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SHADOWS
by Claire Jones

(Theplay beginsin darkness. Asthe lights comeup slowly, we seeDEBBIE, lying
on a bed,tossinga little. Thereis a burst of Bachorgan music. JOScomes
in slowly and standsby the bed,with a papercup. DEBBIE wakesup slowly.
She feels ill .... she also has to blow her nose a lot).

Jos: Debbie (Pause).Debbie. Come on Debbie! Wake up please.
(Pause).

Debbie: Mum .... mmm?

Jos: Wake up.

Debbie: | feel awful ....

Jos: I'm not surprised. | brought you some tea.

Debbie: .... Dreaming ....

Jos: No you're not. | haven't all day to stand here ....

Debbie: (Focusing). Who are you?

Jos: You know who | am.

Debbie: No I don't.

Jos: Anyway, it's not important. Just think and you'll remember.

Debbie: Who are you? What do you want?

Jos: Nothing, except perhaps just a short talk.

Debbie: What about?

Jos: Oh come on, you know that.

Debbie: NO | DON'T.

Jos: Don't get hysterical, it won't help.

Debbie: Oh, God, what is all this? Where am I?

Jos: Somewhere safe.

Debbie: Look .... | don'tknow .... pleasego away .... leaveme alone.... | don't
know who you are .... go away .... let me think ....

Jos: Thesooneryou talk to me, the sooneryou cango backto sleep. Thenyou'll
feel better, Debbie.

Debbie: How do you know my name?I've neverseenyou before. I've neverbeen
in this room before ....

Jos: Your mother will be getting worried. Especially since your father went away.

Debbie: How do you know that?

Jos: Well, shewas expectingyou to go round for your money,wasn'tshe? It's

1



unusualfor herto seeyou, theway you feel abouteachother,isn'tit? You've
hardly spoken for six months ....

Debbie: STOP IT! (Pause). Juststopit! | can'tstandthis. You're frightening
me.

(They stare at each other).

Debbie: Please let me go home. I'm frightened. | won't say anything about this ....

Jos: | think you will, butit's unimportant. Therearen'tmanypeoplewho'dbelieve
you.

Debbie: I'll tell Derek. My boyfriend. He'll help me.

Jos: Oh, for heaven's sake! Must we have those childish stories all over again?

Debbie: What do you mean?

Jos: You know what| mean. You're trying my patience with thosestupid lies.
Here - have your tea.

Debbie: No.

Jos: Go on. Do as you're told.

(DEBBIE throws the tea back at her. Pause).

Jos: You're going to be sorry you did that. | can make you sorry. And | will.

Debbie: I'll go to the police ....

Jos: Do. Theywon'tbelieveyou. They'll check. Theydo, you know. They'll find
out about the clinic. And your reputation.

Debbie: That was a long time ago.

Jos: Oh, | don't think that'll matter.

Debbie: I'll makethemlisten. You're keepingme hereagainstmy will, andthat's
against the law. My boyfriend ....
Jos: Fiction.

Debbie: Whatdo you mean? (No answer). Oh God,let mego! (Shestartsto cry
hysterically).
Jos: Shut up!

(SheslapsDEBBIE'Sface. Thereis a knockat the door, and shegoesto answer,
and talk to someone out of sight. DEBBIE rolls over to cry into her pillow).

Jos: No .... notroublereally .... | think everything'ssafe. Give us a minute,and
havethe car ready. Thankyou. (Pause) Yes, | think it's wise. For the
minute. Give her enoughrope. (She goesback and shakesDEBBIE'S
shoulder). All right. Getup! (Drags DEBBIEto her feet). You'regoingfor
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aride, and after that .... it's up to you.

Debbie: Please - I'm so scared.

Jos: Cut it out.

Debbie: | want to go home.

Jos: Are you deafaswell asstupid? You'regoing. We'll just put this on first. A
bit of insurance, yes?

(Sheputsthe blanketover DEBBIE'Shead. Thelights dim. Music. Thenthe sound
of a car stopping).

Man's voice: You all right, love? Here,you'll do yourselfa mischief,wandering
alongtheroadlike that. What'sthe matter? Comeon, don'tcry - hopin, and
tell me all about it.

(Scene changes to the living room of DEBBIE'S mother, LOUISE).

Louise: You'd better sit down.

Debbie: Thanks.

Louise: I've been very worried.

Debbie: Have you?

Louise: Yes.

Debbie: Why?

Louise: Oh,for heaven'sake. You'refoundwanderingalongtheroadin tears,not
knowing what day it is or whereyou've beenfor 24 hours.... of coursel'm

worried.
Debbie: Perhaps I've achieved something then.
Louise: When the police phoned .... | thought it was your father at first ....
Debbie: Why?
Louise: (Defensive).No reason .... | just thought ....

Debbie: Obviously he comes first.

Louise: Are you all right?

Debbie: OK.

Louise: | remembered the time before .... the clinic ....

Debbie: Why does everyone keep reminding me? That's all over.

Louise: Calm down.

Debbie: That'sall you eversay....calmdown. Be cool. You justdon'tunderstand,
do you?

Louise: Debbie - | neverseeyou.... | thoughtyou didn'twant.... only whenthey
phoned, | thought you might be ill .... that | could help ....

Debbie: I'm going. Back to Derek. He's the only one | can rely on these days.
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Louise: Look.

Debbie: What?

Louise: I've beenmeaningto haveatalk to you. (Unhelpfulpause). Derek.... |
think it would be bestif you didn't seehim any more.... Your fatherand|
think ....

Debbie: You don't even know him!

Louise: He doesn't seem to be a good influence on you.

Debbie: Oh, I getit! You neverhaveliked my sharinga flat with him, haveyou?

Think all sortsof thingsgo on.... well, I'll tell you again,andperhapsyou'll
understand|T'S NOT LIKE THAT! We'refriends! We like eachother!
And that's it!

Louise: He doesn't seem to be a good influence on you.

Debbie: | have more life with him than | get anywhere else.

Louise: (Helplessly). | justdon'tthink he'sgoodfor you. I'm askingyou to think
about it.

Debbie: And I'm telling youno! You sit there,smuglytelling mewhatto do with
my life, and not listening to a word | say .... making all sorts of rotten
suggestiongabouta perfectlyinnocentfriendship,whenl've just hadan awful
experiencewhen I'm still shaking.... and you can't be botheredto discuss
that!

Louise: Debbie, I'm telling you ....

Debbie: Don't bother. I'm going.

(She storms out).
Louise: (To phone).Police please.

(Thelights fade. Shefacesfront, she speakddisjointedly,expressingher thoughts
aloud).

Louise: She'sa hystericalgirl .... | don't know what to do with her. Shetook
againstme very early. (Shegetsa drink). We weren'taffectionate.... got
marriedbecausef her.... resentedhat.... andherfathers'sawaysomuch....
Middle East.... this boy, she'sgot to be madeto forgethim .... gotto leada
normal life again.

(ALISON appears, watching her).

Louise: You can do something, can't you?
Alison: Oh, yes, | think so.



Louise: Shealwaysinventedpeopleto talk to, asa child. Therewas a school
friend .... we heardeverythingabouther .... but we found out therewas no
such person. She doesn't know when she's lying.

Alison: It's not unusual. We can take care of it.

Louise: Yes.

Alison: Complete care, that's the best thing.

Louise: Yes.

(Lights dim).

DEBBIE'SFLAT. Litteredwith old carrier bagsand newspapers.A chair with its
back to the audience. DEBBIE heard calling.

Debbie: Derek! I'm back! Oh, it's beenawful .... I've got to tell you .... (She
stops). Whereareyou? Oh no, he'snot goneout! Derek! (Shelooksat the
room). Oh God,we'vebeenburgled! Derek.... areyou hurt? (Shehuntsfor
him). Whereareall his things? There'ssomeof minehere.... but.... (Sitson
floor). He'smovedout? Oh, no, he'd neverdo that. Not without saying.
(She takes another turn round the room, frightened). WHERE ARE
youn?

(Suddenlythe chair with its back to the audienceturns, revealing OLIVIA - a
grubby Bag-lady, sitting with rubbish overflowing from her lap. DEBBIE
screams).

Olivia: Don't do that, you made me jump dear.

[N.B. - Thetextgivesthe importantgist of what OLIVIA says, but mostof the time shelapsesinto
unintelligible gabble, indicatedwith the word "Gabble" - or the actressmayimprovisethis as
she pleases].

Debbie: Who are you?

Olivia: I live here.

Debbie: Don't be ridiculous. This is my boyfriend's flat.

Olivia: Oh no.

Debbie: Don'tbesilly, of courseit is. Justgo now, andl won't sayanythingabout
the mess you've made.



Olivia: I've aright to put whatever | want in my place.

Debbie: Look, I don'twantto getyou into trouble.... justtell mewhatyou'vedone
with his things, and then you can go.

Olivia: Therearen'tanythingsherebut mine. That'swhatit waswhenl movedin.
Just bare boards, and walls and floors and windows and ....

Debbie: Don't be silly.

Olivia: I'm not silly. I'm not mad.... I'm important,| am, and | don'tlike my
importantrestto be interrupted.... (Gabble,which grows louder and more
aggressive).

Debbie: Please .... do be quiet.

Olivia: Beenwatchingthis placefor weeksitill the cold weathercameandthenl
could get in. 1like a bit of warm.

Debbie: SeveralWweeks...look, there'sbeena mistake. Listen,| washerelastnight
.... (Pause).l think it was last night .... or the day before .... but ....

Olivia: See, you don't know. Thinks she's clevgabble).

Debbie: Butl WAS .... REALLY | was. And it wasn'tempty. My boyfriendwas
here. It's his flat.

Olivia: Don't belongto no-one.... bareboards. Looked throughthe window ....
bare boards .... no young men, only me ....

Debbie: Theremustbe someof his things.... perhapghat'll convinceyou. (She
searches).

Olivia: Canlook all you like. Nice here.... got me otherplace.... no bareboards
there.... butI'd ratherbe here.... won'thavemenhere.... nastyloud things....
(Gabble).

Debbie: | can'tfind anything. There'sgot to be. Oh, wait .... what aboutthe
papers.We keptthemtogether.... in acase.... birth certificates passports...
Heretheyare! (Looksfeverishlythroughthem). Herearemine.... buthisare
gone! We alwayskept them here! (Shelooks again). He wouldn't have
takenthem,therewasn'tanyreason... andtherentbook, we alwayskeptit in
here in case we lost it ....

Olivia: Never was there in the first place.

Debbie: It was!! Of course it was! Oh, this is stupid, I'm going to ring the police.

Olivia: The phonedidn'twork. | wantedto ring [any topical character] andtell him
[or helj to emigrate, but the phone didn't work.

Debbie: Then I'll go to the police station.

Olivia: Oh,theyknow methere. | oftengotherefor a sit-downin thewarm.... but
it won't bring your man back .... if he was ever here ....

Debbie: Hewashere. We werehappy. Well ....1 was. He wastired .... quiet. But
he didn't look like he was going to leave ....



(And DEREKappearssitting in a chair, staringinto space. DEBBIE fetcheshim a
can of beer, and coffee for herself).

Debbie: What's the matter?

Derek: Why do you always ask that? Who says there's anything the matter?

Debbie: You're so quiet.

Derek: I'm tired. I've been working hard all day.

Debbie: Doing what?

Derek: Cut that out!

Debbie: Derek!

Derek: Well, stop moaning.

Debbie: Whatis the matterwith you? (Pause).Look, arewe goingto haveafun
evening, just sitting here?

Derek: Do you want to go out?

Debbie: | want to talk.

Derek: You alwayswantto talk. If that'syourideaof a'fun' evening,talking all
night.

Debbie: Please tell me .... let me help.

Derek: What?

Debbie: There'ssomethinghematter.... it upsetameto seeyoullike this.... | really
care a lot about you ....

Derek: Yes .... I'm sorry. I've been in a rotten mood all day.

Debbie: Why?

Derek: | don't know why. Thanks for putting up with me.

Debbie: If there was something, you'd tell me?

Derek: If there was.

Debbie: Let's leave it then. Hungry?

Derek: So-so.

Debbie: Well | am. Shall | get some fish and chips?

Derek: OK, that'd be nice.

Debbie: Got any money?

Derek: Sorry .... | forgot to go to the bank today.

Debbie: Oh, all right, I'll treat. Shan't be long.

Derek: See you.(She is on her way outPebs ....

Debbie: Yeah?

Derek: Nothing ....

(The lights dim. DEBBIE turns to OLIVIA)

Debbie: You see - he was there. Where is he now? Tell me.
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(It's nouse. OLIVIA takesa bottle of stoutout of a bag andlapsesinto meaningless
gabble).

Debbie: Look .... speak to me .... tell me something.
(No response).

Debbie: All right, I'll go to the police. They'll sort this out. They'll have to ....
Olivia: See you there, ducky ....
(Sings). We'll meet again, don't know where, don't know when ....

(Lights dim).

Debbie: (Heard in the dark).Where is he?
Alison: Debbie? Detective Sergeant Winters. Would you like to come in?

(TheypassOLIVIA, who grabs DEBBIE by the skirt, gabbling. ALISONignores
her and indicates a chair by a desk).

Alison: Do sit down. How can we help you? What's the problem?

Debbie: | thoughtyou knew. My mothertold you .... (Pause). It's everything
really....my mum....dad.... boyfriend.... wakingup in strangeplaces.... not
knowing ....

Alison: Have you seen a doctor?

Debbie: It wouldn't do any good.

Alison: | see. So you've got problems at home?

Debbie: No one listens. My mum acts strange. She hatesme. She knows
somethingshewon'ttell me.... | needto know. Thenthere'sDerek. | can't
find him. He'svanished. Gonemissing. | wantto reporthim asa missing
person. Help me find him.

(Pause).

Alison: Could you tell some more about your mother?

Debbie: We usedto get on well, but everything'sbroken down. We don't
communicateiny more,andwe don'thearfrom Dad,andshewon'ttalk about
.... listen, what about Derek?



Alison: All in good time.
Debbie: Why aren't you taking any notes?

(During the last lines, JOS approacheghe desk,sheknocks. OLIVIA gabblesat
her, but JOS ignores it).

Alison: Come in.

Jos: Hello, I've just come to collect Debbie. Can | take her now?
Debbie: No .... go away ....

Alison: Right Debbie, I'll probably see you again, sometime.
Debbie: What about ....

Alison: I'm sure that'll sort itself out.

Jos: Come on Debbie. Car's waiting.

(They go out of the Office Area. OLIVIA begins to gabble again).

Olivia: (In the middleof her spouting). You will takecareof yourselfdear,you'll
forget all about it, won't you .(Gabble).

(JOS and DEBBIE go out. ALISON comes to look at OLIVIA).
Alison: (Nastily). Watch it, ducky. You're pushing your luck.

(LOUISEs walking along with a bag of shopping. DEBBIE leansagainsta wall
watching her).

Louise: Debbie! What's happened?

Debbie: What do you care?

Louise: Have you been to the police?

Debbie: Yes, but you got there first, didn't you?
Louise: Come inside, we can't talk here.

Debbie: Yes, just think what the neighbours might say.

(They turn into the house area).

Debbie: All right, | wentto the police. | told them. Derek'sgonemissing. | was
frantic, but they didn't show any interest. She just avoided the subject.
Avoided me. What did you tell them?

Louise: Nothing that would hurt you.

Debbie: Well, you didn't succeed, did you. It was weird. As if Derek didn't exist.
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Louise: (Carefully). Perhaps it would be better if you imagined he didn't exist.

Debbie: What?

Louise: Perhaps, if you just put him out of your mind.

Debbie: What's got into you?

Louise: You're making yourself so unhappy ....

Debbie: | know what it is. You're jealous.

Louise: No ....

Debbie: I've gotthisreally nice personin my life for thefirst time, andyou hateit.
Justbecauseyou and Dad aren'thappy any more, and he spendshis time
chattingup Arabs and chargingabouton planesand working flat out, and
hasn't got any time for us ....

Louise: Itisn'tthat ....

Debbie: And thenl movedaway,andyou hatedthat, becausgeoplemight talk.
Sowhat'syour preciousadvice? Justforgetall aboutit, andbe a goodlittle
girl. Derek was right. He'd got you all sized up.

Louise: In what way?

Debbie: Something he said.

Louise: How could he know anythingaboutme, exceptwhatyou tell him? We've
never met.

Debbie: Of courseyou've met him. The othernight. | sawhim coming out of
here, on my way to the bus stop.

Louise: That's not so.

Debbie: | did!

Louise: Debbie, you're mistaken. I've never met him.

Debbie: Mum, you have!

Louise: Calm down! Now .... what evening was this?

Debbie: Tuesday.... no, no,it wasWednesday.| remembebecause calledat the
dry-cleaner's and it was their early closing.

Louise: But it couldn'thave beerWWednesdayDebbie. That was the day your
fatherflew off from Heathrow,and| hadto take him to the airport. It took
me all evening to get there and back because of the traffic.

Debbie: | don'tunderstand... (Sheturnsaway, fidgeting). I'm soconfused...I'm
sure | saw ....

Louise: Leave it. Leave it for now. You'll remember soon.

Debbie: What'shappeningo me?.... You'reall afterme. | don't.... youwon't....
Oh God, | can't stand it.

(LOUISE moves to her).
Debbie: No! Don't! Just go away - all of you ....
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(Sherushesout, LOUISEIs distressed.Shestartsafter her, stops,fidgetsroundthe
room, considersphoning,doesn’t,poursa drink. [This scenecan be improvisedby
the actress). Finally switches on the TV).

TV Voice: .... balanceof payments.... Massive security operationsare being
mountedfor the statevisit of the IsraeliPrimeMinister on Friday. He will be
metat Victoria Stationby membersf the Royal Family and Governmentijn
what is regardedas a goodwill mission,aimed at bringing Middle Eastern
problems into perspective ....

(Knockat the door. TV voicecontinues. LOUISE goesto answer. JOScomesin
quickly).

Jos: Going to ask me in?

Louise: (Without enthusiasm)All right.

Jos: Good. Now, what's been going on? You haven't been very careful.

Louise: What have | done?

Jos: Just about everything.

Louise: I'm sorry?

Jos: (Showing a paper)You left this where it could be found, didn't you?

Louise: Oh God, | didn't think.

Jos: Lucky | checked on you, wasn't it?

Louise: Look, can't you keep me out of it?

Jos: Oh no, we can't do that, you're too far in.

Louise: | haven't done anything.

Jos: You'vegotyour husbando considerhaven'tyou? And you'reputting his life
in jeopardy.

Louise: He's doing that himself.

Jos: You know what sort of thing you're facing. You do know.

Louise: (Tearful). Go away! Leave me and my family alone!

Jos: And | told you to avoid Debbie.

Louise: She's my daughter.

Jos: Oh, for God's sake - don't come the family act with me now.

Louise: How do you think | feel, doing what I'm doing?

Jos: (Shrugs). Beforewe startweepingon eachother'sshoulders|et'sgetdownto
why | really came. Little matter of some money.

Louise: What money? | haven't got any money.

Jos: | know different.

Louise: Money's my husband's business.

Jos: Probably. You don'tcommunicatenuchdo you? But you'vegot enoughfor
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what | want.

Louise: How much?

Jos: £5000.

Louise: You're joking ....

Jos: | think you'll find you haveit, if you look carefully. The alternativeis rather
unfortunate - |take it you want to keep your family? You do understand?

Louise: Yes. But you see,it doesn'tmatter. My family aren'there anymore.
They've already gongPause).| wish | knew where they've gone.

(Lights. Soundof organmusic. Weare nowin a Catholic Church. A youngPriest
movesabout, clearing up after a service. A youngwomanis seenin the
background]Jighting a candle. [She doeghis rather uncertainly]. DEBBIE
comesin, doesthe same. The two look at each other for a moment,then
DEBBIE turns away to meet the Priest. The woman remains in the
background for a while).

Robert (The Priest): Deborah. Is anything the matter?

Debbie: | cameto talk to you. I'm sorry,| haven'tbeento churchmuch,not since
it happened.

Robert: What happened?

Debbie: Please help me.

Robert: Let's sit down .... unless you want to go somewhere quiet ....

Debbie: No, I like it here.

Robert: Tell me then.

Debbie: I'm goingout of my mind. | mustbe. Total stranger&know all aboutme.
| wake up in strangerooms,with peoplewho know everything,and| don't
know anythingat all - wherel am.... what'shappening... thereyou are!
Does that sound sane to you?

Robert: It's not like you.

Debbie: Everything's gone wrong.

Robert: A room, you said? You woke up in a room? What happened before?

Debbie: | wasat my boyfriend's.... we weretalking .... andthenit's all a blank
after that, till | woke up. This soundsridiculous .... but it's true. Please
believe me.

Robert: Go on.

Debbie: | can't tell you much more.

Robert: Did you drink - or take - anything?

Debbie: No, you know I'm not like that.

12



Robert: You might not have beerawareof it. How did you feel whenyou woke
up?

Debbie: A bit sick. Almost....well, | hadtheseallergy shotsafew yearsago,and|
felt like | did then .... queasy .... my face swollen ....

Robert: It sounds as if you could have been given something.

Debbie: Then you do believe me?

Robert: I've known you long enoughto realiseyou don't makethingsup. Have
you told your parents?

Debbie: 1 tried to tell my mother.... but it wasodd .... asif shedidn't hearme.
Told me not to make things up. Then | went to the police.

Robert: That was a good idea..

Debbie: 1 told this policewoman.... but it wasso strange - shewasjust like my
mother, not interested. | was reporting a missing personatfter all, but she
didn't bat an eyelid.

Robert: Missing person?

Debbie: | didn'ttell you - it's all comingoutin thewrongorder. My boyfriend -
you'vemethim | think. Derek. He cameto churchwith me afew weeksago.
Well, he's vanished.

Robert: Where?

Debbie: | wastrying to tell this WPC,andthenit wasawful .... thewomancamein
.... theonewho wasin theroomwhen| woke up, andshetook me away - |
was too frightenedto resist. Shetook me outsideandtold me to keepmy
mouth shut.

Robert: And you don't know them?

Debbie: No | don't. But | don't like them.

Robert: All right, Debbie. Look - | can'tdo alot, but supposd go andseethis
policewoman for you. There must be an explanation.

Debbie: Would you?

Robert: Yes| coulddo that. Now - you look exhausted.You needsomefood
and sleep.

Debbie: You really believe me?

Robert: | think you needsomeondo take on theseproblemsfor you, till you feel
stronger. All right?

Debbie: Oh, thank you .... I'm not mad, am 1?

Robert: | don't think so. No, Debbie, you're not.

(ALISON appears sitting, at the other side. ROBERT goes to her).

Robert: Sergeant, this girl is one of my parishioners. Shecameto seeyou the
other day, and seems to have received some strange treatment ....
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Alison: | have Debbie's file here.

Robert: File? Why is it necessaryo keepafile ona 17 yearold who'scommitted
no crime?

Alison: Just routine .... ah yes, a rather disturbed young lady, | remember ....

Robert: What did she say?

Alison: It madevery little sense|'m afraid. It's partof the Policejob to listento ....
well, nutters we call them .... a nuisance value of what we do ....

Robert: | haveknown this girl andher family for quite along time. Shedoesn't
really strike me as a 'nutter'.

Alison: Oh, they don't always. But there it is.

Robert: So, what did you do for her?

Alison: Listened. That was all that was necessary.

Robert: Well, I've listened too, and I've gained a different impression from yours.

Alison: Well .... perhapsyou've got more time to spare. We are a very busy
station.

Robert: Why didn't you send for her parents then?

Alison: We did talk to the mother. She'dbeenin touchbefore - thegirl hadbeen
wanderingroundthe neighbourhoodtelling odd stories - thoughtshemight
cometo us - which of courseshedid, soyou see,we wereableto dealwith
it.

Robert: Shetold me aboutawomanwho camein while you weretalkingto her....
she was quite frightened by this person.

Alison: Thatwould be our youngpeople'svolunteerworker. She'sattachedo this
station. I'll haveaword - she'llbe upsetto think shescaredanyone. Canl
do anything else?

Robert: One more thing. What about Debbie'sboyfriend? She reportedhim
missing - you didn't give her any help on that.

Alison: Boyfriend? I'm sorry. | don't know anything about that.

Robert: She told me she reported it.

Alison: There's nothing here.

Robert: There must be.

Alison: No record. Another tall tale, perhaps?

Robert: He's been to church with her.

Alison: (Sharply). You've seen him?

Robert: Yes .... | think so.

Alison: You're not sure?

(ROBERT pauses, baffled).
Alison: Forgiveme,but - er - if thegirl wassitting nextto anyconvenientyoung
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man, she might make you believe it was this mythical boyfriend.

Robert: Mythical?

Alison: You see,we have somedoubtsaboutthe actual existenceof the young
man. (Again a pause).Look, this girl is wasting all our time with her
hysterics. | do appreciateyour concernbut | hopel've setyour mind at rest.
(She gets up purposefully).

Robert: (Doubtfully) Thank you ....

(He too rises, but before he can speak OLIVIA bursts in).

Olivia: (Amongother things). It's not right my girl, it's not right, it isn't right to
hold me here .... | know my rights and | want to go back, let me go ....

Alison: I'm busy.

Olivia: (SeeingROBERT). Oh! Oh! Blessme fatherfor | havesinned,it's two
years since my last confession ....

Robert: (Embarrassed).Yes .... this isn't really the time or the place ....

(OLIVIA gabbles on. ROBERT speaks to ALISON).
Robert: Thank you.
(He goes).

Olivia: (Spotting the file).Can | see that? Can I?

Alison: No you can't.

Olivia: Why not? Go on. Go on, please, please!

Alison: No! And you know why.

Robert: (By himselffacingoutward). Soyou see,| wentto the police andsawthe
Sergeant. Putting it bluntly, they think you madethe whole thing up .... |
don't know .... perhapsl should tell you to forget it all, but you're so
distressed.Go andseeyour doctor,try to pick up your life - we'll helpyou
.... (DEBBIE seen, with her back to hinou're not listening.

Debbie: No. (Pause). He is real. He smokestoo much. He hatescoffee. He
wears Denim aftershave. That's real, isn't it?

Robert: Debbie....

Debbie: Not? OK .... He oughtto wearhis glassesbut he'stoo proud. He reads
Science Fiction. Listens to really highbrow music. Bites his nalils ....

Robert: (Suddenly)His nails?

(During this, DEREK hasappearedon a differentpart of the stage. He sits - he
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appearsverytensebiting his nails. Robertstaresat him, thenmovesdownto
him. Church organ music).

Debbie: Of course he's real. Why are they trying to pretend he's not?
Robert: (To DEREK). Good evening.(DEREK nods).Can | help you at all?
Derek: No, | just came in. | wanted to think.

Robert: Oh. Well, I'll leaveyou to it. (He turns away, then back in spite of
himself). Please tell me to go away if you like .... but is anything the matter?

Derek: (Under his breath).Oh, I'm in such a mess.

Robert: I'm sorry. (Pause). It could help to talk to someone.

Derek: (Desperate).l can't. | can'ttalk to anyone. (Pause). They'reafterme,you
know.

Robert: (Reaction .... a nutter?)Yes, | see. Who?

Derek: Do you think I'm stupid? | can'ttell you. (ROBERTwaits. DEREKgoes
on, in spite of himself)'m frightened. All the codes ....

Robert: You're safe here. | won't tell anyone.

Derek: How do | know you're not with them? | can'ttrust anyoneanymore. |
can't. (His head goesdown. ROBERTregards him worried. DEREK
controls himself).I'm not drunk, you know.

Robert: | didn't think ....

Derek: I'm not paranoideither,thoughthe way I'm goingon, | don'texpectyou to
believe me. Where | come from there's a knife behind every corner.

Robert: | don't know what to do for you.

Derek: It isall true. Theyareclosingin. | don'tthink I've gotmuchlonger.... and
| sawyour church.... camehereonce.... themusicwasgood,Bach,| think ....
and | thought perhaps there would be some peace ....

Robert: You're not ill?

Derek: No, I'm OK.

Robert: Have you got money? A place to go?

Derek: That's not a problem. Thank you.

Robert: Look, | haveto go....if you couldjustwait here.... sit quietly ....we could
talk again later. I'll try to help. You're obviously distressed ....

Derek: No thanks. You've beengoodto listento me. (He getsup and moves
away). Thanks again.

(Goes out. ROBERT stares after him. The music stops).
Robert: | .... wonder ....
Debbie: Father?

Robert: But it could have beeranyone.... Quickly! Tell me abouthim! Basics.
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Where does he come from?

Debbie: Round here.

Robert: Parents? Family?

Debbie: Servicefamily. | think they'redeadnow. He lived abroadfor a while -
Saudi .... Dubai .... in that area, | think. He settled here when he left school.

Robert: What does he do?

Debbie: Computers .... freelance .... something like that.

Robert: Have you got a photo?

Debbie: No, he didn't like them.

Robert: | see. Listen.... | think you'retelling thetruth, andthere'snothingwrong
with you. And yes, | think Derek'sreal. | wish| knewmore. Whereareyou
going now?

Debbie: There isn't anywhere ....

Robert: There's a place in the convent guest house, if that's any help.

Debbie: Oh yes, thank you.

Robert: You know the way?

Debbie: Yes.

(She goes. The YOUNG WOMAN seen earlier emerges. She has been listening).

Woman: Father. (ROBERT turns)l think we'd better have a talk.

Robert: Yes. It'stime,isn'tit? (Sheis surprised). I'm nofool. I've gotinvolved
in something,and| needto know more. Pleasecomeinto the vestry. We
won't be overheard.

(Theygo aside,and we can seethemtalking. JOSand ALISONare on the other
side).

Jos: The body's been identified?

Alison: Yes,therewerea lot of injuries but | wasableto getit arranged. There's
nothing else to hold us up.

Jos: So we can dispose of it?

Alison: There'sno objectionfrom the coroner. They found a Masscard, so it'll
have to be Catholic.

Jos: After the priest came in here ....

Alison: Oh, I think we convinced him.

Jos: Let's hope so. Have you phoned her mother?

Alison: She's outside. Shall | get her in?

Jos: Might as well.

Alison: (To offstage).You can come in.
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(LOUISE enters).

Louise: They told me. In the river. Is that right?

Jos: Yes.

Louise: | didn't even believe he was ....

Jos: Well he was. But asfar aswe're concernedshe'sstill got to be watched.
Things go on as before.

Louise: Please - can't you stop all this .... leave us alone?

Jos: Certainly not. There's far too much at stake.

Louise: It's so cruel ....

Alison: (Quite gently).But you realise the alternative for your daughter?

Louise: Yes.

Alison: Surely this is the better way?

Jos: Nothing muststandin our way, time'smuchtoo precious. Right then. You
know what you have to do?

(OLIVIA enters).

Olivia: Ohyes, yes] knowwhatl've gotto do. Lots of things,goodandbad,evil
and sadistic, lots of things .(Gabble).

Louise: What does she want?

Alison: All right, come on darling, home timd€Pulls at her).

Olivia: (Screams). | won't be pulled, I won't be touched,you know that, you
promised ....

Alison: Well will you be a good girl and walk by yourself then?

Olivia: Where do you want me to walk by myself?

Alison: (Through her teeth)Out of here!

Jos: Amazing how she haunts the place, isn't it?

Olivia: Oh, I'm a haunting person.

Jos: Thisis wastingtime .... | repeat - do you know whatto do? (ALISONsays
nothing, indicating OLIVIA). Oh, take no notice, she'sprobably pickled in
meths. So .... all right?

Alison and Louise: Yes.

Olivia: Yes, yes, oh yes .... certainly ....

Alison: All right, that does it. Out!

Olivia: I've beenthrownout of theHilton .... sowhat'sa smallplacelike this? I've
been thrown out of more places ....

(Sheis pushedout, gabbling. Thethreelook at eachother,andthe lights dim, and
come up on ROBERT and the woman [HELEN]).
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Helen: That's the situation then .... and we're running out of time. Your
information aboutthe young man was most helpful. How long was he in
here?

Robert: Not long. He wasn't out of my sight.

Helen: When he got up, did he go out straight away?

Robert: No. He walkedabouta bit. | watchedhim, thensomeonelistractedme
.... | didn'tseehim actuallygo, but .... wait a minute,| remembehewentand
looked at the organ. He said he liked music .... Debbie said it too.

Helen: The organ .... | wonder. May I?

(She goes to the side stage and comes back with a pile of sheet music).

Robert: Please be careful, some of it's rather old.
Helen: Sure. (She searches)ust a wild guess, bear with me.

(She flicks through the pile and then stops suddenly).

Robert: What is it?

Helen: | don't believe this .... look .... in the back of the Bach fugues .... this is it!

Robert: What you wanted?

Helen: Theanswerto everything. (Sheputsit awaycarefully). Thankyou. Now
.... the othermatterl told you .... we'regoing to haveto breakthis gentlyto
her.

Robert: There's no mistake?

Helen: Whena body'sbeentreatediike that,andthenimmersedn Thameswater,
there's not much chance of identification - but we think so.

Robert: Poor girl.

Helen: Can you take care of telling her?

Robert: Yes.
Helen: | haveto go now, butI'll bein touch. If | cando anythingfor the girl, let
me know. I'll be at the service - unobtrusively - in casel seeanything.

Here's my address. Don't phone, send a note.
Robert: Very well.

(HELEN goes. ROBERT to the phone).

Robert: Sister?Is Debbiethere? Don'tlet hergo out, I'm comingover. I'm afraid
it's bad news.

(Organmusic. THE CASTassemblelooking downon the lower level of the stage.
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DEBBIE standsby ROBERT,LOUISE on the other side, ALISON in the
backgroundand OLIVIA on the side,surroundedby bags. JOSand HELEN
apart at the back. Theyall back away, as the musicends. DEBBIE is so
distraught she doesn't speak).

Robert: (Taking off his stole)Are you all right, Debbie?

(Shedoesn'tanswerhim, andis helpedoffstageby LOUISE. AsshepassesiOSshe
pauses, and looks at her for a moment).

Robert: (Also seeing JOSMay | ask who you are?

Alison: Father, you remember my telling you about the Social Services ....

Robert: | do, but | don't see what you're doing here.

Jos: Her motheris alarmedat her unstablebehaviour,and we've beenkeepinga
watch on her.

Robert: At her friend's funeral?

Alison: Debbie's welfare is our concern, and we're making it a priority

Robert: What's that got to do with ....

Jos: The time may be approaching when we have to consider a safe place for her.

Robert: But thisis ....

(DEBBIE wanders back).

Robert: Debbie .... are you feeling better?

Debbie: (To JOS).What are you doing here?

Robert: Do you know this lady?

Debbie: She's the one | told you about .... she kidnapped me ....

Louise: | shouldneverhavelet hercome,but sheinsisted. After all, it may not be

Debbie: Of courseit is! Are you still insistinghe neverexisted? Well you'vegot
your way how, haven'tyou, becauséie doesn'tany more. (Shemanagedo
control herself). Please,could you all go and leave me alone with him.
Please?

(Theyall drift away. ExceptOLIVIA, who watchesDEBBIE, thenapproacheder,
putting a hand on her shoulder. DEBBIE jumps. N.B. OLIVIA is a little
more coherent in this scene, with a few lapses).

Olivia: Don't cry dear. He wouldn't like it.
Debbie: I've seenyou before. You're the nastyold bagwho took over his flat ....
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you were in the police station too ....

Olivia: | wouldn'tquite usethosewordsdear,but yes,| do seemto spenda good
deal of my time ....

Debbie: Sorry .... upset ....

Olivia: Have a good cry, that's what | do.

Debbie: (In tears). Can't help it.

Olivia: That'sall right. (Sheproducesa man'stissuebox,with onehankyin it, and
offersit). It's terrible alwaysbeforeyou realise.... sucha nice young man.
(Changessubiject). | like churchyards] do .... they'restill here,you know,
still in touchwith us.... you'repartedfrom him andit hurtsvery much.... so

I'll tell youwhatl'll do....I'll haveagathering...| dothatwhenl like people,
andl like you .... soupset.... Comeandvisit me at my houseand!'ll let you
talk to him ....

Debbie: What do you mean?

Olivia: A gathering dear ..(Gabble).

Debbie: You mean .... a seance? Oh no .... sorry. | don't believe in that.

Olivia: How do you know?

Debbie: No thank you.

Olivia: Wantto showyou my house all my things, my little pets,don'tl? Goon,
goon ...

Debbie: No thank you.

Olivia: You wantto loseall thosebadvibrations,don'tyou? You hadthemin that
flat you had .... I can help you to good things .... Thursday evenings about 7.

(ROBERThas comeback, exchanginga glance with HELEN, who is still at the
back).

Robert: Time to go, Debbie. Is this woman bothering you?

Olivia: Don't take her Father,she getscomfort from all the old stones.... and |
never bothered anyone and it's three years now since my last confession ....

Robert: If you feel thatwicked,you know whereto find me. But leaveheralone,
she's had too many upsets.

Olivia: | wasn'tupsettingher. (Shecreaksto her feet, pressessomethinginto
DEBBIE'Shand) Here'ssomethingo cheeryou up .... (Whisper).... about7

(She hobbles away).

Robert: What did she want?
Debbie: To put me in touch with him.
Robert: A seance?Well, | hopeyou told her how you felt aboutthat. Whatdid
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she give you?
Debbie: A matchbox. There's some hair in it, tied with a bit of ribbon.
Robert: Better let me have it. I'll burn it.
Debbie: No .... it's all right. She didn't mean anything. Shall we go?

(Shestartsout. Stops)ooksatthebox. OLIVIA sitsbroodingat a table. DEBBIE
goes to her).

Olivia: You did come then.

Debbie: Whose is this hair?

Olivia: Ah, | thought you'd be nosy.

Debbie: | only came here because | wanted to know.

Olivia: That'snot true. You loved that young man, and you didn't want to say
goodbye. It's quite natural,yesit is. Sitdown.... | talkedto him earlier.... he
wants to speak to you. You wouldn't want to disappoint him, would you?

Debbie: (Blowing her nose)This is stupid.

Olivia: No. it's not .... more things in heaven and earth ....

Debbie: What?

Olivia: Shakespeare. They don't educate kids these days, do they? Sit down.

Debbie: Aren't there any more people?

Olivia: Justyou andmewill do.... I'll turn downthe lamp,andwhenwe'vedone,
I'll show you all the nice things I've got ....

Debbie: If you live here, why did you want his place?

Olivia: | like empty places .... vibrations

(DEBBIE wipes her nose, starts to speak).
Olivia: Shhh .... take my hands .... there's something happening ....

(The lights flicker and fade. Pause. OLIVIA holds DEBBIE captive. Thenthe
sound of a high winfbr suitable effectfand DEREK'S voice).

Derek: Debbie .... don'tdo it.... run ....

(There is a crash and the sound stops).

Debbie: Thatwashim. | heardhim. (Shestrugglesto herfeet). Whereis he? Let
me see him.

Olivia: Oh no dear, you have a nice little rest nd@abble).
Debbie: (Sneezedf.you've got him here ....
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Olivia: ....andall my nicethings.... andmy family too .... TabbyandTiddlesand
Roger .... so fluffy and sweet ....

Debbie: Cats ....

Olivia: Like other people really ....

Debbie: I'm allergic to cats. (Shewipesher noseagain). Wait a minute.... I'm

beginning to remember .... it was here! The cats! That's why | felt so sick ....

Olivia: Don't get excited.
Debbie: It WAS here.... thisroom.... yes,it was (Sheturnsslowlyto OLIVIA).
So what have you got to do with all this?

Derek's Voice: (suddenly) Don'tdoit! Don't! Getaway,go away,please...get
away, Debbie ....

(DEBBIEturnstowardsthe voiceand as shedoesOLIVIA jabsherin theneck. She
freezes. Thereis a pause,then OLIVIA takesher pulse,turns off a cassette
recorder and goes to the door).

Olivia: (Her manner completely changedyou can come in now.
(JOS and LOUISE enter. LOUISE very distressed).

Jos: All right?

Olivia: (She is completely sane nodyst as we expected.

Jos: (Looks at DEBBIE).How long have we got?

Olivia: I'll give her anothershotin a minute. (IndicatesLOUISE). What about
her?

Louise: I'm all right. I'll do as you said. What do you want?

Jos: A couple of papers to sign and we'll have her away to the home tonight.

(LOUISE agrees silently).
Olivia: (Sardonic). Some mother!

Louise: Oh be quiet! You've put us all throughhell, now don'tgloat. One day
they'll get you. Let's get out of here.

(There is a sudden crash of a door, and ALISON enters, dishevelled).
Jos: What are you doing here? | told you ....
Alison: Emergency! They're on to us!

Olivia: What?
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Alison: They've got Hussain .... Ari .... most of the others .... they know ....
Jos: All?
Alison: All that matters. It's on the radio.

Voice of Newsreader:.... Newsjust comingin, thata plot to assassinatthe Israeli
Prime Minister, hasbeendiscovered.He wasdueon a Statevisit tomorrow,
andexplosiveshave beeriound on his routeto BuckinghamPalace. After a
raid on a housein SouthLondon,a group of menwere helping police with
enquiries. A youngwomanwho recentlyflew into the countryfrom Lisbon,
is also wanted for questioning ....

Jos: (Breaking in). Right! We're closing down. Get packing.

Alison: You're too late. The police are here.

Jos: How did they know?(Pause). You told them!

Alison: Don't be a fool! They found out. Anyway, I'm finished here.

Jos: You won't get very far.

Alison: I'm notstayinghere. | shouldneverhavelet you blackmailme.... I've lost
my job .... everything, and it's your fault.

Jos: It was all right as long as the money was good.

Alison: Well, it's all over now isn't it? And I'm getting out before they come.

Jos: You're going nowhere.

Alison: Yes, | am!

(She makes a dash for the door. Confusion, then a gunshot. She falls).
Olivia: (Putting away the gun)Good riddance.

Voicesoff: Canyou hearme? Thisis the POLICE. You aresurrounded.Please
put down your weapons and come out.

Louise: What are we going to do?

Jos: Shutup! You'refinishedhere. (To OLIVIA). We'll go bythe cellar. Take
care of these two, and follow me.

Olivia: Right.

Louise: Don't.... don't hurt us ....

(OLIVIA lifts DEBBIE'S dead weight up).

Jos: | wonderhow your old manwill taketo beingawidower? We'll haveto offer
him some compensation.
Louise: Stop! Stop, please!
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(JOSbacksagainstthe door andraisesher gun,as shedoes ROBERTandHELEN
[who is armed] burst in. ROBERT drops JOS with a karate chop).

Louise: Father ....
Helen: (To OLIVIA). Put her down. And we'll havethat gun .... don't argue,
you've no chance of escape.

(After a pause OLIVIA does so).
Helen: Clever disguise, Sharona. You had a lot of people fooled.
(OLIVIA spits).

Helen: Pity you hadto getcleverandtalk to the wrong people. Let'sgo. (She
takes OLIVIA out).

Robert: | neverthoughtthat karatebelt would comein useful. Are you all right?
Louise.... it's all right, they know all aboutit - you beingblackmailed. And
your husband a hostage. Is Debbie ....

Louise: Yes. They almost destroyed her.

Helen: That young man of hers is one of the bravest people I've ever met.

Louise: Who are you?

Helen: I'm from the Israeliembassy.| knew Derekwhenhe lived in the Middle
east,and he cameto me aboutthis group. They'rea particularly nastylot.
Sharonapur trampfriend got herea few monthsago - thenwe lost track of
her - shemusthave bribed the policewomansomehow - we think it's
becauseshewasheavilyin debt - andtheygottheboss-ladyinto the country
and they set about blackmailing and terrifying peopleinto helping them.
Derek tried to stop them, and that, of coursebroughtin your family. The
night it beganfor Debbie,our friend musthave beeroutsidethe flat .... she
knew that Debbie had been treated for nervous disorder when she was
younger, and thought that was a key ....

Louise: What happened?

Helen: No-one can be sure .... but it was probably something like this ....

(Flashback to the previous scene, when Debbie went out).

Debbie: Won't be long ....
Derek: Debs ....

Debbie: Yes?

Derek: Nothing.
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(DEBBIE goesout. DEREK looks after her, troubled. He goesand gets some
paper and starts to write. There is a knock and he lets JOS in).

Jos: All right. Let's not waste time.

Derek: What is it?

Jos: Don't play games. You know.

Derek: | told youl don'twantanypartof it. I'm finished,you know that,leaveme
alone.

Jos: We don't believe you.

Derek: Can'tyou seewhat!'m goingthrough? Can'tyou see? You don'tcarefor
anyone.

Jos: As long aswe achievewhatwe cameherefor, it doesn'tmatteraboutanyone
else. Now .... we havereasonto believethat you've beenin touchwith the
Embassy. Right?

Derek: No.

Jos: It won't help to lie.

Derek: | haven't. You have me watched, my phone's cut off, you KNOW that.

Jos: But you have. We'll find out. Until we do, pleaseconsiderthe effect this
action will have on others.

Derek: Debbie .... you wouldn't hurt her? You've got her Mother and Father ....

Jos: We'll think about it.

Derek: You cando whatyou like to me, but don'thurt her.... we'vedonenothing

wrong ....
Jos: That's the way we do things. You've been too nosy .... you must realise that.
Derek: Please leave them alone .... Debbie and | .... she means a lot to me ....

Jos: Cut out the romantic fiction please. Now tell me what you told the Embassy.

Derek: Nothing. | keep telling you.

Jos: All right, we'll try somethingelse. (Shereachesfor somethingin her bag,
then advanceson him. Thereis a bang of the outer door and DEREK is
distracted).

Derek: (Ashewasheardon thetapeearlier) Don'tdoit! Don't! Getaway,go
away, please .... get away, Debbie ....

(DEBBIE comes in with a parcel).
Debbie: Derek .... DEREK! What's happening? ....

(Thelights go downandthereis a scream. Thenthe lights comeup onthe Group
seen earlier. DEBBIE is now sitting with her MOTHER).
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Debbie: | sawher. | sawherclearly. And thenthatwasit. The nextthing was
waking up here.

Helen: They wouldn't take any risks. Sheinjectedyou with the drug meantfor
Derek - somethingmeantto get thetruth out of him. It putyou out. He got
away,wentto your church,Father.... thenheleft his lastpieceof information
in the church music. Then he walked out of there, and they took him.

Robert: Why didn't they search the church?

Helen: Luckily for us,they overlookedthelist. Hereit is .... a bit of scrappaper
with a list of numbers.

Robert: A hymn list?

Helen: It looksexactlylike it, butit's a seriesof codenumbers.It links up with an
arrangementve madewith him - we knew the messagevould be in the
church. He got through on his computer, the one he used at work.

Louise: We knew he'd reached them somehow.

Helen: Why did you let your daughter imagine she was going insane?

Louise: Pleasedon'tsaythat.... therewasno choice.... they would havekilled
her! | wanted to get her away somewhere .... anywhere safe.

Debbie: Dad .... Is he all right?

Helen: Yes, he is Debbie.

Louise: | hadto do all this .... to pretend. They'd have killed him if I'd said
anything. They got him involved in a businesdrip .... he hadtoo muchto
drink one night, and talked to the wrong people.

Debbie: Oh .... Mum ....

Robert: It's all right. It's over now.

Debbie: Derek ....

Louise: | wish I'd known him. | nevermethim, thoughyou thoughtl had. That
eveningyou sawhim, he hadbeento the house becausé found a notefrom
him .... for both of us ....

Derek: (Sitting at the lower level of the stage)..... | hopeyou understandhat |
haveto do this. If it putsyour husbandn danger,'m sorry,but| can'tstand
by andlet sucha terrible thing happen. I've beenhardon Debbielately, but
pleaseexplainto her,if anythinghappengo me. | don'texpectto be round
muchlonger....I don'tknow howto putit. If anythingl cando to stopthings
happeningthen| haveto face the possibility. |1 hopeyou all comethrough
safely. Please take care of Debbie and tell her I love her.

(DEBBIE has the note. She folds it up in silence. DEREK goes).

Robert: Shall we go? The police want to see us.
Louise: Yes .... of course.
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Debbie: Could you just give me a minute?

Helen: Yes, all right.
Robert: We're just outside, if you want us. Try to remember the good things.

(Theygo. DEBBIE holdson to her MOTHER,for a minute,thenshe'salone. She
takesout the letter andreadsit again. Thelights dim, and someof the organ
music is heard. Outside the window there's a movement,and then the

silhouetteof a youngman, wearing a jacket, similar to DEREK. DEBBIE
looks up suddenly at the window).

Debbie: Derek?? (And the lights go out).

THE END
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