: I could stay forever, if you keep saying clever things like this. [They laugh.] 
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MAYRA: Talk sweet talk, and you forget home. I bow to the power of words, and to you, and I 

release you. You may go. 

 

MIKE: I can’t. I’m bound by words as if by a spell. I want to hear more. 

 

MAYRA: In your condition, you would only be released by a counter-spell, that is, a phrase 

which consists of the right words, namely “Goodbye and see you Monday”. [They laugh.] 

 

MIKE: Bye, Mayra. [He turns to leave.] 

 

MAYRA: Oh, Mike. 

 

MIKE: [without turning to face her] Yes. 

 

MAYRA: Do me a favour, will you? When you get back on Monday, tell me what happened 

with this girlfriend of yours. You left the story unfinished the other day. 

 

MIKE: [he turns to her] You mean Georgia?  

 

MAYRA: Yes, that’s the one. 

 

MIKE: I can tell you now. Why wait till Monday? 

 

MAYRA: It’s a long story I suppose.  

 

MIKE: No, it’s not. Nothing is a long story. Not even the Iliad. It can be told in a single phrase.  

 

MAYRA: Which is? 
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MIKE: Achilles quarrels with Agamemnon about the distribution of the spoils of war, Achilles 

departs, Patroclus dies in his stead, Achilles returns and takes revenge by killing Hector, and 

Troy mourns.  

 

MAYRA: I don’t mean the Iliad. 

 

MIKE: Of course you don’t. Who cares about epic stories anymore? 

 

MAYRA: True. We’ve got our own small tragedies to keep us busy.  

 

MIKE: Well, there’s no tragic streak in Georgia’s story. I’d rather describe it as a comical 

rivalry for a man’s heart.  

 

MAYRA: Don’t be nasty. These rivalries may not be as trivial as they seem. 

 

MIKE: I don’t disagree. But they have this air of triviality which doesn’t do them justice. I used 

to think emotional problems are not real problems. What are the real problems? When you’re 

broke. When you’re being kicked out of your house. When your loved ones die. When you end 

up in jail. Talk to a prisoner about emotional problems. He would laugh. But then, say to a 

woman in love about going to prison, to save the man she’s in love with. She wouldn’t laugh at 

all. She wouldn’t hesitate. She would go to prison. Being in love means she is in prison already. 

It looks ridiculous to everyone apart from her. They would all laugh. But not her. 

 

MAYRA: Do you think Georgia is seeing someone else? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Why would she do that? She’s in love with Andrew. 

 

MAYRA: To see if she can make him jealous. Or, to put it better, because she’s afraid Andrew 

might be thinking that he’s made a mistake when he blew our marriage apart. 
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ΜΙΚΕ: You don’t expect me to give you a full account of my girlfriend’s whereabouts. 

 

MAYRA: Your girlfriend? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: My ex girlfriend, in any case.  

 

MAYRA: No, you said “my girlfriend”. It wasn’t a slip of the tongue.  

 

ΜΙΚΕ: We were together for a few months, about five years ago. It was then that I discovered 

the basic mechanics of a relationship: money, communication, and sex. You need all three 

working in proper order, if you don’t want the relationship to fall apart. 

 

MAYRA: What went wrong in your case, then? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: What you should be asking is what went wrong in your case.  

 

MAYRA: Growing up together with a man is perhaps the worst thing you can do with him. 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Why? It’s the surest way to make him so accustomed to you, that he will always see you 

as a relative. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, but it’s also the surest way to turn yourself into an object. To him, you’re just 

there, like an old piece of furniture.  

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Shouldn’t you be discussing this with him, rather than with me? 

 

MAYRA: I have discussed it, over and over again. This is the basic mechanics of a relationship, 

in my opinion: repetition.  
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ΜΙΚΕ: Don’t expect to get Andrew back, if you keep believing this. 

 

MAYRA: Are you seeing Georgia now? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: No, I’m not. Not that I didn’t try. But she doesn’t budge. Don’t expect that she’ll fall out 

of love with him and give him the slip. You’ve got to find another way. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, but what?! 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: I’m not a marriage counselor. What I say may sound like instructions sometimes, but if 

you act on them and things don’t work out, don’t come asking for your money back. 

 

MAYRA: What would you do if you were me? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Think, display and wait. That’s what I would do. Think what he needs, what he lacks 

and what you’ve got to give. Then make sure that you show it to him. Organise a real-life 

demonstration of what is on offer: reliability, passion, faithfulness, balance, anything. And then 

wait.  

 

MAYRA: What nonsense! I don’t play games with the man I love. I don’t organise his 

seduction. He either wants me, or else he doesn’t. 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Then your only choice left is the despicable one. 

 

MAYRA: Which is? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: The child. 

 

MAYRA: [outraged] Ahhhh!   
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ΜΙΚΕ: But you wouldn’t do that, would you? To use the child to make him come back. Or you 

tried and it didn’t work? 

 

MAYRA: It’s not your business! 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: But you’re making it my business. I already know more of what you think about 

Andrew, than Andrew himself. 

 

MAYRA: I want you to leave now. 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Not before I make you an offer you won’t be able to reject. 

 

MAYRA: Save it for another time.  

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Tomorrow, at 6 pm, Georgia’s living room will be empty. She will tell Andrew that 

she’ll visit some friend at the hospital. In reality, she’ll be in the storeroom, right next to the 

living room, waiting for you and Andrew to arrive. She will want to hear the truth about you and 

him. Will you give it to her? 

 

MAYRA: Wait a second. How do you know all this? 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Do you think I’m imagining it? 

 

MAYRA: I don’t like it. It’s too complicated. I don’t even know if you’re telling the truth.  

 

ΜΙΚΕ: I wouldn’t have been able to think of such an outrageous lie. 

 

MAYRA: What is this? Some kind of a bad joke? I’m not going to be involved in such an idiotic 

situation. Eavesdropping from the next room! What nonsense! 
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ΜΙΚΕ: Nonsense! Of course not. Eavesdropping is an age-long habit. It can be considered part 

of our tradition. Count how many times it is used in Shakespeare.  

 

MAYRA: Don’t give me this bullshit! 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: Will you be there? Six o’clock. 

 

MAYRA: I’m totally appalled by the suggestion! 

 

ΜΙΚΕ: You know the address, I suppose. Ring the bell. If no one answers, don’t go. Wait for 

Andrew. 

 

MAYRA: You must be ashamed of yourself. 

 

MIKE: Make sure you tell Andrew exactly what he needs to know. That Georgia and I are going 

to arrive at her place at around six o’clock, and that she will lie about going to the hospital. You 

will know that me and Georgia will be in the storeroom, listening, but he won’t know it. This 

way, Georgia will hear what we both want her to hear. That the relationship between you and 

Andrew is not over. Will you be there? [Pause] Will you be there? 

 
MAYRA: I will. 
 
 
 
Scene 3 

 

Georgia’s living room. Sound of keys and front door opening. Andrew enters. He looks around. 

 

ANDREW: Georgia! George! 
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He exits. Sound of opening and closing doors. Silence. Andrew enters. He approaches the wall 

behind which is the storeroom. He listens, paces. The doorbell rings. Andrew exits. 

 

ANDREW: [off] She’s not in. 

 

MAYRA: [off] Are you sure? 

 

ANDREW: [off] Yes, come in.  

 

Andrew and Mayra enter. 

 

MAYRA: Mike told me that… [Andrew gestures to her to stay silent. He points to the wall of 

the storeroom, mouthing something without speaking.] What? [Andrew points to the wall again. 

He takes a piece of paper and a pen, he writes something on it and shows it to Mayra. The 

phrase “Someone’s in the next room” appears surtitled.] How do you know … ?  

 

He shushes her. Mayra takes the pen and writes too. They gesture to each other that they must 

not be heard. As they continue talking, they sound unnatural at first, and then more relaxed. 

They’re constantly conscious that they exaggerate their talk, and they keep looking towards the 

storeroom.  

 

ANDREW: Do have something to drink, Mayra. 

 

MAYRA: I’m not here to drink.  

 

ANDREW: You must be thirsty. 

 

MAYRA: I am thirsty. But I’m used to doing without things that I really want. 
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ANDREW: You don’t have to torture yourself unnecessarily. 

 

MAYRA: It’s a survival method. Not much of a torture. I just exercise in not getting directly 

what I want. I don’t think I’d be able to get through life without it. 

 

ANDREW: Tell me about Mike. 

 

MAYRA: You want to know about Mike now? [Looks at him curiously, as if she’s not sure if 

she ought to keep talking. He affirms that they can speak about it.] 

 

ANDREW: I do. What’s he like? 

 

MAYRA: He’s a drifter. A gifted individual, bright, a solution finder, intellectually impressive, 

and sensitive to other people’s needs, but a drifter. He’s incapable of staying with a person or 

idea long enough to develop a bond with it. 

 

ANDREW: I would describe Georgia in pretty much the same words. 

 

MAYRA: Oh, would you? How did she develop a bond with you then? 

 

ANDREW: [towards to wall] Did she? I’m not so sure. 

 

MAYRA: Yes, I haven’t heard of people with real bonds who cheat on each other. 

 

ANDREW: [he breaks off] What exactly did Mike tell you, about tonight? 

 

MAYRA: Well, it’s what I already told you. That he and Georgia were going to be here, six 

o’clock, and that she lied that she was going to go to the hospital. 
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ANDREW: Why won’t they go someplace else?  

 

MAYRA: He said they’ve been to other places before, but other places are not always available. 

She trusts you’re at your rehearsal at the moment. What time is it? 

 

ANDREW: Half past five. 

 

MAYRA: Shall we get ourselves to a hiding place now?  

 

ANDREW: It’s early, isn’t it?  

 

MAYRA: Yes, but they might arrive earlier. You never know. What hiding places are there? 

 

They argue mouthing silently. They write what they want to say on paper, and show it to each 

other. Their dialogue is surtitled: “ANDREW: We can’t hide in the storeroom!, MAYRA: Mike 

expects that we will. He told me about the storeroom!, ANDREW: I’ll change the subject, 

MAYRA: Ok!” 

 

ANDREW: You know what, Mayra? I think… 

 

MAYRA: Yes? 

 

ANDREW: I think the best thing is not to hide at all. 

 

MAYRA: But… but why? I mean, what do we do when they come in? Exchange polite 

greetings? 

 

ANDREW: Don’t you think it’s a childish thing to do? Hiding and eavesdropping? I’d be 

terribly ashamed of myself if I did that, at my age.  
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MAYRA: Ok. I’ll describe the scene then. The door opens. Georgia and Mike walk in. Perhaps 

holding each other, perhaps kissing, or already undressing. They come in the living room, and 

stay frozen as soon as they see us staring at them. What do they do next? 

 

ANDREW: They mumble something unintelligible and get the fuck off. 

 

MAYRA: Exactly. 

 

ANDREW: Isn’t that enough? 

 

MAYRA: I’m afraid not. Unfortunately, you can’t get people to say what they really have in 

their minds, unless they think they’re safely out of other people’s earshot. 

 

ANDREW: I’m not going to hide. 

 

MAYRA: Why are you here then?  

 

ANDREW: I don’t know, Mayra. I think I’ve had enough of all the wondering and worrying 

about what Georgia does, or thinks or wants or doesn’t want.  

 

MAYRA: Andrew... 

 

He writes and shows it to her, surtitled: “ANDREW: I’ll say I kissed you now. MAYRA: Ok!” 

 

MAYRA: Why did you have to do this, Andrew? 

 

ANDREW: I don’t know. It just came natural to just… just kiss you Mayra. 

 

ANDREW: Can you do me a favour? I’d rather sleep at your place tonight. Is your couch free? 
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MAYRA: Joan would wonder why you sleep in the couch when she sees you. I can’t stand her 

questions. 

 

ANDREW: Shall we sleep in our bed then? 

 

MAYRA: Did you say ‘our bed’? 

 

ANDREW: Well, we bought it with this intention in mind. To serve as our bed. 

 

MAYRA: You make it sound all so natural. Why would I trust that this isn’t just another one of 

your ‘crises of conscience’? 

 

Sound of struggle from off. 

 

GEORGIA: [off] Get out of my way! Where’s the key? 

 

MIKE: [off] It’s on the door! 

 

GEORGIA: [off] Don’t touch me! And don’t come after me! 

 

ANDREW: Who’s there? Georgia?!  [Andrew exits.] 

 

GEORGIA: [off] Leave me alone! I don’t want to see anyone!  

 

ANDREW: [off] George! Don’t you leave the house! Come back here at once! 

 

GEORGIA: [off] How dare you, Andrew Loman! 

 

Confused sounds of arguing and screaming. Sound of front door opening/closing. 
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ANDREW: [off] Georgia! Don’t go! 

 

Mike enters. 

 

MIKE: They’re gone. I would congratulate you on the excellent performance, but you’re 

cheating. 

 

MAYRA: Me? Cheating? 

 

MIKE: He asked you to pretend the whole conversation, didn’t he? 

 

MAYRA: Of course he didn’t. It was all true. 

 

MIKE: He asked you to pretend, but you weren’t pretending. For you it was all true. But not for 

him. 

 

MAYRA: It was true for both of us! 

 

MIKE: How did he know Georgia was listening? 

 

MAYRA: I don’t know. He must have guessed. He told me when I got in.  

 

MIKE: Did he really kiss you? I bet he didn’t even touch you. But today was your chance to 

demonstrate to him your advantages. That he needn’t be worried with bouts of hysteria over 

infidelities if he comes back to you. 

 

MAΥRA: Andrew’s had enough of her jealousy. He never puts up with scenes like that. He 

wants his peace of mind. 
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MIKE: Yes, but he’s out running after her right now. 

 

MAYRA: He’ll come back! He won’t find her! 

 

Andrew enters, disappointed. 

 

ANDREW: She’s gone. I couldn’t tell which way she went. 

 

MIKE: Did you try her phone? 

 

ANDREW: I did. It’s switched off.  

 

MIKE: I’m Mike, by the way. And I’m not having an affair with Georgia. At least not just yet. 

But I must say that I do envy you for stirring up in her the wild passion we just witnessed.  

 

ANDREW: [to Mike] Will you talk to her if you find her? Please tell her I’ll meet her anywhere 

she wants. I need to talk to her in person. I need to explain. 

 

MIKE: What shall I tell her exactly? 

 

ANDREW: Tell her… Tell her that I didn’t mean any of the things she heard here tonight. I… I 

never meant, I mean, I knew, or rather I guessed she was listening, I wasn’t quite sure of course, 

but I took my chances, and now, as Mayra says, we’re all bogged down, and... Or rather, don’t 

tell her that. No, don’t tell her any of these things I just said. Only one thing. Tell her I love her. 

Yes, tell her only that. But I can’t be certain that love only is enough anymore. I’m not certain at 

all. 
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Scene 4 

 

Mike in the cafe, as in the end of Act One. Georgia and Andrew enter, arguing. Mayra enters 

following.  

 

ANDREW: I didn’t ignore you. I looked all over the place for you! 

 

GEORGIA: Oh, did you? Where? 

 

ANDREW: I asked all your friends. Then I went to the usual places, theatres, bars, parks, etc. 

Then I thought of calling hospitals, but I didn’t. Then I gave up. 

 

GEORGIA: You should’ve tried harder. You missed the obvious place. Mike’s! 

 

ANDREW: I thought about it, but I didn’t know where he lived. 

 

GEORGIA: Didn’t you ask Mayra? 

 

ANDREW: I did. She wouldn’t tell me. 

 

MAYRA: Mike doesn’t want his colleagues to pass around his personal details. 

 

MIKE: I never told Mayra to withhold this information. 

 

GEORGIA: [to Andrew] Ok. Let’s do something else. Let’s say the past two weeks haven’t 

occurred.  

 

ANDREW: But they have occured! And I want to know exactly what went on in your life 

during this time! 
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GEORGIA: Now, look at me. Concentrate. Let’s say we’re at my place, two weeks ago. I come 

out of the storeroom, and instead of rushing out of the apartment in fury, I join you and Mayra in 

the living room. What would you say to me? 

 

ANDREW: What the hell were you doing in there with that guy? That’s the first thing I would 

want to know. 

 

MIKE: I only wanted to help. 

 

GEORGIA: [to Mike] Will you kindly get the fuck off? This is between me and him. 

 

ANDREW: No, let him stay. I want to hear what he’s got to say. 

 

GEORGIA: Fine. But if Mike stays, Mayra stays too. By the way, what were you two doing just 

now, accidentally crossing Union Street? Were you passing by? 

 

ANDREW: I just finished with the costume maker. Mayra was on her way to the National. 

 

GEORGIA: Was she? 

 

MAYRA: He’s telling the truth. 

 

GEORGIA: Oh, the costumes for King Lear, yes. How could’ve I forgotten? I’m sure you’ll 

make a splendid Earl of Gloucester. Did they make a proper blindfold for you?  

 

ANDREW: Perfect. 

 

GEORGIA: Good. You’re going to need it when I pluck your eyes out! 
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ANDREW: Go ahead. Do it! 

 

GEORGIA: You were in my living room with her, kissing her and telling her you want to sleep 

with her! 

 

ANDREW: And you never stopped to think that perhaps what your ears confirm, your eyes 

might disprove. 

 

GEORGIA: What are you on about? I heard you! 

 

MIKE: He only says that appearances may deceive. 

 

GEORGIA: [to Mike] What are you doing, all of a sudden? Helping him to talk me into taking 

him back?  

 

MAYRA: Mike, don’t…  

 

GEORGIA: Don’t what? 

 

MIKE: It’s no use, Mayra. She will know eventually. The sooner the better. 

 

GEORGIA: What is it?! 

 

MIKE: Andrew knew we were eavesdropping. Mayra thought she could win Andrew back by 

letting you hear that he had regretted leaving their marriage. And I thought I could win you by 

getting you out of Andrew’s way, at least for a while. 

 

GEORGIA: You knew I was there?! 
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ANDREW: I guessed it when I found the storeroom door locked. 

 

GEORGIA: And didn’t you two… [Indicates Mayra and Andrew.] 

 

ANDREW: What? Kiss? No! 

 

MAYRA: [to Andrew] You did kiss me. 

 

ANDREW: Not right there. 

 

GEORGIA: Did he or did he not?! 

 

ANDREW: Not while you were listening, Georgia. It happened later, after you’d gone. You 

shouldn’t have gone. You know how it is with Mayra.  

 

GEORGIA: No, I don’t know ‘how it is with Mayra’.  

 

ANDREW: Mayra’s family.  

 

GEORGIA: Family! 

 

ANDREW: Yes, family. It’s pure habit. You first do it, and after a bit you realise you’re doing 

it. 

 

MIKE: Come, George. Don’t say you don’t know what he means. Didn’t you do the same with 

me? It is habit. 

 

GEORGIA: Shut up, Mike!  
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ANDREW: No, Mike don’t shut up. Speak! 

GEORGIA: [to Andrew] Leave Mike alone. You told her you wanted to sleep with her. 

 

ANDREW: I didn’t sleep with her. I said it because I was almost sure you were listening.  

 

GEORGIA: Mayra? 

 

MAYRA: Andrew asked me to play-act. 

 

ANDREW: Did I sleep with you, Mayra? … Mayra! 

 

MAYRA: We’ve been sleeping together for the past twenty years. 

 

ANDREW: When was the last time? Come, Mayra, say it! 

 

MAYRΑ: Alright. It was three years ago. No, one month ago. No, no, actually, it was a few days 

ago. In fact, I could say anything. Anything that suits me. What do you want to me to say? 

 

ANDREW: I can’t interfere with your right to free expression.  

 

MAYRA: [reluctantly] Two years ago was the last time with Andrew. Since then, he kissed me 

once, when he came home that day [to Georgia] after you disappeared. That’s all. 

 

Pause 

 

GEORGIA: I’m sorry. 

 

ANDREW: You what? I’m telling you Mayra and I didn’t do anything that day. Or any other 

day, for that matter. And you’re sorry? 
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GEORGIA: I’m sorry I caused all this trouble to you. If it wasn’t for me, none of you would’ve 

been involved in this… this farce. 

 

MAYRA: I can hardly say that you created it all yourself. 

 

ANDREW: I wanted to show you how foolish it is to be constantly jealous. You end up 

believing what you want to believe. 

 

GEORGIA: And I wanted to know what’s going on in your head, Andrew. I can’t keep 

guessing. You’re not giving me clear answers. What is the truth? 

 

ANDREW: There might not be one truth only. 

 

GEORGIA: [impatient] Ahhhh! 

 

ANDREW: Yes, Georgia. There is not one truth only. Your truth says ‘I love, unconditionally, 

endlessly, and with invincible force. It’s a love that is going to live forever.’ My truth says ‘I 

want real love. A love that is born, that lives, and that might at some point die’. I’m not saying it 

will die. I say it might. It just might. Because it’s not a monument, like your love. It’s a living 

thing. 

 

Mike and Mayra start retreating towards the back. By the end of the scene we cannot see them, 

or we can only see their silhouettes. 

 

GEORGIA: Do you… Do you remember that book I gave you?  

 

ANDREW: What book? 
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GEORGIA: The book I gave you when we first met. I mean, when I came to see you at the 

Almeida. 

 

ANDREW: Oh, you mean before we had started dating. Yes, you waited for me about half an 

hour after the show, and you did give me something. I remember dropping the bag you had put it 

in. 

 

GEORGIA: You remember the bag, but not the book, do you? 

 

ANDREW: Well, yes. You said “Hey, you dropped the bag. I paid 5p for it.” And I picked it up, 

thinking I couldn’t care less for the bag. 

 

GEORGIA: But you don’t remember the book. 

 

ANDREW: It was some play, wasn’t it? 

 

GEORGIA: It was David Hare’s Skylight. 

 

ANDREW: Oh, yes. 

 

GEORGIA: ‘Oh, yes’. I bet you didn’t even leaf through it. 

 

ANDREW: I don’t read plays about 30/40/50 somethings, urbanites with emotional problems. 

 

GEORGIA: This isn’t a play about urbanites with emotional problems. It goes a lot deeper. 

 

ANDREW: I’m sure it does. 
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GEORGIA: I read about half the book before I gave it to you. As I was reading, I liked some of 

the lines. And I highlighted some of them.  

 

ANDREW: You did? 

 

GEORGIA: Turn to page thirty-four. There’s this line I circled. I didn’t just highlight it. I 

circled it as clearly as I could, hoping that you would notice it. But you didn’t.  

 

ANDREW: What does it say? 

 

GEORGIA: Find the book. Read the line. Think it over. Make some effort. And then decide if 

you want to see me again.  

 

ANDREW: Tell me what the line says. 

 

GEORGIA: It says… It’s when the woman says to the man: “You were the person I fell in love 

with. And as it happened, you arrived with a wife.”  

 

ANDREW: Well, even if I had noticed the line was highlighted, I wouldn’t have guessed you 

had done it on purpose. 

 

GEORGIA: [laughs] No, you wouldn’t. Your mind works one-way. When you want to say 

something, you say it, you don’t imply. And I’m going to have to learn how to love you about it.  

 

Andrew laughs. He hugs Georgia. She’s reluctant at first but then relaxes. They sit at the table. 

They chat and behave familiarly, with an additional feeling that they have just started 

discovering each other again. 

 

Curtain. 
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