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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 

(in order of appearance): 

 

BRAD, a young man in his early twenties 

GWEN, the housekeeper, in her forties 

MIRIAM SIMONIDES (MIMI), about nineteen 

BRIGITTA GYULAY, the town’s Mayor, a woman of the Aboriginal/Romany origin, 
about sixty 

GARETH FITZPATRICK, a Probationary Police Constable, in his twenties 

GEORGE, the neighbour, about fifty 

SERGEANT SKINNER, Police Officer, in his forties 

PROFESSOR QUENTIN SIMONIDES, over sixty 

BETHANY SIMONIDES, his wife, mid fifties 

 

 

 

The action takes place in a small Queensland township, once a much larger and flourishing 
gold mining town, which has now almost become a ghost town. Professor Simonides, who 
heads a department at the University in Brisbane, had once bought a block of land there, 
probably for next to nothing, on which he had built a two-storey house. The house, on the 
fringes of the sleepy town, has been built like a fortress. The professor uses it as a retreat for 
himself and his family, and perhaps intends to move there permanently on his retirement. 

From the house we can only see a part with the balcony and a couple of windows with steel 
bars; the rest is covered by a massive wall, with a strong looking iron clad gate. There is a 
simple wooden bench on right. 
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ACT ONE 
 

 

SCENE I 
 

(BRAD wanders onto the scene and walks to the wooden bench on the right side, 
where he decides to sit down. He has a hat on his head, with the ribbon hanging loose 
at the back, of which he doesn’t appear to be conscious. After a while, the door in the 
wall opens, through it comes GWEN. Onto the balcony above runs MIMI, she calls to 
GWEN) 

MIMI: Wait a little, Gwen! (she disappears) 

BRAD: You are to wait a little, Gwen. 

GWEN: Fancy that. And who might you be, if I may ask? 

BRAD: Who lives here? 

GWEN: The Professor and his family. What d’you want ‘ere? 

BRAD: Nothing. And where is the Professor? 

GWEN: Is that any business of yours? 

BRAD: Has he gone away? 

GWEN: With his wife. What are you lookin’ for here? 

BRAD: Ah… Nothing much. Mangos, maybe? 

GWEN: You won’t find any decent ones here, I can tell you that much. At the other 
end of town, maybe. Sergeant Skinner will be at the Police Station, so he won’t see you if 
you pluck a few of his— 

BRAD: I know. Thank you anyway, Gwen. 

GWEN: Not at all. 

 

SCENE II 

 
(Enter MIMI. During the following scene she is well aware of BRAD’s presence, but 

pretends that she has not seen him. ) 

MIMI: Since you’re driving to town, Gwen, could you pick up some videos at the 
store. Something I haven’t seen yet. 

GWEN: I’d say you’ve pretty much seen them all, by now, Mimi. But I’ll try, anyway. 
Maybe they’ve had some new ones arrived. 

MIMI: That would be the day! You know the kind I like, don’t you? 

GWEN: I know, I know. Just make sure you’re locked in properly, Mimi. There’s all 
sorts of— 
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MIMI: —Yes, I know… Just don’t forget to look for the videos, ask if they have any 
new ones. And would you know; do they sell USB flash drives at the Post Office? 

GWEN: What’s it look like? 

MIMI: You know, the little sticks that go into the computer. Cost maybe ten dollars, 
or perhaps even less. Just ask for a USB drive. 

GWEN: I’ll forget that. 

MIMI: OK, ask them for a jump drive, or flash drive or thumb drive, they’ll know! 

GWEN: The jump drive? That sounds silly. The flash drive. That makes me think of a 
flush toilet, but not of computers, so I won’t remember that either. The thumb drive (she 
looks at her thumb, examines it thoroughly), I just might remember that. Thumb drive. 
Make sure you lock up the door, will you, Mimi? (she starts walking away, still 
examining her thumb when MIMI calls after her) 

MIMI: Yes, the thumb drive. And the videos. Don’t forget to ask about the videos! 

(EXIT GWEN. After a while, while the next scene is already being played, a car 
engine is heard starting up and driving away) 

 

SCENE III 
 

BRAD: I won’t forget! 

MIMI: (turns away, still pretends not to see him) 

BRAD: This deep-seated desire for videos, it tells a story. Romantic movies, I guess! 
And what might be behind this urgent need for the UBD jump flash thumb drives, I 
wonder? 

MIMI: (says nothing, moves closer to the gate, but very slowly) 

BRAD: I walked to here through the state forest. All the way from the Flinders 
Highway. It was a long trek. 

MIMI: (says nothing, gets hold of the door handle) 

BRAD: I rather like it here, you know? What a wonderful old town! Or the ruins of 
one, anyway… 

MIMI: (shrugs her shoulders) 

BRAD: You people don’t happen to run a bed and breakfast here, by any chance? 

MIMI: No. 

BRAD: A silly idea, wasn’t it? But I wonder, could I perhaps watch some videos with 
you? Provided that Gwen would bring any? 

MIMI: No. 

BRAD: Well, in that case it’s a good-bye, Mimi, and make sure you lock up your door. 
There’s all sorts of— 

MIMI: I’m not scared. 

BRAD: Just hang on to that door handle; it’s like your mum’s hand. 

MIMI: (lets go of the handle) I have to go now. 

BRAD: No, you don’t. You are home alone. 
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MIMI: How would you know? 

BRAD: I just do. Have you been living here long? 

MIMI: It’s our holiday home. We usually drive here to stay between semesters and 
sometimes for a few days when dad can get away from work. 

BRAD: Gwen told me he’s a Professor. Which Uni? 

MIMI: Queensland. 

BRAD: That’s a long drive from Brisbane.  

MIMI: Dad likes driving. Mom doesn’t drive, but he lets me drive a bit too, since I’d 
got my licence. We make an overnight stop at a motel, though. 

BRAD: May I sit here? 

MIMI: Why not? 

BRAD (sits on the bench): When I came here I felt so wonderful: it was so quiet here, 
like someone was sleeping, so quiet. It felt like I went through the forest and suddenly 
found a girl – she lies in the grass and sleeps. Wait, I won’t wake you up; but if I turned 
my back to her I know that you would look through the slit of your eyes and laugh at me. 

MIMI: Why? 

BRAD: I don’t know. Stupid, you’d think, he’s gone; but so be it, he’s not worth 
another look anyway. 

MIMI: Good-bye. 

BRAD: Good-bye, Mimi. I was lucky. If she had looked at me, I would have turned to 
stone. 

MIMI: (still with her back to him) What is it that hangs off you there? 

BRAD: Hangs off me? Where? Oh, from my hat. It’s the ribbon. Has it been hanging 
there all the time? 

MIMI: It has. 

BRAD: Why didn’t you tell me straight away? 

MIMI: Why should I? 

BRAD: I wouldn’t have come to your sight. Would you like to stitch it back on for me? 

MIMI: No. 

BRAD: You’re right. (He rips off the ribbon and puts the hat on his head) Is this 
better? 

MIMI: (at last has turned to face him) No. 

BRAD: You’re right. (He throws the hat and the ribbon onto the bench and walks 
towards MIMI) So Mimi, how are you doing? 

MIMI (Perhaps a little allarmed avoids him and picks up the hat and the ribbon 
from bench.): Give it to me! 

BRAD: What? 

MIMI: The hat. I’m going to fix it. 

BRAD: Here? 

MIMI: No, at home. 

BRAD: Don’t. It’s only a hat! 
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MIMI: Wait. (She shakes her head, puts the hat back on the bench, and slips inside 
through the gate.) 

BRAD: Hey, Mimi! Where are you going? (He sticks his head inside the gate; looks 
back, then runs after her.) 

(A PAUSE) 

MIMI: (comes back with a needle and a thread) Give me that hat. Where are you? … 
Has he gone? … Stupid, he’s gone away. (She picks up the hat and the ribbon; examines 
the hat internally and externally, shrinks her nose and puts it on her head. Makes a 
few dancing steps.) 

BRAD: (his voice from inside the house) Mimi, where are you? Hey! 

MIMI: (quickly takes off the hat) You! What are you doing there? Get out! 

BRAD: (in the first floor window) I’ve been looking for you here— 

MIMI: Please, do get out! What if someone came— 

BRAD: This is your room, isn’t it? And who’s on this photograph? 

MIMI: That’s Coleen, my sister. Please— 

BRAD: I’m on my way. (Disappears) 

(MIMI concentrates on the hat, sewing back the ribbon) 

BRAD: (walks out of the gate) It’s so nice here. Is it often that you are here alone? 

MIMI: Never. Today’s the first time. 

BRAD: Your people went away? 

MIMI: They just went to Townsville, visiting someone. They’ll be back tomorrow.  

BRAD: That’s a shame. I would like it here. But when I walked inside it must have 
scared your house quite a lot, I could tell that! It sent a blast of cold air at me, as if to 
scare me off! 

MIMI: That was the air conditioning, you silly. 

BRAD: Maybe, but what about those crackling noises that came from everywhere, 
from the floorboards and walls? And the clock on the wall that had begun to cough and 
suffocate, and the glasses in the cupboard that were all shaking with laughter? And 
those curtains! Suddenly they lifted themselves and flapped like wings, trying to fly 
away. 

MIMI: That was just from draught. You must have left the door open. 

BRAD: Draught, maybe, but isn’t this a ghost town? Things like this are bound to go 
on here. 

MIMI: A ghost town? Try to tell this to the two hundred or so residents. 

BRAD: Weren’t there about five thousand, once? 

MIMI: Yes. After the gold was discovered in the late nineteen hundreds, people came 
here from everywhere. 

BRAD: I could well imagine the sorts of amiable activities that would have flourished 
here. Diggers of all colours and shapes would have poured in, as they always do with any 
new gold rush, and all kinds of racketeers in tow would move in, all of them as crooked 
as wild wine─ 
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MIMI: You’re not wrong. I’ve done some research on this; eventually I might even 
write my thesis on the history of this town, if I get that far in my studies. 

BRAD: There would be taverns, inns─ 

MIMI: About fifty of those. 

BRAD: And whorehouses─ 

MIMI (quickly): Now there are only two hotels left, both had been built about 1900. 

BRAD: I’ve seen them both. Real beauties! I wonder how long they will survive. There 
is hardly anything left here. Something resembling a supermarket, a post office, a police 
station… Does a place like this even need police station? 

MIMI: There are only two cops, a sergeant and a constable. And they look after quite 
a large area. 

BRAD: Yes. It must be physically and mentally exhausting and highly adventurous 
too, at least the way Constable Gareth describes it to you. 

MIMI (taken aback): But how … how did you know?  

BRAD: You’d be surprised how much I’d found out just from running upstairs! Your 
room behaved discretely - it had said nothing at all upon seeing me, only fetching a little 
sigh. Still, here you had pushed your nose to the window; over there you were writing on 
the pad Gareth, Gareth, Gareth, and next to it you have drawn a policeman with a 
moustache.  

MIMI: You...! 

BRAD: And under the pillow there are some chick books that you’ve been reading. 
Love stories. Mimi, you’ve been truly and honestly kicking your heels while staying here. 

MIMI: I’ve not. 

BRAD: Now I know your whole family. Number one: the father, an old honourable, 
well educated, but naïve man— 

MIMI: You know my father? 

BRAD: I don’t. He has a slight heart problem, he likes to preach and can be very 
solicitous; he understands nothing and that’s why he has to meddle in everything; in 
short, a wonderful old man, full of complacencies and principles. Number two, the 
mother, and an interesting lady. Wise, prudent, romantic. She has a fair hair like you 
and she still feels young. 

MIMI: How did you find all that out? In a minute or two you’d spent there? 

BRAD: Easy, it only takes one look. The comb and the books, in her case. But the real 
master of the house is the number three. It’s Gwen. 

MIMI: How did you know that? 

BRAD: I know everything. Vicious like a dog, and wouldn’t obey anyone. She’s swift 
as an arrow, loyal, but vixenish and could be a truly pig-headed shrew. On the whole, 
she’s the only clearheaded person it this whole fortified house. Yes, fortified house, why 
has it been built like a fortress? 

MIMI: It’s my father, he… Please, tell me how— 

BRAD: Wait, that’s not all. There is also some mystery. Has anyone died? 

MIMI: No one had died. 



Page 10 of 55 

BRAD: But something terrible must have happened in this family. 

MIMI: Yes. 

BRAD: I knew it. There is a sense of mourning hanging in there, as if someone was 
secretly being remembered … I don’t know. But your sister Coleen looks such a strong-
headed and strange girl and you, Mimi, you’ve been worshipping her! 

MIMI (quietly): Yes. 

BRAD: Of course. You put festoons around her picture like on an altar. She looks 
there kind of heroic and sharp, amative, untameable, god knows what else. 

MIMI: Do you like her? 

BRAD: As a matter of fact, I do. A lot! 

MIMI: She’s beautiful, isn’t she? Oh, if only you knew her! 

BRAD: Number five, Mimi, the darling of the family. Should I talk about her?  

MIMI: Oh yeas, please! 

BRAD: So, the darling only child, who is treated as a child, whom they want to keep 
only for themselves; she can’t do anything or go anywhere, she’s not even supposed to 
know that she’s grown up, and perhaps doesn’t even know it— 

MIMI: Oh yes, she does! 

BRAD: In that case it’s your secret, which you must keep away from them. You are 
their little baby that they are guarding and bluffing, they put you into bed in the evening 
and wake you up snip, snip, under the chin in the morning; and when for once they go 
away, they bless you with a cross, preaching: For God’s sake, Mimi, don’t even think 
about going out alone, you might step on a snake, just go for a little walk with Gwen, and 
God forbid that you speak to any strangers. 

MIMI: No, they don’t think of me like that! 

BRAD: Pious Mimi, you are bored here. 

MIMI: What should I do? (drops the hat) 

BRAD: (picks it up) – but that knot should be on the other side! 

MIMI: I’ll unstitch it … But, how did you … get to know … all this? 

BRAD: Looking through my eyes, like a detective. I could see everything. But one 
thing puzzles me. Please, tell me, why do you have bars in all the windows? 

MIMI: Just so … it’s a bit remote here. Is that ribbon how it should be now? 

BRAD: That’s it. And what would you be doing the whole day? 

MIMI: I get online, talk to some of my friends. But the connection here is so slow. 
And they’re not used to that, they don’t have the patience. 

THE RAISER: Can’t you use the mobile? 

MIMI: No, it doesn’t work properly here, either. If you climb on the roof, on a cloudy 
day, you just might catch the signal. But then it goes away again, as soon as the sun gets 
out. 

BRAD: Would you go out this afternoon? 

MIMI: No, you know that I’m not allowed to. 

BRAD: So you’ll be online, and Gwen will be around. 
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MIMI: Of course. 

BRAD: Of course. And then you’ll doze off a little, and suddenly you’ll feel a stabbing 
pain in your heart. Oh, Gwendolyn, you will say, it feels so stuffy here, I have to go out 
and take some air. And you will go. 

MIMI: I won’t go. 

BRAD: Wait. Suppose you did go, but as you walk, suddenly you see a tumulus that is 
rising and falling, as if someone were breathing heavily. This is strange, you’ll say to 
yourself, they must have buried someone alive here. But it is not a tumulus, it’s someone 
dead lying there, and blood is streaming out of his chest. Oh God, so much blood, you 
are horrified, but then there comes a heavenly voice: This is not blood, this is love. 

MIMI: What is that supposed to mean? 

BRAD: It’s a dream. Now you would so much like to hear that voice again you come 
awake. You open your eyes and see that it is morning already, and that I stand under the 
window, calling: Good morning Mimi, come outside. I can’t, you will say, I’m still 
barefooted. 

MIMI: I won’t say that. I’m used to being barefooted. 

BRAD: Remember, all this is only a dream, my dream, and girls like you won’t come 
out barefooted. In my dreams they won’t, anyway. But, still in my dream, I can now let 
YOU have a dream … what about? Now you have cut me short, I forgot. The real dream 
should have followed now. 

MIMI: What about? 

BRAD: Something about love, but I forget what. And now you’ll feel such a stubbing 
pain in your heart that you scream and wake up. Oh Gwendolyn, you will say, I felt such 
a heart pang! What does it mean?… Nothing, Gwen will say, you just fell asleep over 
your keyboard for a second or two, and you hit your forehead on the table. 

MIMI: As if I ever slept in the daytime— 

BRAD: OK, maybe you’ll just get a headache— 

 

SCENE IV 
 

VOICE BEHIND THE SCENE: Oh, oh, oh, I have such a headache! 

MIMI: (jumps up) What is it? 

BRAD: An echo? 

VOICE BEHIND THE SCENE: Mro delóro, mro delóro! Mri pkhúuri rómni, du khal 
mro shéro.  

BRAD: (stands up) What is this? 

MIMI: (draws close to him) Good heavens! 

(From the right on the scene walks BRIGITTA GYULAY, completely absorbed in 
herself, she keeps mumbling to herself.) 

BRIGITTA: Me son tzelo opustimen, na neman tat, na nemam dai, na nemam niko. 
Mro shegi teno goolo del! (finally she sees them and stops) 
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BRAD: (to MIMI) What language could this be, it doesn’t sound like anything I’ve 
heard. 

BRIGITTA: (she heard what he said) It’s a dialect of Romany, or Gypsy, if you like. 
Sorry. I thought I was alone. 

MIMI: How did you— 

BRIGITTA: My mother taught me. My father was a part aboriginal, I never knew him. 
My mother was a Hungarian gypsy. These words, I often heard them from her, when she 
was old and felt so alone in the world. She wasn’t, I was there to look after her, but 
somehow, I didn’t seem to count… 

BRAD: And now it is you, feeling alone? 

BRIGITTA: Sometimes I do. You just caught me at such a moment. 

BRAD: Sorry. But we won’t tell anyone, would we, Mimi? 

MIMI: Certainly not. What else did you mother teach you? 

BRIGITTA: Oh, I know! You mean telling people’s fortunes, reading the Tarot cards, 
that sort of things, don’t you? 

BRAD: I hope we’re not offending you— 

BRIGITTA (laughs): Not at all, ey shukaar rayóro. I’ve never become too familiar with 
the Tarot, but I can read from people’s hands a bit. And I enjoy doing it. That bit I must 
have inherited, I think. 

BRAD: There you are, I knew it! Mimi, why don’t you let this nice lady read your 
fortune from your hand? 

MIMI: No, better not. 

BRIGITTA: Come on, Mimi, give me your hand, my girl, I know that happiness awaits 
you. (MIMI, suddenly makes up her mind and offers her hand) My daughter, you have 
been ill and not very happy, your heart is soft, it might be cheerful now, but soon after it 
is sad again. Someone desires you … and here, ay-ay-ay!  

MIMI: What is it? 

BRIGITTA: My dear, only the truth I will tell you, only the truth. You will be sad. 
Another person much desires you, and only this person you would love, but you will run 
into a lot of trouble. 

MIMI: A lot of trouble? 

BRIGITTA: Kishasonka moya, a love forbidden it will be for you, your parents will be 
against it, but you won’t listen to them. Happy you will be and what you desire that 
you’ll get. You’ll know happiness then and you’ll also know the sorrow, your eyes will 
open. Aye … a great sadness will come over you, aye … aye, a heartbreak, you won’t 
rejoice when your mummy comes home. 

MIMI: And what else? 

BRIGITTA: Great upheavals will come, great disturbances, but you’ll get over them. 

MIMI: When? 

BRIGITTA: That’s always hard to say, when things will happen. They’ve been written 
there and almost certainly they will happen─ 

BRAD: Almost certainly?  
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BRIGITTA: People sometimes could change the course of events. But usually, what I 
see in their hands is what’s awaiting them. The question is:  When? 

MIMI: And you can’t tell that for sure… 

BRIGITTA: No. But in this case I have a feeling that a lot could be happening soon, 
maybe even in a day or two.   

BRAD: (offers his hand to BRIGITTA) Now read mine! 

BRIGITTA: Look, I’m only an amateur— 

BRAD: The way you just did it for Mimi looked very professional to me. (He keeps 
offering his hand until BRIGITTA agrees and begins to examine it.) 

BRIGITTA: Looks like you’re a merry sort of a fellow. And very daring, too! You love 
speed, that’s what it is! And you have a rival, it seems. You are, you’ve been… (she looks 
intensely into his hand, then lets go of it suddenly, and turns away abruptly) 

BRAD: What? 

MIMI: (to herself) Why wouldn’t she tell me more? 

BRIGITTA (suddenly lets go of BRAD’s hand): I shouldn’t have done this!  

BRAD: What is it that you shouldn’t have done? 

BRIGITTA (a matter of factly): Read you hand. Shouldn’t have read it to either of 
you. It seems that I might be somehow involved in what’s about to happen.  Don’t know 
how. (she begins to walk away, mumbling to herself) An INTRUDER! He’s an 
INTRUDER! (nearly off the scene where MIMI could not hear her) 

BRAD (holds BRIGITTA by a sleeve): What are you saying? 

 BRIGITTA: You’re a dare devil! Also an intruder, into people’s lives! But there might 
be a hope, yet… 

 

(EXIT BRIGITTA) 

 

 

 

SCENE V 
 

(MIMI and BRAD sit together on the bench, MIMI resumes sewing the ribbon onto 
his hat) 

MIMI: Why didn’t she tell me more? 

BRAD: Forget about her! Who was she, anyway? She seemed to know you. 

MIMI: She does. Oh, you wouldn’t know, would you? She’s Brigitta Gyulay, the Mayor 
of this town. 

BRAD: What? You’re kidding! She can’t be the— 

MIMI: She is. Not that she had to fight for the position, mind you, from what I’ve 
been told, she let herself be talked into taking on the job. 

BRAD: Is that so? 
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MIMI: Yes, you better believe it, mister. Gwen told me that Brigitta is one of the 
oldest residents in this township. She was born here and so was perhaps even her 
mother. Her great grandparents came here with the gold rush, more than a hundred 
years ago, when the town had those five thousand inhabitants, and the fifty pubs. Why 
didn’t she only tell me more? About what’s awaiting me. 

BRAD: Didn’t she tell you enough?  

MIMI: Just the usual things that gypsies, we should call them the Romanies, I 
suppose, tell people all over the world. That I’ll be happy and also sad— 

BRAD: And that you’ll live to ripe old age… Isn’t that what everybody wants to hear? 
And that’s what the gypsies are here for, aren’t they? To tell people what they want to 
hear. 

MIMI: Oh, I’m sure Brigitta does that too. But why would she say that I’ll know the 
sorrow? What sorrow? 

BRAD: No sorrow. Brigitta doesn’t know anything. She’s no gypsy, she’s no fortune 
teller. She’s the Mayor of this town, that’s all. 

MIMI: She said that I’ll know the sorrow! As if I didn’t know anything yet, as if I … 
didn’t feel anything, as if I were happy— 

BRAD: The typical gypsy’s lies. 

MIMI: But why did she tell me the other thing? 

BRAD: What? 

MIMI: That I will only love one person. 

BRAD: Now, listen to me Mimi: she’s the town mayor, she’s a politician, and she talks 
fibs. Politicians tell all sorts of lies they think that people want to hear. 

MIMI (not listening to him): As if I could love more than one person! If I were to love 
someone, then … I would go with him and … never— au! (she pricks her finger with the 
needle) 

BRAD: Now you have pricked your finger. 

MIMI: Never mind. But how could she say that I will forget my love? I’m not like 
that— 

BRAD: She’s only the town’s Mayor! Or so you say. 

MIMI: I’m not like that, to have a forbidden love. I couldn’t be so … so— 

BRAD: So bad, is that it? 

MIMI: No, so brave. My sister Coleen was so brave.  

BRAD: Did she have a forbidden love? 

MIMI: She had. Still might do, I don’t know. He’s some sort of a musician, plays with 
a rock band. My folks tried to stop her, but she’d run away with him. At night time, 
through the window. That’s why dad had bars put in all the windows, at our St Lucia 
house and even here, that was after she’d ran away. … Do you think it is bad? Running 
away, I mean. 

BRAD: No, I don’t. 

 MIMI: Neither do I. 

BRAD: On the contrary, I like it. 
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MIMI: I … perhaps … do too. But I couldn’t do it. 

BRAD: Coleen must be a wonderful young woman, smart, and intelligent. I could tell 
that straight away, after seeing her on that picture. 

MIMI: She’s very clever. She was going to study architecture, but then she decided 
that she wants to take a gap year, and that made our dad crazy, and I mean crazy! He 
said that she’ll never get back to studying, that’s what the gap years do to people, and 
that the statistics prove it. And I suppose that he was right. She ran away, didn’t she? 

BRAD: And you wouldn’t do anything like that, would you? Take a gap year or run 
away… 

MIMI: I’m not like her, I couldn’t— 

BRAD: Of course not, they’re guarding you. 

MIMI: Yes, they are. You wouldn’t believe it how! In Brisbane we have a housekeeper 
too, she’s a Filipino. Mayumi is more like a body guard, really. She knows my timetable 
at the Uni, she picks me up, always right on time, drives me home, then maybe to tennis 
lessons, sometimes we might go to cinema, but always together. I’m pretty sure that she 
hacks into my computer to check my emails too, when I’m away at the lectures. But they 
don’t know that, my parents I mean, even if they didn’t guard me like this, I surely 
wouldn’t, I couldn’t, wouldn’t know how to, could never— 

BRAD: And were they snooping on your sister like this too? 

MIMI: Not this much, only a bit. Because Coleen was such a … I don’t know; now we 
never even hear from her. They were right when they tried to stop her, they were right … 
Oh, why did I let that woman read my hand! 

BRAD: Don’t brood over it. 

MIMI: I would like to know more … (she bites off the thread) Finished. 

BRAD: What? 

MIMI: The hat. And what did Brigitta tell you? 

BRAD: To me? Not much, really. Only general stuff. 

MIMI: I wasn’t listening. 

BRAD: That I have a rival, or something. 

MIMI: (looking at her hand) Which one is the love line? 

BRAD: Has to be the most beautiful one. 

MIMI: Show me your hand … That’s strange, your lines look completely different 
from mine! As if they were carved out. This one looks like, what…  a Turkish sabre, I 
suppose...  

BRAD: Looks more like the government popularity chart to me.  

MIMI: That would have to be descending. 

BRAD: From where I stand it does. 

MIMI: Your hand looks so strange! There’s a capital “M” … and what does this line 
stand for? 

BRAD: Nothing, that’s just a scar. Now, show me yours. A rich white hand— 

MIMI: What does it mean? 

BRAD: Beauty. This must be the love line. 
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MIMI: The large one? 

BRAD: No, the pretty one, the flash one. 

MIMI: Oh no; love has to be the deepest. 

BRAD: No, life line is the deepest. But if I squeezed your hand … does it hurt? 

MIMI: It doesn’t. 

BRAD: As if I were holding the whole of you in my hand. As if I had my hand on your 
heart. I’ll tell you something. 

MIMI: Let me go. What if someone came? 

BRAD: No one will come. Except maybe the Mayor, and she’s already seen us 
together.  

MIMI: Would she tell my father, what do you think? 

BRAD: Somehow I doubt it. I think we’ve seen the side of her nobody in this town 
knows much about, and she’s not going to advertise it all over, either. 

MIMI: I hope you’re right.  

BRAD: Tell me. When you are very happy do you ever get the feeling that you are only 
dreaming, that it’s all a dream? 

MIMI: I do. 

BRAD: Something touches your hair, like a breath or large wings. Do you know such 
joy? 

MIMI: I do. 

BRAD: I’ll tell you something … Look, a drop of blood. I’ve squeezed it out. Here is 
where you have pricked your finger. 

MIMI: (stands up) Oh, let me go! 

BRAD: (releases her hand) Only a little blood! Drink it, it’s sweet. 

MIMI: (touches his hand with her finger) A ringlet of blood. Good-bye! (she runs to 
the gate) 

BRAD: (stands up) Wait! 

MIMI: (inside the gate) I have to go now. Good-bye. 

BRAD: I’ll come to you. 

MIMI: You can’t. Anyway, it’s forbidden to walk here. If the policeman saw you here— 

BRAD: So what! 

MIMI: No, you can’t. Good-bye, Mr. Nobody, the next time say who you are … and 
anyway, good-bye! (she closes and locks up the gate behind her) 

BRAD: (runs to the gate, presses the handle) I didn’t introduce myself? Sorry! I’m 
Brad, anyway. Can you hear me? She can’t or wouldn’t, and she’s locked herself in! Just 
you wait! (he jumps up grabs the top of the wall, pulls himself up and hanging by his 
elbows over the wall he looks into the yard) She’s not there. (he jumps down and sits on 
the bench) Well, well, well, a policeman. Gareth. Gary. Is he a Gareth or a Gary? 
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SCENE VI 
 

(Enter GARETH, the Police Constable, in his hand he holds a bunch of wild flowers 
he must have picked up somewhere.) 

 

GARETH: Hey! What were you doing there? 

BRAD: I’m just sitting here. 

GARETH: As I was coming here I saw you pulling yourself up, and looking over that 
wall. What were you looking for? Something you could steel? 

BRAD: Not at all. Who lives there? 

GARETH: A professor from Brisbane. Is that any business of yours? Sir! 

BRAD: And is it any business of yours what I’m doing here? Sir! 

GARETH: As a matter of fact, it is. This is a private property, and you were observed 
while acting suspiciously. Look, sir, you’ll have to leave immediately or I’m going to have 
to arrest you!  

BRAD: And what would give you the right to arrest me? 

GARETH: Do you know who I am? 

BRAD: Gareth. 

GARETH: … you know me?  

BRAD: No, I don’t. 

GARETH: I too … sir, I think I might know you. Are you … are you..? 

BRAD: I’m not. 

GARETH: Please, sir, accompany me. 

BRAD: Where to? 

GARETH: To the police station. 

BRAD: I see. (sits down) You … Gareth! What do you want here with that bunch of 
flowers? Who is it for? 

GARETH: I beg your pardon, sir— 

BRAD: No, sir! You idiot, you nitwit, you egghead, you nincompoop, please note that 
I’m only using decent expressions, so that you can’t accuse me of insulting the police! So 
you thought that Mimi was home alone? Look buster, today I am here, and you can go 
home. Give me those flowers! 

GARETH: Are you … a friend ..? 

BRAD: You jester, can’t you see? If I were a friend, would you find me sitting in front 
of the locked gate? What do you think? 

GARETH: Sir— 

BRAD: Sir, what?! Don’t you like my being here? I don’t like to see you here either. 
You came to visit the young lady? Has she asked you to come? 

GARETH: That’s none of your business. 

BRAD: Yes it is. It is business to me. 
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GARETH: Who are you? 

BRAD: You want to know my name? Is there a rival missing in your romance of the 
ghost mining town? I’m not a hero for a novel, you imbecile! 

GARETH: What did you call me? 

BRAD: A moron. And now, out of here with you, I’m the policeman here today! You 
cretin, you sod— 

GARETH: Now that’s enough! If we weren’t in this place, and if I weren’t on duty— 

BRAD: My vocabulary goes farther, as far as decent words go — you leather-head, you 
scarecrow, you flower flabbergast, you prawn-headed— 

GARETH: (pulls out the taser) Now that’s enough. You ARE insulting a policeman— 

BRAD: And you think that I’m scared of you? Or of your taser? Are you guys allowed 
to carry tasers nowadays? 

GARETH: Just be careful! 

BRAD: Come on. Do you come here every day? Do you bring her wild flowers, maybe 
write poems for her? Tell her that you will shoot yourself dead with your taser? To make 
her eyes go wet with tears? 

GARETH: If you dare to insult her— 

BRAD: You troubadour! I can insult her as much as I want to. Do you want to stop 
me? You brain-dead weasel? 

GARETH: I’m … I’m going to shoot you! For resisting arrest! 

BRAD: Not so fast, I still have the hands in my pockets. Look Stench, it’s a lost cause 
for you here: I’m going to throw you of your horse before you know it. This is my 
territory and I— 

GARETH: (in a tremulous voice) If you’re going to insult her I’ll shoot you! I’ll shoot 
you like a mad dog! 

BRAD: (pulls his hands out of pockets and pretends he is rolling up his sleeves) I’m 
going to get her, don’t you worry about that. I’m going to get her, just like this, you see? 
And she’ll be mine, even today … and she’ll laugh at you— 

GARETH: (aims the taser at him from close up) You skunk! … I’ll … I’ll— 

BRAD: (pushes the barrel of the taser away) Just be careful with that flute! (he 
shakes GARETH and tries to push him off the stage) Don’t try anything silly mate, like 
suicide by the cop! Just go away, will you? And even today I’ll have her, and even today 
I’ll be laughing at you; and you’re not going to stop me. Now, go! (he pushes the 
GARETH away and roles down his sleeves) 

GARETH: (beside himself) I’ll Kill … I’ll kill! (lifts up the taser) Nobody can … I’ll not 
allow it … nobody can touch— 

BRAD: (hands in his pockets) What are you doing with that taser? Look, you’re 
trembling like an aspen leaf. 

 GARETH: (cannot aim the taser because of his trembling hands) You’ve insulted … 
you’ll pay … I’ll shoot … the dog..! 

BRAD: Dog or no dog, I only pay when I want to. (in a booming voice) Go away! 
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(Throughout their quarrel there is a movement of the curtain behind the upstairs 
window, as MIMI has apparently heard something and has been watching the two 
quarrelling, with both of them too absorbed by it to notice her.) 

GARETH: (lifts the taser and aims) I’ll shoot! One … go away! 

BRAD: When I get her. 

GARETH: Two! 

BRAD: Ten, if you wish. 

GARETH: (lowers the taser) If it weren’t … here! 

BRAD: You’re mad. 

GARETH: You just wait … you … you coward … I’m arresting you and I’m asking you 
to accompany me to the police station!  

BRAD: On what charges would you arrest me? 

GARETH: You won’t get her … I won’t give her … I’ll defend … to the last drop! 

BRAD: So be it. (runs up to the wall, leaps and pulls himself up) You defend! 

GARETH: Stop! (lifting the taser) 

BRAD: (He has pulled himself up, stands on top of the wall, makes a mocking 
gesture.) Adieu, you imperishable defender! 

GARETH: Oh! (pulls the trigger, without aiming) 

 (BRAD staggers and falls off the wall, on the audience side.) 

 

SCENE VII 
 

(During the following scene, behind the general turmoil, the noise of Gwen’s car 
arriving can be heard, followed by her slamming the car door. BRAD lies on the 
ground in front of the wall, where he has fallen, without a movement. ) 

 

MIMI (She leaves the upstairs window and runs onto the balcony. She is straining to 
see what happened to BRAD, but because of the wall she can’t see to where he lies in 
front of it.) What have you done?! 

GARETH: (backing away) I’ve … I’ve— 

MIMI: What have you done, Gareth!? 

GARETH: I’ve killed! (he runs away) 

(Noise of a car arriving is being heard.) 

MIMI: Help! Help! (she runs inside the house) 

GWEN: (voice only, behind the scene) Was it you, Mimi, calling for help here?! 

GEORGE: (voice only, behind the scene) Who’s been calling for help? 

GWEN: (voice only, behind the scene) Ah, George, thank goodness you’re here, come, 
quick! Something’s happened! Something bad! Mimi’s been calling for help! 

GEORGE: So it seems! 
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SCENE VIII 
 

(GWEN and GEORGE run onto the scene together.) 

GWEN: There’s someone laying there! 

GEORGE: I see, I see. 

GWEN: Oh, Christ almighty, a stiff! That’s just what we needed! 

MIMI: (at the gate, in tears, pale) Gwen, Gwen, hurry up! 

GWEN: (runs to her) For God’s sake, Mimi, what’s happened to you? 

MIMI: Here, look— 

GEORGE: (kneeling by BRAD) Oh, yeah, dead. 

MIMI: Is he breathing? 

GEORGE: Not at all. 

MIMI: Dead? 

GEORGE: As a door nail! 

GWEN: Christ, Mimi! Mimi, are you not well? 

BRAD: (with a little movement) Ehhh— 

GEORGE: He’s breathing now. 

GWEN: Look, that’s the guy who was sitting here before! Mimi, what’s been going on 
here? 

BRAD: Mimi … doesn’t … know … anything. 

GEORGE: Quick, bring him water or better, some grog! 

(MIMI runs away) 

GWEN: George, leave him alone, don’t even touch him! That’s only for the 
authorities. Wait for the police to arrive. 

GEORGE: Yes, but has anyone called them yet? He could die before they even get 
here— 

GWEN: So he could, but you just stay out of it. The mobile doesn’t work here 
properly; I’ll have to make the call from the house. (she is walking towards the house) I 
wouldn’t even come near him, George, if I were you, I wouldn’t— 

MIMI: (voice from the inside) Gwen, please! 

GWEN: I’m coming. It’s him, that guy! I knew it had to be him! (she goes inside the 
house) 

GEORGE: (sees BRAD moving, tentatively trying to feel different parts of his body) 
What have you done to yourself, hey?  

BRAD: I tripped and fell on a stone, haven’t I? 

GEORGE: Sure you have! Looks to me that your head’s been cracked here. 

BRAD: I could feel that straight away. 

GEORGE: But why did you fall? And don’t try to make a fool of yourself by pretending 
you’ve tripped over a tree stump. I heard you having a quarrel with that stupid young 
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cop, what’s his name? Gary. Has he used his taser on you? He’s been in trouble with that 
before for having been too trigger happy— 

BRAD: listen, not a word of any tasers, understand? Or— 

GEORGE: OK, I won’t say a word, I won’t. Just stay down there. 

(Enter MIMI with a bottle of rum, which she holds to BRAD’s mouth, with GEORGE 
helping by holding his head up. Gwen comes out, sees them.)  

GWEN: Why give him rum, if he’s to die? Don’t touch him, Mimi. I rang the police 
station, got sergeant Skinner. He’s on his way. 

GEORGE: Now, could you bring us some water, Mimi? And a clean towel! 

GWEN: Fancy that! A clean towel! (runs inside the house) 

MIMI: Come on, Gwen, be reasonable! (she runs after Gwen) 

GEORGE: If you could lift your head a bit, like this. (gives him more rum) 

BRAD: Just don’t pour that rum under my collar. 

GEORGE: Too good for that, eh? (drinks some himself from the bottle) 

GWEN (back from the house): Now, we’ll all have to go to the magistrate for 
witnesses. Hey, you, what have you done to yourself? 

BRAD: I just tripped, Gwen, and— 

GWEN: There’s nothing here to trip over, or is there? 

BRAD: I was just a bit clumsy, that’s all. 

GEORGE: Yeah, things like that happen, don’t they? We all get a bit clumsy, now and 
then. The other day I went out shooting the pigs, and— 

MIMI: (carries in her arms half the contents of her hope chest) Here, take anything 
you need! Bandage him! Save him! 

GEORGE: (with tongue in cheek) Well, I don’t know about that. One could only hope 
… First of all, he’ll need more of that rum, I’d say. Could you hold his head up, Gwen? 
(takes a quick swig himself behind her back) 

GWEN: Not a chance! Who knows how he took harm like this. 

MIMI: I’ll hold it. (kneels to BRAD, takes his head in hands) 

GWEN: You’ll get stained, Mimi! 

BRAD: Is it you, Mimi? 

MIMI: Lie quietly … does it hurt? 

BRAD: It doesn’t. 

GEORGE: (wipes his head with the wet rowel) Don’t waggle! 

BRAD: Tumulus— 

MIMI: What do you want? 

BRAD: Tumulus— 

GEORGE: He’s passed out again. Just hold him, Miss, while I— 

MIMI: George, is he going to die? 

GEORGE: No way, Mimi! Can I tear this up, for bandages like? 

GWEN: Don’t you dare! 
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MIMI: Tear up anything you want … you can tear up everything! 

GWEN: (selects some tea towel from Mimi’s equipage) This one you could tear up; it 
might still be repairable, but— 

MIMI: Hurry up, Gwen!  

GEORGE: (tears the towel GWEN gave him into longer strips) It’ll be ready in a 
moment. 

GWEN: Such a fine towel, what a waste! 

GEORGE: Your fingers are trembling, Mimi. Well, lack of practice I suppose … (he 
ties the strip up) You must know what to do. And now we’ll tie the towel around it. 
There. 

MIMI: But, are you sure there aren’t any more wounds somewhere— 

GEORGE: More, where? From the tas— no, he just tripped and hit his head, that’s all. 
He’ll just need to have it dressed, take some rest and he’ll be as good as new. 

MIMI: We’ll put him up here! 

GWEN: A total stranger? No way, Mimi! Who knows where he came from? Do you 
know him? Who’s he? He could be anyone. A criminal on the run, even! 

MIMI: But Gwen, we just can’t leave him here! 

GWEN: Mimi, that’s impossible. Such a thing wouldn’t happen to a decent man, and 
all of a sudden, like this, would it? And we have no room anyway. 

MIMI: In dad’s bed! 

GWEN: Your father will be back tomorrow. It can’t be and that’s it! 

MIMI: In my bed, then! Gwen, please, please let’s do it! 

GWEN: No, Mimi. What if ‘e were to die here? I’m not going to allow that, and that’s 
it! 

MIMI: (in tears) You have no heart! 

GEORGE: But Mimi, it’s not such a big deal. I’ll go and get my car. It’s a station 
wagon, there’s plenty of room there, and I got some sacks there too. I’ll take him to the 
doctor. 

(EXIT GEORGE) 

GWEN: (picking up the wash-bowl, towel and rum, which she examines 
suspiciously) You should be ashamed of yourself, Mimi. Even thinking about taking 
somebody like this into the house! I’ll sure tell your mum! 

MIMI: You have no heart! 

GWEN: And you have no reason. Just leave him alone or you’ll get stained with blood 
all over. So now he’s got on his head two towels and a dishcloth, an’ who’s going to give 
it back to us? It just had to have happened here! The tripping, I mean. And leave him 
alone, will you! (exit to house) 

MIMI: (kneeling by BRAD’s head) It’s me, Mimi. Why … why did you talk like that? 
Can you hear me? What did you say about me? Oh, I’m so miserable! (leaning close to 
his face) What did you say, what have you determined, concerning me? Why can’t you 
hear me? … Oh, I’m so unhappy! Wake up! Brad! 

BRAD: (stirs up) Ahh! 
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MIMI: Do you need anything? 

BRAD: You, Mimi? 

MIMI: Are you in pain? 

BRAD: No. What happened?  

MIMI: You and Gareth— 

BRAD: Aha, I know now. He has— 

MIMI: Yes. 

BRAD: Where is he? 

MIMI: He ran away. 

BRAD: It was … an accident, wasn’t it? He was showing me his taser, he’s very proud 
of being allowed to carry it, you know, and— 

MIMI: I don’t think that he’s allowed to carry it at all. But he does, all the same! He 
takes it from the cupboard when the Sergeant’s not looking. I heard what both of you 
said, I heard it all. Did you mean what you’d said? 

BRAD: (tries to get up, but apparently he is still partially paralysed) Damn it! This 
thing makes a cripple out of you. (to MIMI) I didn’t know you could hear us! 

MIMI: Just lie still. 

BRAD: Are you mad with me? 

MIMI: No. Just keep still. And, please— 

BRAD: What? 

MIMI: Please, just don’t get any idea that I … that Gareth … He shouldn’t have talked 
like that, you know, as if I … as if he were important to me! No! He shouldn’t have talked 
like that! 

BRAD: I know. 

MIMI: I was so annoyed! So insulted! 

BRAD: By what I said? 

MIMI: No, by what he said. (A noise of an approaching car, closely followed by 
another vehicle) Someone’s coming. (she stands up) That would be our neighbour 
George. And Sergeant Skinner, most likely.  

BRAD: The one in charge of the local constabulary?  

MIMI: You know him? 

BRAD: Yes, I’ve had the honour. Good bye, Mimi, I’m afraid that I’m about to drift 
into unconsciousness…  

(MIMI looks at him with some concern, but he winks at her, before lying still.) 

 

SCENE IX 
 

(SERGEANT SKINNER walks onto the stage resolutely, observes the scene. 
GEORGE follows him closely.) 



Page 24 of 55 

SKINNER: I was trying to call Gary, my offsider, but he doesn’t answer. He’s never 
around, especially when he’s needed. 

GEORGE: I haven’t seen him either. But we could manage without Gary, surely. We’ll 
put him into my car, and— 

SKINNER: What’s he done to himself? Looks like he’s out like a log— Wait, isn’t that 
the same guy again? Yes it is! I don’t believe this! 

GEORGE: You know him? 

SKINNER: Caught him trying to steel some of my price mangoes, first thing in the 
morning. He had them in his hat, I took it off him and you wouldn’t believe this: He took 
my hat and put it on his head. A policeman’s hat! I had to wrestle it back from him. He 
then snatched his from me. With the mangos. I thought about arresting him, but let him 
go. Only a little later I saw him as he was trying to chat up my daughters at the bus 
station. Luckily the bus came before I would have needed to chase him away. Next, 
Malcolm Randall drops in, complaining that a stranger was walking around, looking at 
houses, even the ruined ones, and generally acting suspiciously. Old Mal had sent a dog 
after him, he told me he paid six hundred dollars for the matt, just between us, I think 
he exaggerated or otherwise he was being had, anyway, what would you expect? The 
fellow just called at his show-piece mongrel “Come here, puppy, shake hands”, and the 
brute runs to him to offer him his paw! I’ve never seen him before, but the town’s been 
full of him since early morning. And now this! What’s he done to himself? 

GEORGE: (hastily) He tripped over something and hit his head, apparently. He was 
bleeding quite heavily when I first saw him. 

SKINNER: Tripped over something? I doubt that. And was it you, who put those 
bandages on him? 

GEORGE: Of course. A good job, isn’t it? 

SKINNER: Too good, by a half, mate. Better than he deserves, for sure. (to MIMI) 
We’ll take over here, lass. 

GEORGE: (to MIMI) He’ll travel like a lord, don’t worry.  

(Grabs BRAD by his shoulders, with SKINNER holding him by the legs.) 

BRAD: (pretends that he has just regained consciousness, mumbles) Where are you 
taking me? 

GEORGE: To the doctor’s surgery first, then maybe to the Railway Hotel, that’s just 
next door. 

BRAD: I’m staying in the Royal Exchange. 

SKINNER: Yes, of course, a proper royalty you are, for sure! 

GEORGE: He’s quite heavy, isn’t he? 

SKINNER: A man of substance, I’d say. I knew that straight away when I first saw 
him! 

(They straggle off the scene, towards the parked car, carrying BRAD) 

(EXEUNT SKINNER, GEORGE, BRAD) 

MIMI: (left alone, looking after them) Because of me … All this just because of me … 
(she turns back, looks where BRAD was laying) Oh God, so much blood! 
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VOICE FROM HEAVEN: It is not blood, it is love! 

MIMI: I have such a headache! 

 

 

END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 
 

SCENE I 
 

(A dark night. There is a light in one of the windows in the house. Enter BRAD with 
white bandages on head) 

 

BRAD: (goes to the gate, calls but not loudly) Hey, can you hear me! … The lights are 
still on … Hello, hello! Hey, you upstairs! 

GWEN: (sticks her head out of the dark window) Who is it?  

BRAD: Hello Gwen, it’s me. 

GWEN: Who’s “me”? 

BRAD: I, who was here in the morning. 

GWEN: The one who got killed? On your feet already? And I kept telling Mimi that 
you probably won’t see the light of the day. What do you want here? 

BRAD: I came to tell you that I’m fine now. 

GWEN: Good for you. And, have you brought them towels we gave you? 

BRAD: In the morning. 

GWEN: Make sure you do. Now, go to bed and leave us alone at night. 

BRAD: What is the young lady doing? 

GWEN: What do you think she would do, she’s sleeping. Just go away, will you? Let 
us sleep! (she closes the window) 

 

SCENE II 
 

BRAD: Sleeping. How could she sleep? 

(MIMI appears in the lighted window) 

BRAD: Good evening, Mimi. 

MIMI: Is it you? Are you feeling better? Where are you? I can’t see you!  

BRAD: I’m invisible, because I’ve gone black all over while walking through the 
blackest of black nights. 

MIMI: Why aren’t you in bed? How come that you’re up? You’ll do yourself some 
harm for sure! 

BRAD: I was like those stars above, didn’t want to sleep. What are you doing? 

MIMI: I’ve been waiting … Come closer, I can’t see you! Where are you? 

BRAD: Here, Mimi, where my voice comes from. 

MIMI: Why aren’t you in bed? Why didn’t you come earlier? Come closer! 

BRAD: I’m as close to you as I can get. 
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MIMI: Oh, keep quiet! How could you get up? You should be preserving your 
strength. 

BRAD: Mimi, why don’t you come down here? 

MIMI: No, no, that can’t be. Just keep quiet, please, otherwise Gwen might hear us. 

BRAD: There’s a good reason for you to come down here. 

MIMI: What would you think of me? 

BRAD: It would greatly improve my opinion of you. After all, it is you I came to see.  

MIMI: No, what do you think, I can’t—OK, I’m coming,  

BRAD: Great! 

(MIMI disappears, light goes out. BRAD straightens the bandages on his head, dusts 
off his clothes) 

 BRAD: Did you hear, oh glorious night? Stand still, for she is coming! 

(a pause)  

(Lock on the gate rattles. The gate creaks noisily, out comes MIMI) 

MIMI: Oh my God, those stairs have never creaked like this! And the hinges! Where 
are you? I can’t see you. 

BRAD: Good evening, Mimi. 

MIMI: Is that you … Brad? 

BRAD: So you’ve heard me when I told you my name. 

MIMI: I have. It will take a while for me to get used to it, though. What do you have 
on your head? 

BRAD: Bandages. 

MIMI: Oh, Christ! What’s the smell? 

BRAD: Carbolic acid … I think. Stuff they use for making you sterile, anyway.  

MIMI: Sounds awful, but it smells nice. 

BRAD: The smell of a hero. 

MIMI: So the doctor must have seen you.  

BRAD: Yes. The head wound needed some stitches. 

MIMI: How many? 

BRAD: About a dozen. 

MIMI: Stupid Gareth. But where is he? Have you seen him since..? 

BRAD: He’s gone to hiding, it seems. He probably thinks that he’d killed me with that 
taser of his. It’s been known to have happened. It took me out alright, but caused no 
injury, all the damage apparently came from my hitting the head on the ground. 

MIMI: Did it hurt a lot? 

BRAD: It did, I suppose, but the knock on the head caused me to pass out, so I don’t 
really know.  

MIMI: Why didn’t you send me a message or something? Just to say that you’re OK. 

BRAD: I wanted to come along, but I couldn’t walk. The taser leaves you a sort of 
paralysed for quite some time. 
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MIMI: And I let you stand here! Give me your hand. Can you walk? 

BRAD: Anywhere you want me to. 

MIMI: No, only to the bench. You should be seated, you’re still weak! 

BRAD: I’m not. 

MIMI: No, you have to sit down, or I’ll go home. 

BRAD: You too sit down. 

MIMI: Oh no, I’m … I’m so hot … (she sits at the other end of bench) … Please, remain 
sitting there! God, what have I done! 

BRAD: What? 

MIMI: Coming here to meet you. Going out… 

BRAD: But, Mimi— 

MIMI: You can’t talk. At least not now, just be reasonable, please! Or I won’t stay. 

BRAD: But— 

MIMI: No, don’t! God, what shall I … (she sits on the ground) Oh, I’m so hot  … (she 
hides her face in her hands) Why did you not send me a message! 

BRAD: I— 

MIMI (interrupts him immediately): No, don’t say anything, let me talk. Why didn't 
you let me know what's happening to you? I was thinking of you, I was afraid that you 
might die! 

BRAD: I wasn't so badly hurt. I thought that you knew this, that it was obvious. 

MIMI: No, it wasn’t. You should have seen yourself lying on the ground, blood 
streaming out of your head... 

BRAD: Head wounds, even small ones, could bleed quite alarmingly, I'll give you that.  

MIMI: Why, have you had experience with this sort of thing? 

BRAD: (reluctantly) Yes, I had, some. 

MIMI: Something to do with the kind of work you do? Don’t worry, I'm not asking 
you what you do for a living. Not that I would mind knowing, though... 

BRAD: It’s a long story. I'll tell you, but some other time. This night is too precious to 
be wasted on such mundane things, don't you agree? 

MIMI: If you put it that way, it's hard to disagree. I don't want you to think that I'm 
being nosy. But I was really scared, you know; there really was quite a lot of blood on the 
ground!  

BRAD: I know, I've seen those towels you and George had put on me. I mustn't forget 
to bring them back, or Gwen will have a fit! I'll have them washed at the hotel. 

MIMI: Please, don't bother. 

BRAD: But Gwen..? 

MIMI: I'll tell her that they might be contaminated or something like that, I'll think of 
something. Just throw them into the dustbin. What you've got on your head now looks 
much better, anyway. Come to think of it now, you must have looked kind of funny with 
those towels on your head, only, it wasn't funny at all, at the time. I kept telling myself 
that it was entirely my fault that everything has gone awry. I shouldn’t have come out in 
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the first place. But since I did, I just shouldn’t have let you talk to me; I should have 
gone inside, without turning my head. Those meaningless words that between the two of 
us were exchanged should have remained unsaid. Instead, I've acted provocatively─ 

BRAD: Obviously, you've never seen a girl acting provocatively; otherwise you 
wouldn’t be saying this. I thought you were rather timid, like a young doe. 

MIMI (pricks up): And you've had experience with this sort of thing, obviously... 

BRAD (evasively): Not much, really. But immediately after seeing you I wished I 
could walk to you and say simply: Take your hand into mine, and press it firm. And you 
would have said: “Oh”, you would have sighed: “Oh”. And I would have told you: “Don’t 
worry Mimi, I’m Brad and I only came to steal a kiss.” 

MIMI: Maybe you should have done that. The incident with Gareth may never have 
happened. 

BRAD: Now you say it, I’m glad that it did happen. Just lying there helplessly and 
having a wound attended to by a nurse of you calibre, that’s something I would never 
have wanted to miss out on!  

MIMI: So much had happened in one day! When I woke up in the morning, with my 
parents already gone away, I just wished I could be on my own for the rest of the day. 
I’m rarely entirely on my own and it’s something that I wanted to cherish. Either staying 
home or going outside for a while. Then you suddenly appeared as if from nowhere, and 
I knew that I wanted to be with you.  

BRAD: Is that why you came out, asking for videos and the thumb drive? 

MIMI: Yes. 

BRAD: I knew that on your part it might be some sort of a stratagem. 

MIMI: How could you have known? 

BRAD: Firstly, you ignored me too ostentatiously and secondly, I doubted that you 
would have any use for a thumb drive here. That was only confirmed later, when I saw 
two of those things sticking out of your computer, like sore thumbs! 

MIMI: I wanted to get to know you, just a little, I had to invent something. I had no 
idea that at the first opportunity, half an opportunity, really, you’d storm inside the 
house, like you did! 

BRAD: Opportunities don’t always come one’s way, do they? If this one didn’t I would 
have probably invent some. But you weren’t really that much offended, or were you? 

MIMI: No, I wasn’t and that‘s what worries me. Even more worried made me the fact 
that I wasn’t offended either by what you’d said to Gareth. 

BRAD: You heard? 

MIMI: Every word. Even today she’ll be mine, you have said to him! 

BRAD: I exaggerated, talked big, and lied— 

MIMI: And because of that you nearly died! 

BRAD: That’s a gamble that one sometimes has to take. 

MIMI: Please, don’t tell me that you’re used to gambling with your life.  

(she holds both his hands and looks him in the face from close up) 

You are! I can see it in your eyes.  
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BRAD: You can see it, even at night, with only the stars shining, not even the Moon? 
(looking into her eyes) But I can see things in your eyes too. I can see that you are like a 
timorous doe that on a night like this came to a spring to have a drink of pure water. I 
don’t wish to be like a bad hunter, who awaits you there, with a hidden gun and dark 
foliage over his face. Let Southern Cross shine on you, let this starry night watch the 
wild doe refreshed and revived. It’s a wise, holy, benignant night that bestows her 
favours on lovers. It sustains them, acting as their protector and their saver over the 
path mystical an arcane. 

MIMI: Then the morning comes … 

BRAD: Yes, morning’s there to spin-up chances, arrange meetings, dovetail our 
vacations with golden thread, make love come upon exchanging glances … 

(still holding her) 

MIMI: And form destinies that lie ahead.  

(she disengages herself) But please, excuse me. I have to go inside, suddenly I feel so 
unquiet that I need to be alone. 

BRAD: If I held you, I won’t let go of you. It’s you who is tying my hands with ropes 
fast and true. 

 

SCENE IV 

 

(Sound of an approaching car that pulls nearby.) 

 
MIMI: A car at this time of night?! 

BRAD: Yes, someone’s arriving! 

MIMI: That sounds like my father’s car, surely it couldn’t be; they were supposed to 
be staying overnight. 

BRAD: Then they must have changed their mind. Here, Mimi, let’s hide behind the 
tree! 

(The car doors slamming, then light of a torch flickers in treetops, voices are heard) 

PROFESSOR (voice only): I’m not going to bother putting the car into garage; I’ll 
leave it outside here till the morning. I’d rather get into bed as soon as I can. 

BETHANY (voice only): I only hope all is right. I’m just telling you that I had this 
strange feeling... 

PROFESSOR: (voice only) I’d be happier if you were wrong with those premonitions 
of yours, Bethany, I’m sure you understand me.  

(PROFESSOR and BETHANY enter the stage, he carries a shining torch.) 

PROFESSOR: What’s that?! (he aims the torch at the open gate) 

BETHANY: What? 

PROFESSOR: The gate’s open! 

BETHANY: Quentin, there is someone standing there!  

PROFESSOR: (turns the light to BRAD) Who is it standing there? 
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BRAD: I am. 

PROFESSOR: What are you doing here? 

BRAD: Nothing. 

BETHANY: And who is it standing behind you? 

MIMI: It’s me, mum. 

BETHANY: Mimi, for God’s sake, what are you doing here? 

PROFESSOR: Who were you talking to? 

BRAD: To me. 

PROFESSOR: Mimi, who is this man? 

MIMI: I don’t know. 

PROFESSOR: What?! You don’t know him? And you meet with him at night? Why? 
Answer me! 

BETHANY: See, this premonition I had, Quentin! I could feel it in my bones that 
something’s wrong! That’s why I insisted that we get home immediately! 

PROFESSOR: You reprobate girl, you want to be like Coleen? What’s this? 

BETHANY: Mimi, you’re going to get it! 

PROFESSOR: Go home immediately! 

MIMI: (to BRAD) Good-bye! (goes home) 

BRAD: Good night, Mimi. Don’t be afraid. 

GWEN: (from the window upstairs) Oh Christ almighty, is that you, sir? Didn’t 
expect you till tomorrow! 

PROFESSOR: Woman, why didn’t you watch over the place? 

GWEN: How could I when I’m sleeping? Bhrr! (she disappears) 

BETHANY: That wretched child! 

PROFESSOR: Go to her.  

(EXIT BETHANY)  

And as for you, mister, whoever you are, I have nothing to say to you. I hope that you 
will not be so impudent to make an appearance here, now that we are back home. It 
would be futile. 

BRAD: Anything else? 

(PROFESSOR just gives him a hard stare, walks in and locks the gate. Windows in 
the house light up.) 

BRAD: Poor Mimi! Now the blood will flow. Oh God, so much blood! 

 

VOICE FROM HEAVEN: It is not blood, it is love! 

BRAD: I have such a headache! 

(he turns around and slowly walks away) 

 

END OF ACT TWO 
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ACT THREE 
 

 

SCENE I 
 

(BRAD, with his head bandaged, sits on the bench in front of the house) 

 

BRAD: (in a quiet voice) Show yourself, can you hear me? I’m calling you. 

MIMI: (looks out the window) It’s you! 

BRAD: Good morning, Mimi, come outside. 

MIMI: I can’t, I’m still barefooted. (she disappears) 

(GWEN with a haversack comes out, yawning loudly) 

BRAD: Morning Gwen. 

GWEN: You here again? What do you want? 

BRAD: What is Mimi doing? 

GWEN: Got them towels? 

BRAD: I’ll have them sent over. How is Mimi? 

GWEN: Go away, it was horrible, last night. 

BRAD: What was? 

GWEN: Christ the Lord, I got it hot! Why didn’t I watch over her, why did I leave her 
alone – am I supposed to be a watchdog or a babysitter, or what? I’m their housekeeper, 
and a part-time only. But that didn’t stop them from throwing it all on my head! 

BRAD: And what about Mimi? 

GWEN: What about her? She cried all the night long, I couldn’t bear it no longer, so 
in the end I went to her without anyone knowing; I had to lie next to her, she embraced 
me and then went on about you and only about you—  

(She gives him the sort of look as if she was seeing him for the first time.) 

BRAD: What did she say? 

GWEN: (yawning) Oh, all sorts of silly things. But I talked her out of it. 

BRAD: Out of what? 

GWEN: Everything. Ever since I saw you the first time, I wondered whom you’d 
reminded me of. A then it came to me. You’re like one guy I knew at school. He could 
have any girl he wanted, they all flogged around him; even I was tempted. But he never 
stayed with any of them. The next week he found himself another. Told Mimi that you’ll 
be like that, you too won’t come back, that you’ll forget all about her, that this is what 
men are like. As if I didn’t know all about it! 

BRAD: What makes you so sure I’d be like that fellow? 

GWEN: Because you look so much like him! 

BRAD: And Mimi? What did she say? 
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GWEN: Nothing, she thanked me. When I finished talking her out of being in love 
with you she went to sleep, it was near dawn, anyway. (yawning again) And how is 
things with you? Why don’t you just go away and leave us alone? 

BRAD: And her parents? 

GWEN: Yeah, Her father won’t let her talk to you. 

BRAD: He won’t let her! 

GWEN: So it’s useless, your hanging around here. Mimi swore by the holy cross that 
she won’t talk with you again. She made a solemn promise in front of all of us. A solemn 
promise! Yeah, that’s it, you’ve had it, mate. Now you should go to where ever you came 
from. (walking away) There was enough of this already. And send us them towels, will 
you?  

 

(EXIT GWEN — after a while the car engine is heard) 

 

 

SCENE II 
 

(the gate opens ajar, out slips MIMI) 

  

BRAD: (stands up) Mimi! 

MIMI: Quiet. I thought you’d never come back. Gwen said that you never would. Why 
are you looking at me like this? 

BRAD: Your eyes look weepy.  

MIMI: That’s nothing. You look like a Sikh in that turban. How do you feel? Are you 
feeling better now? 

BRAD: Are you religious, Mimi?  

MIMI: Well, I suppose, perhaps, I am. 

BRAD: And you have sworn— 

MIMI: Oh, that, Gwen told you ─ Yes. 

BRAD:—that you won’t talk with me. 

MIMI: I know, perjury is a terrible sin, but I’ll probably keep on sinning anyway, I 
don’t even want to do anything else, so it doesn’t matter. I’m so glad that you came! 

BRAD: Did they make a big racket? 

MIMI: They did. Why do you ask? Let’s go into the bush, here we can’t— 

 

 

SCENE II 
 

(BETHANY in the window upstairs, sees MIMI) 

BETHANY: Wretched child! Come home! 
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MIMI (recoils) 

BETHANY: Mimi, what are you doing? You’ve sworn to us─ Can’t you hear? Come 
home now! 

MIMI: (silent, would not go) 

BETHANY: Mimi, can’t you hear me? … Get home! My child, pull yourself together! 
What are you doing? For god’s sake, Mimi! (she disappears) 

(Out of the gate comes PROFESSOR in a dressing gown.) 

PROFESSOR: You’re hard of hearing, aren’t you? Get home! Now! You worthless, 
ungrateful, obstinate child! Come home immediately! 

MIMI: (fighting tears, but not going) 

PROFESSOR: So you won’t go? For the last time, Mimi – come home! Will you come 
or not? 

MIMI: (hiding her face, shaking all over) 

PROFESSOR: In that case, just go away! Away from us! I don’t want to know you any 
more, you stupid hussy, you slut! Get lost! (he slams the gate, locks it from the inside) 

MIMI: (begins to cry, runs to the gate, and pummels it) Open up, mummy, open up! 

BRAD: Leave them alone, Mimi, let’s go! 

MIMI: Mummy! 

BRAD: (runs to her) Damn it, leave them and— 

BETHANY: (opens the gate) Come my child, come! Can you see now what you’ve 
done! 

PROFESSOR: (behind her) Rascally, roguish, reprobate, miscreant, disobedient─ I 
don’t want to know her, she’s no longer my daughter! 

BETHANY: See, Mimi, see? You silly girl! 

PROFESSOR: She perjured herself, she doesn’t hear you, doesn’t know us, she’s no 
longer one of us! 

BETHANY: Can you hear my child? What are you doing to us!? 

PROFESSOR: She left us and went away with the first man she stumbled over. See 
what we’ve brought up…! (he softens up suddenly) Mimi! 

BETHANY: Go, go to daddy! 

PROFESSOR: Mimi, my daughter! Tell me that you won’t be troubling us anymore! 

BETHANY: (embraces her) Come with me! 

MIMI: (crying on her shoulders) Mama! 

PROFESSOR: See, my dear, see? Couldn’t you listen to us before? 

BRAD: Now you’ve got her! 

PROFESSOR: What? Mimi, get inside! 

(MIMI goes obediently. BETHANY follows her) 
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SCENE IV 
 

 

BRAD: Now’ you’ve got her! 

PROFESSOR: As for you, young man, I have nothing to say to you. Thankfully, we can 
still guard our daughter against a marauding buccaneers like yourself. So you had 
waited cunningly for our departure! What interesting reasons you must have had for 
avoiding us? Who are you, anyway? And the looks of you! You probably have nothing to 
say to me. 

BRAD: No. 

PROFESSOR: Nothing at all. It is absolutely impossible for Mimi to ever see you 
again. We will be watching over her very carefully from now on! Why couldn’t she look 
straight into our eyes? Why wouldn’t she tell us what had happened? How did she meet 
you? What went on here? What sort of an accident you had? What is being concealed? 
Oh, whatever it was that happened here, it was no good! 

BRAD: Wait! 

PROFESSOR: What is it? 

BRAD: Mimi’s crying. 

PROFESSOR: Let her cry! Leaving one’s parents out of your confidence is the same as 
deceiving them. Parents are the child’s conscience, and if Mimi has secrets from us, her 
conscience is bedevilling her. Our Mimi was never like this. The ruin that you have 
caused in her! 

BRAD: What is she doing to her? 

PROFESSOR: That’s none of your business. We had left her here yesterday, just like a 
little toy, a child, an innocent lamb… Today she is defying us, she doesn’t talk to us, she 
runs away from us, tear stained and with her forehead overheated, as if she had lost all 
her reason! You make me shudder all over! 

BRAD: Do you have to go on, like this?  

(He keeps wandering about, listening to what might be going on inside, while 
paying little attention to what the PROFESSOR is saying to him.) 

PROFESSOR: Yesterday I knew this house like I know myself; I used to understand 
every tiny sound it would make while speaking to me, every quiet moan it had let out in 
a dream… But, you know what? As soon as you showed up your face here, it’s begun to 
behave differently. The whole night long something in it went on cracking, something 
else was now laughing, now again it’ was being grouchy, cantankerous. Things that used 
to stay firmly in their places are now falling down or disappearing suddenly, 
inexplicably… And in the middle of all this my child lies there crying, and outside this 
once happy edifice that has now turned into a thoroughly miserable hovel, outside it 
stands you, a ridiculous jester with that nonsensical turban on your head, listening, and 
generally behaving like you have just overturned a beehive, which took so many years to 
build. Yes, we are going to safeguard her, even if we’ll have to keep her under the lock! I 
get this awful, horrible impression of you; prowling by this gate like an animal; tell me, 
are you mad? You look like you don’t understand at all what’s being said to you! 
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BRAD (had not listened to him at all, trying to hear what was going on inside the 
house): What? 

PROFESSOR: I’m saying: Go away from here, man! You are not going to see my 
daughter any more. Never, never, will I let you come near her! I don’t know you, and I 
don’t want to know you, it’s bad enough that I have seen you once. Do you understand, 
you’ll never see Mimi again, never! Now just go! 

 

 

SCENE V 
 

(BETHANY walks out of the gate) 

BRAD: What have you done to her? 

PROFESSOR: What is she doing, Bethany? 

BETHANY: She’s crying. I locked her up and— 

PROFESSOR: Did she say anything? 

BETHANY: Nothing. Just keeps on crying. Oh, God, the trouble children can cause 
you! 

PROFESSOR: Let her cry. Eventually she’ll get tired of it, and by then all the defiance 
would have gone away. Just let her cry! When she finally wipes off her tears she will find 
us by her side, as if nothing at all had happened, all will be smoothed out, not even a 
single memory will remain.  

BETHANY: If you think so, Quentin. (to BRAD) Has my husband told you, sir— 

BRAD: Tell me what? 

BETHANY:—that we do not want Mimi to speak with you. You are … she is … Simply, 
we can’t allow it. You shouldn’t be meeting at night, behind our back, and anyway … It 
would not be good for her. 

PROFESSOR: I’ll put it to you quite simply: we forbid it, and that’s the end of it! 

BETHANY: (more conciliatory) You are still young— 

PROFESSOR: So much the worse! Should youth be an excuse or a virtue? Youth is the 
folly, that’s what it is! Youth is immorality! Do you think, sir that I take you seriously? 
Not at all! Do you think that I take seriously those rags wrapped around your head? Or 
your love or what you might call it? Not at all! Because it’s all just a gimmick! A trick! A 
masquerade! I’m a little too old now not to realise immediately whom I have the honour 
of meeting! A little bit too experienced! You are the epitome of youth! You, you are 
terribly dangerous man, because you are not serious! And now … we have finished! Do 
you understand? You will not see Mimi ever again. Please – go! 

BRAD: Yes. I will. 

(He runs inside the gate, locks it up and secures it with the crossbar. Then the key 
locking up the door to the house can be heard.) 
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SCENE VI 
 

 

PROFESSOR: (runs to the gate) What are you doing? 

BETHANY: Oh God! He’s locked himself in! 

PROFESSOR: He’s locked in! Why did you leave the key in the door?! (he pommels 
the gate) Open up! What are you doing?! 

BETHANY: Open up! 

PROFESSOR: Come out, you impudent man! 

BETHANY: Sir, please open up! 

PROFESSOR: How dare you? Come out, open up the door! Are you crazy, you 
scoundrel! What are you doing? 

BETHANY: Christ the Lord, what a man! 

PROFESSOR: Open the door, now! Immediately! Can you hear me, you … you  … 
scamp? 

BRAD: (voice from inside the house) I hear you. 

PROFESSOR: Open up! 

BETHANY: Open up! 

BRAD: (voice) Not a chance! 

PROFESSOR: This is preposterous! Come and open up! 

BRAD: (voice) I’m not coming! 

BETHANY: Mimi, open up for us! Do you hear, Mimi? 

BRAD: (in the window, enraged) Who’s calling Mimi? She’s got nothing to do with 
this! 

PROFESSOR: Now, you open up, and immediately! 

BRAD: You’ll have to wait for ages— (disappears) 

PROFESSOR: Rascal! The turpitude! Let me go, Bethany, I’m going to force down the 
gate! I’ll bring it down! 

BETHANY: Calm down! Remember you have a heart condition. 

PROFESSOR: (leaning against the gate) Let me … I’ll … I’ll get it! Just wait … oh … 
oh … No … I can’t do it! There are heavy bars, no one could force it. The scoundrel! Let 
me go! 

BETHANY: No, just don’t overextend yourself! 

PROFESSOR: Let me climb over the wall! … Where, where is it a bit lower? If I could 
have a ladder! 

BETHANY: You mustn’t! 

PROFESSOR: Or at least a chair or something! Such a felon! Go, go get the 
blacksmith, to force open the gate! 

BRAD: (on the balcony loading a gun) Don’t go anywhere. There are iron bars there. 

PROFESSOR: Go, get the blacksmith! 
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BRAD: Go. Give him my regards. 

PROFESSOR: Get the blacksmith! 

BRAD: And tell him the gun’s loaded. I wouldn’t advise anyone to come here. 
Seriously. 

BETHANY: Good heavens, he has a gun! 

PROFESSOR: My gun! Put it down immediately! Who gave you permission to use my 
gun? 

BRAD: It’s a Winchester. 

PROFESSOR: You wicked man, out! Out of my house! 

BRAD: Your house! I don’t give a damn about your house. That’s not why I’m doing 
this. 

PROFESSOR: Is that why you take liberties with my daughter? 

BRAD: Your daughter! Everything’s yours: the house, the gun, Mimi … is that the 
most important thing about them that they all belong to you? 

PROFESSOR: Out! Out! 

BRAD: Not a chance. I’m not going to let go of what I’ve found. 

PROFESSOR: Let go!? What is it that you want? 

BRAD: From you I want nothing; but I’m not going to be impeded by you, I’m not 
going to let go of Mimi! Not for anything in the world, sir! 

PROFESSOR: Now, this joke has gone far enough! I’m ordering you— 

BRAD: ─You can’t give me orders. That’s what you would always do, give orders. You 
won’t sweet talk me out of this, like you did Mimi, I’m not stupid. You wanted to forbid 
her love; I’m going to defend it. And if you want a fight, so be it! Do whatever you will. I 
won’t give in; even if it meant that I have to lay down my life here! 

PROFESSOR: Gimmicks! Gimmicks! Gimmicks! You think, you clown, that I take you 
seriously? Fight! Lay down your life! Do you think that I’m going to buy such phrases?  

BRAD: That’s fine. I’ll show you if I’m serious or not. And I’m telling you that I will 
not leave here alive. 

BETHANY: Merciful powers! And what about Mimi? 

BRAD: Nothing to do with her. You’re not asking her either, you only do with her 
whatever you want to do. 

PROFESSOR: Can you hear it, Mimi? You can put up with this? 

BRAD: Leave Mimi out of this. I’m here … (turns around) But Mimi!   (runs inside) 

BETHANY: Mimi, come here! Open up! 

BRAD: (voice only, inside) You can’t do that! (furiously) No! 

MIMI: (runs onto balcony) Daddy, I can’t— 

BRAD: (pulls her back by the hand) Go away, Mimi, don’t you dare! 

(they both disappear within the house) 

PROFESSOR: Mimi, don’t let him … open up the gate! 

BETHANY: (stops him) Quiet, so we can hear— 

PROFESSOR: What is he doing there? 
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BETHANY: Talking. 

PROFESSOR: Yes, talking. 

BETHANY: Laughing. 

PROFESSOR: Dastard. 

BETHANY: Now Mimi’s talking. 

PROFESSOR: What is she saying? 

BETHANY: Don’t know. 

PROFESSOR: Crying? 

BETHANY: No, not crying. Now he talks. 

PROFESSOR: Taking him seriously! Nonsense! Tell me, are you taking his threats 
seriously? 

BETHANY: I don’t know. 

PROFESSOR: I keep getting this impression that I had seen this man somewhere 
before. A long time ago, I just don’t know— 

BETHANY: He reminds me of someone, too. 

PROFESSOR: Such reckless man! 

BETHANY: I get it. When I was a little girl and I had the measles, I was given an old 
pictorial book for children; and there was one picture— 

PROFESSOR: What picture? 

BETHANY: A young Indian, a chieftain, with the headband and feathers, you know? 
And I liked him immensely. It’s like; when I close my eyes I can see him … even now— 
And he too has a kind of headband, only the feather is missing─ 

PROFESSOR: (he was not listening to her at all) ─What shall we do? 

BETHANY: Nothing. It’s gone. The book, I mean. I never found that book again. 

PROFESSOR: What book? Wait, what is he doing there? 

BETHANY: Talking. 

PROFESSOR: I can hear Mimi. 

BETHANY: I can hear him. 

PROFESSOR: Skunk. But where have I seen him? Or a fellow like him. Where? 
Where? 

BETHANY: In a book? 

PROFESSOR: No, no, wait. He looks like somebody I knew. 

BETHANY: Somebody you knew? 

PROFESSOR: Aha, now I know! When I was young, the first year at the Uni, I got to 
know one fellow, he was much into the left wing politics, an anarchist really, you know? 
He and the likes of him would never miss any protest march or a demonstration, 
anything that gave them a chance to show the world that they’re against the 
establishment. 

BETHANY: Young men are like that. Even young girls, these days. 
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PROFESSOR: Young, wild … Boy, wasn’t he crazy! Girls, parties, poetry … I don’t 
know what it was that attracted people to him. Girls especially. And he looks just like 
him! Could be his twin! 

BETHANY: If only I could find that book! 

PROFESSOR: Which book? Trumpery! Can you hear anything? 

BETHANY: He’s walking about the house. As if he were looking for something. 

(A car pulls up, door slamming) 

PROFESSOR: That’s none of his business, looking for things there. (he yells) 
Wretched man, leave my house alone! Get lost! 

 

 

SCENE VII 
 

(GWEN runs in) 

GWEN: Have you called? What is it? What’s going on? 

BETHANY: You won’t believe it, Gwen, he’s there, inside. 

GWEN: He, which he? The one who was here last night? 

BETHANY: Yes. He won’t let us in. 

GWEN: Christ, and I have to do the cooking! Why did you let him in? 

BETHANY: He let himself in. 

GWEN: (at the gate) He’s locked up! – Hey, let me in! Open up! I’ve the cooking to 
do! And cleaning too! – Sir, order him to go! 

BETHANY: Order, Gwen? He’s an outlaw. 

GWEN: Out … You intruder! You snatcher! Get out! Will you go? Heeelp! Heeelp! 

BETHANY: Don’t yell, Gwen. We don’t want the whole town to know. 

GWEN: And where is Mimi? 

BETHANY: With him. He’s locked her in … with himself. 

GWEN: By gad, that’s a disaster! She’s a goner! 

PROFESSOR: What? Who? 

GWEN: Our miss. Gad almighty, what a blow! You bandit, you hooligan, you 
terrorist! Come and open up the gate now! 

BRAD: (voice from the inside) Why don’t you shut up?! 

GWEN: You just wait, you mugger, I’ll show you what a woman can do! 

BRAD: (voice from the inside) No need to. 

GWEN: Get out of there, you scoundrel! 

BRAD: (voice from the inside) Nuts to you! 

GWEN: Nothing would move him, that’s it. Oh dear me, poor Mimi! And so young 
too! What’ll become of her? 

PROFESSOR: Keep quiet, woman. Don’t rub it in! 
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GWEN: Alright, I’ll be quiet … Poor miss! 

PROFESSOR: … Listen, we can’t leave it like this … We’ve got to get him out! Out and 
now! Tell me what to do? 

BETHANY: I have no idea. I don’t even know what to think— 

PROFESSOR: Of what? 

BETHANY: Of him. 

PROFESSOR: That he is an intruder! Gwen, go and fetch the locksmith! Tell him to 
come here and force the gate open. 

GWEN: There’s no locksmith in the town, sir. There hasn’t been one for years. 

PROFESSOR: What about a blacksmith? 

GWEN: No smith of any kind, sir. Not since the last gold mine had closed down. 

PROFESSOR: OK, someone who can do things like this, there must be somebody— 

GWEN: I could get George. He’s quite a handyman. He used to even be a burglar, 
that’s when he lived in Townsville. Then they caught him and locked him up for a few 
years, and that’s when he decided to retire here, when he got out. He reckoned there 
would be too much temptation, if he were to stay in Townsville. 

BETHANY: Really? I had no idea that George would have such a colourful curriculum 
vitae. 

PROFESSOR: Wait Glen. Get George for sure, but tell the mayor to come here as well; 
that’s what we need, a magisterial interposition.  

BETHANY: How about the police? Shouldn’t we call the police? 

GWEN: Yes, I’ll get sergeant Skinner to come as well. And he’ll bring his offsider too, 
I expect. 

THE PROFESSOR: OK, let them all know. 

GWEN: Haha! (she takes off) 

PROFESSOR: … Oh dear, oh dear, I didn’t think that we … that we would have to lay a 
siege to our own house! That we would have to fight … for everything! Why is it so? Why 
is the youth laying such obstacles to us? One barely gets to build one’s career, one barely 
grows grey hair at his work, one barely sits down by the hearth, and here come the 
adventitious steps … on the threshold … Strange, light, quick steps … It’s youth! It’s the 
enemy! It’s coming! Get out of the way and don’t trammel, you obstinate old man! 

BETHANY: Listen— 

PROFESSOR: But I’ll stand fast! I’ll show him! The youth has to be broken! It has to 
be shown its place! Remember that young guy who was after my job at the Uni, Yusuf 
something? 

BETHANY: Yusuf Demir.  

PROFESSOR: Remember how it turned out that he couldn’t even spell properly? 
Used a spell-checker in his curriculum and, of course, the spellchecker got it wrong, put 
in some words that shouldn’t have been there. Fortunately, I made sure of reading it and 
was able to subtly point it out to a few important people. But that’s youth these days.  

BETHANY: Listen Quentin, I think we shouldn’t have called for anyone. 

PROFESSOR: Why? 
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BETHANY: Because of Mimi. There’ll be a gossip— 

PROFESSOR: So what, a gossip. So be it. I’ll stand fast! 

(BRAD sticks his head onto the balcony) 

BRAD: Has she gone, Gwen? (walks onto the balcony) So, are you ready? (a pause) 
Me too. (a pause) Aha, you won’t talk to me? So be it! 

PROFESSOR: (very dryly) You stay there! 

BRAD: What is it? 

PROFESSOR: You will be evicted … by the authorities. I give you … three minutes to 
leave. 

BRAD: Did you mean three weeks? 

PROFESSOR: No. This gimmicky behaviour won’t get you anywhere, young man. 

BRAD: (supremely seriously) And you’ll stop calling it gimmicky behaviour. You have 
not turned this house into a fortress for nothing. Good bye. 

PROFESSOR: Others will deal with you from now on. 

BRAD: You have sent for reinforcements? 

PROFESSOR: (gravely) You will see. 

BRAD: At last. 

PROFESSOR: (to BETHANY) Do you hear him? He’s playing the hero! 

BRAD: Don’t get it wrong. But with only myself against you … that wouldn’t be a fair 
game. 

PROFESSOR: What game? 

BRAD: A contest. You are too weak and helpless. Besides, the more of you there 
would be, the more in the right I will be. 

PROFESSOR: In the right! You, in the right! Has anyone ever heard of such 
impudence? It’s a break-in what you’ve done, an act of terrorism! And you think, sir, 
that you are doing something extraordinary? Not at all! The world has seen millions of 
such heroic acts and it has done away with all of them! And yet ever and ever again some 
stupid juvenile comes and wants to play this old caper! And always he thinks that he’s 
doing something amazingly original! Oh, I’ve had enough of this old farce! 

BRAD: Pity. I rather like it. 

PROFESSOR: You fool! You fool! A little time only, and you won’t have fun anymore, 
the adventure will be over, everything will be gone. When you’ll stand here, crestfallen, 
and wiser by one bad ending, that’s when I’ll tell you that a bad end is a good beginning. 
The youth has to be broken! 

BRAD: Mine or hers? 

PROFESSOR: What? 

BRAD: Do you think that I would allow her youth be broken? 

PROFESSOR: Are you crazy? I … I am safeguarding Mimi! 

BRAD: No, sir. I guard her. 

PROFESSOR: You are her ruin! Oh, I will pluck such stupidities out of her heart! I 
would rather kill my daughter than leaving her to you! 
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BRAD: (turns towards the house) Did you hear that, Mimi? You see! 

PROFESSOR: Let her hear it! At least she’ll know that this is the end! 

BRAD: Will you have stormed the building? 

PROFESSOR: Nonsense. I’ll have you arrested! 

BRAD: Aha, you’ve sent for the Police? Good. They won’t get in here. 

PROFESSOR: What? You would want … to stand up … to the police? 

BRAD: Of course. 

PROFESSOR: But how? How would you defend yourself? 

BRAD: With this. (shows him the riffle) Is it licenced, anyway? 

PROFESSOR: Shooting? At the police? 

BRAD: Yes, of course. 

PROFESSOR: Oh, no … the felon … shooting at the police! Oh— 

(he looks as if he is about to have a heart attack) 

BETHANY: What’s the matter with you? 

PROFESSOR: Oh … oh … oh … my heart … can’t … breathe … Did you … hear? 
Shooting … at the police! 

BETHANY: See what you’re doing? He’s ill! He’s got a bad heart! 

PROFESSOR: (drops onto the bench) At the police! 

BETHANY: Let us go home! You’re going to kill him! 

BRAD: Aha, and you wanted to kill me? 

BETHANY: He’ll have a heart attack! Will you cause Mimi such a grief? 

BRAD: And you want to chase me away. Would you cause Mimi such a grief? 

(a car pulls up nearby) 

BETHANY: Be reasonable. You can’t stay there! 

BRAD: Why couldn’t I? There are bars, supplies, ammunition … We could stay here 
for a fourteen days. And for a thousand nights, Madam! 

BETHANY: Have some regard. What if people see you here? 

BRAD: You shouldn’t have called them. 

PROFESSOR: (stands up) Don’t talk to him! 

 

 

SCENE VIII 
 

(Enter GEORGE, stands and gawks) 

PROFESSOR: (in a broken voice) You are … a criminal! You will pay for this … 
terribly … I … I will not budge … not even an inch! 

BRAD: I won’t either. (walks inside the house) 

GEORGE: Excuse me for saying so, but this man’s a terrorist, isn’t he? 

BETHANY: Something like that. 
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GEORGE: Yeah, things like that happen, don’t they? I say, yesterday I found him here 
laying on the ground with a tas … with his head cracked from taking a fall, and I’d myself 
put bandages on him. And I didn’t even know who it was that I was helping! But, all the 
time I keep thinking, where have I seen this fellow before? I say, you should have him 
surrounded so that he won’t run away! 

BETHANY: Oh, if only he would run away! 

GEORGE: Oh no, such felony must be punished. Is there a lot in there he could filch? 

BETHANY: A lot, too much, George. More than you could imagine. 

GEORGE: Well, well, what a shame. (BETHANY begins to cry) Gwen said that I 
should look at the gate, if it can be force opened. 

PROFESSOR: Yes, yes, force it open! 

(another car pulls up) 

GEORGE: Here are some reinforcements. I say, soon we’ll have him completely 
surrounded. (inspects the gate) Blasted gate, damn it! Which idiot had this put in? 

PROFESSOR: I had it done. 

GEORGE: You wanted to turn it into a fortress? You might as well call in the artillery. 

PROFESSOR: What’s the problem? 

GEORGE: The problem? Bars. Hooks. Iron. Blasted gate! Show me anyone who could 
force open this. 

 

 

SCENE IX 
 

(BRIGITTA the Mayor joins them, meanwhile another car is being heared arriving.) 

BRIGITTA: Morning, Professor. You’re supposed to have some offender here. Where 
is he? 

PROFESSOR: He’s in there. 

BETHANY: He’s locked himself in. 

GEORGE: The gate’s too strong to force open it. 

BRIGITTA: Well, well! And in full daylight! Gwen comes and says to me there is a 
burglar in the professor’s house. 

PROFESSOR: You are the Mayor, the local authority, so please order him to leave my 
house. 

BRIGITTA: Yes, sure. In a minute. 

PROFESSOR: What are you waiting for? 

BRIGITTA: For the police chief. Sergeant Skinner. 

(GWEN walks onto the stage) 

GWEN: He’s coming. As soon as he’s managed to wake up his offsider. 

BRIGITTA: Gareth Fitzpatrick? How come he’s still asleep?  

GEORGE: He’s had quite a night, he got pickled rather heavily. 
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BRIGITTA: Where? 

GEORGE: The Railway Hotel. 

(BRAD has walked onto the balcony, riffle in his hand.) 

BRAD: And I missed it! I was staying at the Royal Exchange. What a pity! 

BRIGITTA: (points at BRAD) Is that your intruder? 

PROFESSOR: Yes, that is he. You are the authority; order him to leave the house 
immediately. 

BRIGITTA: Well, I suppose so. But I don’t think it’s going to do much good. He’s a 
daredevil. He’s got it written … 

PROFESSOR: Are you or are you not the Mayor?  Then intervene, order him out! 

BRIGITTA: OK, I will intervene. Sir, open up! 

BRAD: I won’t. 

BRIGITTA: I’m ordering you! 

BRAD: In the name of the law? 

BRIGITTA: In the name of the law. 

BRAD: Fuck the law! (walks to the house) 

GEORGE: There you are, Mayor. He gave it to you square! 

(Yet another car is heard arriving) 

BRIGITTA: Yes, that was rather impressive, a kind of definitive, wasn’t it? 

PROFESSOR: He’s insulting the authority, and defying the law. He shouldn’t be 
allowed to get away with this! 

 

SCENE X 
 

(ENTER Sergeant SKINNER with GARETH, who looks very wobbly after the alcohol 
binge, and who must have come only reluctantly, not knowing that his discharging of 
the taser remains a secret only between himself and BRAD.) 

SKINNER: Where is the law breaker? 

PROFESSOR: In the house! 

BRIGITTA: Wait Skinner, I’ll have another go at fixing it. – Hey, young man! Come 
out! 

BRAD: (walks on the balcony) What is it now? 

SKINNER: (more or less to himself) Aha, as if I didn’t know it! All the way to here I 
kept thinking if this is the guy. If only I cold think of where I have seen him before! Or 
someone much like him.  

BRIGITTA: (to BRAD) I say, be reasonable. Why don’t you just come with us? We’ll 
go to the Exchange or the Railway, have a few drinks, on me. You could come again 
some other time.  

PROFESSOR: He can’t! 
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BRIGITTA: Excuse me, sir, I’m trying to negotiate. Look young man, you are in the 
house that doesn’t belong to you. Everything has to come to an end, sooner or later. The 
professor here is in the right. Come with us for lunch, and in the afternoon we could go 
out and shoot some rabbits. Or pigs. The young lady’s not going to run away. OK, now 
let’s go. 

GEORGE: That was very well said. 

BRAD: I’m not leaving. You could promise me anything in the world, but I’d be mad 
to let it go. Whatever’s going to happen, I will stake my life on it and won’t go. Seriously. 
Mayor, life is not a joke, and I’m not crazy. If I could stay fast only for a week, it would 
be worth it. And now just leave me alone! 

PROFESSOR: (in a weak voice) Please, give me my Nitrolingual pump spray. It’s on 
the bedside table. 

BRAD: Certainly. I’ll hand it over the wall. (he goes inside) 

SKINNER: (conspiratorially) I’ve got it! When he’s handing over that nitro— 
whatever, that medication, that’s when we’ll get him. 

PROFESSOR: Oh, yes! Do it! 

SKINNER: Constable Fitzpatrick, that’s the job just for you and for the taser!  

GARETH: Are you sure, sir? He won’t trust me— 

SKINNER: Why should he trust you less than any one of us? Just make sure that you 
stand near enough, otherwise it’s all in the timing. If you zap him just as he’s about to 
hand that thing over, he’ll tumble. This side of the wall, hopefully. When he’s down, we’ll 
all jump him. 

GEORGE: I don’t like this. 

BRIGITTE: It’s not a fair play, is it? 

SKINNER: He’s not been playing it fair either, has he? 

GWEN: Ha, ha, I’ll come onto him. 

PROFESSOR: I might not be of much help, but perhaps my weight could count for 
something. 

SKINNER: That makes four of us, even if you two stay away. That should be enough. 
Gareth, get ready! The rest of you stay on guard! 

GARTETH: I, sir— I … I’m ready, sir.  

(GARETH makes sure the taser is ready, so that he can pull it out at the right 
moment. He looks very nervous, though. A pause, then sound of the main entrance 
being unlocked can be heard) 

BETHANY: (quietly whispers) God help— 

(BRAD claims on the wall, the small box with the pump spray in hand, the riffle 
hanging over his shoulder. Once he is firmly sitting on the wall he takes the riffle off his 
shoulder and holds it in one hand, while offering the box with medication to the 
gathering.) 

BRAD: Well, who’s going to take it? 
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(They all suddenly look uncertain, taking a few steps backwards, except GARETH, 
who has thus become more conspicuous. BRAD aims the riffle at him, one-handed, but 
with his finger on the trigger.) 

BRAD: Hi Gareth. Long time no see. I think that you’d still need to get just a little 
closer for that taser of yours to be effective, but I’m not going to take any chances. So, I’ll 
ask you to take four steps back. Do it now, please! 

(GARETH steps back, BRAD relaxes slightly, while still aiming at him.) 

I’m going to throw the medication over, who’s going to catch it? 

(BETHANY steps forward immediately and without hesitation. BRAD throws the 
box and she catches it.) 

BETHANY: Thank you, sir, this was nice of you. 

(BRAD looks surprised. BETHANY hands the medication over to her husband, who 
sprays some under his tongue immediately.  BRAD withdraws from the wall without a 
word; the lock in the main entrance can be heard again. All those present look at each 
other; no one says anything for a while.) 

SKINNER: (to GARETH, in a whisper) What went on between you two?  

GARETH: Nothing, sir. 

SKINNER: Don’t lie to me. We’ll talk about it later. Meanwhile (aloud and talking to 
all of those present), we’ll have to decide what to do next. My opinion is this: The man is 
a terrorist and should be dealt with as such! 

PROFESSOR: My word! Aren’t there anti-terrorist squads, ready to take over in such 
cases?  

SKINNER: Yes, sir. I’ll have to get back to the station and contact the authorities. But 
I could tell you straight away that, in my opinion, this case should warrant such 
intervention. They might not treat it as the highest priority though, so they could take 
some time to get here.  

(BRAD appears on the balcony, the riffle still in hand.) 

BRIGITTA: Young man, sir. Have reason. They’re going to call in the anti-terrorist 
squad. 

BRAD: Let them come! 

GEORGE: Come with us, come. Let’s have a good time and let them keep the young 
lady under a lid.  

BRAD: (tying up the bandages) I don’t trust any of you anymore.  

BETHANY: You are really staying? At all cost? 

BRAD: I’ll stay. What else? 

(MIMI walks onto the balcony, does not look down, appears hesitant) 

BRAD: Mimi, we are not afraid, are we? 

(MIMI turns away, obviously undergoing an inner battle.) 

BRAD: Mimi, what is it? What do you want? 

(MIMI suddenly walks to him, takes him round the neck, kisses him; then she runs 
away without even looking what sort of impact her demonstration had on those 
standing below.) 
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BETHANY: Mimi! 

PROFESSOR: My daughter! 

GEORGE: Yeah, such things do happen sometimes! 

BRAD: (standing still; suddenly) Never, do you understand?!  

(he walks inside) 

(a pause) 

PROFESSOR: (quietly) Forgive me, all of you, that I had called you here … Please, 
now leave us alone, for a while! 

SKINNER: Time to go. I’ll see what sort of help we could get. It’s best to leave such 
things to the experts. (to GARETH) Stick around, but give the professor and his wife 
some privacy. If you stay near the car over there, no one would be able to leave in it 
without you knowing. And don’t do anything silly, contact me if anything happens! 

(EXEUNT SKINNER, GARETH) 

BRIGITTA: You can count on our support, sir. I’ll go and see if something could be 
done to resolve this without unnecessary violence. 

GEORGE: Yes, let’s go. You can come to our place, Gwen. Shirley would love to hear 
from you what went on here. Maybe I could finally work out where I’d seen this guy. 

GWEN: In prison, maybe? 

GEORGE: No, not in prison, he’s not the type… 

 

(EXEUNT BRIGITTA, GEORGE, GWEN) 

 
 

SCENE XI 
 

PROFESSOR: What are we going to do? What should we do? 

BETHANY: You do whatever you like. 

PROFESSOR: What’s happened to her? 

BETHANY: I don’t know— 

PROFESSOR: For all those years we had guarded her like a precious jewel; every little 
stone we had cleared out of her path, every little twig pushed out of her way, made sure 
she wouldn’t trip even over a shadow. Tell, me, did we leave her home alone even once? 

BETHANY: No. At least I can’t recall. 

PROFESSOR: Why did we have to go away yesterday! I was so uneasy about it! And 
when on our way and you had this premonition, I listened to you and we came back the 
same day— 

BETHANY: You listened! You wanted it yourself! 

PROFESSOR: Yes, I … We, my dear, have to be apprehensive of our fate. We have to 
understand the signs. You know what that first one did to us! 

BETHANY: Coleen. 
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PROFESSOR: Don’t say her name in front of me! I don’t want to know her! 

BETHANY: —I don’t know why suddenly I have to think of her so much. 

PROFESSOR: Don’t say it! Don’t remind me! No, no, god forbid! There will be no 
repeat of what she did to us! 

BETHANY: —If only we knew where she is, what’s happened to her— 

(a pause) 

BETHANY: You see— 

PROFESSOR: What? 

BETHANY: It was destined to have happened. When Coleen had run away from us 
through that window and in the middle of night, you had the bars and locks put up 
everywhere; you said that you would turn our St Lucia house and this one into 
fortresses. No bars could be strong enough for you— 

PROFESSOR: And what? 

BETHANY Can’t you see? Because of this we have now lost Mimi. Because of this 
house being such a fortress. That’s all that your bars did. 

PROFESSOR: My bars! Should I have left all the windows and doors wide open for 
our precious daughters? So that Mimi could also run away with anyone who beckons? 
Oh, these girls of ours must have it in their blood! 

BETHANY: Where did they get it from? 

PROFESSOR: Where? It certainly didn’t come from me! 

BETHANY: No, certainly not from you. 

PROFESSOR: Come on, you don’t mean that it would have come from you? You can’t 
mean that! 

BETHANY: I don’t know. Not from you, though. 

PROFESSOR: Not from you either. God forbid, no, no, not from you! 

BETHANY: If you think so. 

PROFESSOR: Not from either of us. How long did we wait before we got married? 

BETHANY: Eight years. 

PROFESSOR: See, eight years. Eight years, and in our prime … And we never 
thought, not even in a dream, not even for a second it wouldn’t come to our mind … 
perhaps … not to wait any longer— 

BETHANY: No … not to your mind … it hasn’t. 

PROFESSOR: Certainly not. For eight years you had waited, quietly, exemplarily, 
patiently— 

BETHANY: Patiently … no! Please, don’t talk about it! 

PROFESSOR: About what? 

BETHANY: About those eight years. 

PROFESSOR: Woman, for god’s sake, I don’t understand you! Should we have done 
something else then? Should we have run away or what? Tell me! Was there such a thing 
on your mind? Had you expected me to do that? 

BETHANY: What was on my mind?! I had no sense! 
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PROFESSOR: Aha, you had no sense! But tell me now, could we have acted 
differently? 

BETHANY: What do you think? 

PROFESSOR: No, you tell me. You are such a wise mother; I have always been so 
fond of you because of your wisdom. Tell me, would you act differently if you now had 
the choice? Wouldn’t you wait? Would you run away or what? Tell me! 

BETHANY: … I’m not wise! 

PROFESSOR: Oh … I had no idea! No idea! I had not known you at all!  

BETHANY: I know. Listen … is this love? 

PROFESSOR: What love? 

BETHANY: What Mimi … what he does, and all that. Is that what love is like? 

PROFESSOR: What sort of a question is this? 

BETHANY: Just a question. I had not known that sort of thing. 

PROFESSOR: What … what have you not known? 

BETHANY: What Mimi goes through. Would Mimi bemoan her youth? 

PROFESSOR: And you, do you have any regrets? 

BETHANY: Perhaps we were never even young. 

PROFESSOR: No, we were not! I never had the time for that. I had to work! 

BETHANY: I know. But you could have done … perhaps a bit more. And perhaps even 
I would have been able— 

PROFESSOR: What?  

BETHANY: Like Mimi … Or even more. What would have I done if you had shown me 
… more love! 

PROFESSOR: If I had shown you! Wasn’t it love, my dear, that I was working for you 
… till I would drop … no sleep … no life— 

BETHANY: You worked, yes I know. But it was harder … for me to wait than for you 
to work. 

PROFESSOR: But you had waited for eight years! Wasn’t that love? 

BETHANY: Love? I don’t know. Love was, perhaps, when I didn’t want to wait any 
longer … when at one time … I wanted to run away from my family and be with you, 
regardless of shame, dishonour … anything. You know what my parents were like. Even 
in Australia of the eighties they were still clinging to the values their parents have learnt 
in Greece of the fifties! You didn’t know about it. I didn’t tell you, because … because you 
would have talked me out of it anyway. And so I got over it … completely. 

PROFESSOR: You wanted to do that? 

BETHANY: Only once. But it counted for … something more than those eight years 
and … everything else. 

PROFESSOR: More than the marriage? 

BETHANY: I’m not sure. Maybe. 

PROFESSOR: Are you serious? 

BETHANY: When one speaks up … once in thirty years, it probably is serious. 
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PROFESSOR: So, that’s how it is! That’s it! Hey, look old man, there’s something you 
didn’t know: You laboured like a slave, no rest, all those worries, but love it was not! 
What is love? Seems that you have never loved! And you have … never been loved! 

BETHANY: Please— 

PROFESSOR: No, no, don’t say anything! I was happy; I thought … I believed … that 
… that I lived my life in love … and for love. And I was … happy, and today that 
happiness … to you … I give back! 

BETHANY: Good heavens, what are you saying? 

PROFESSOR: Give it back! Give back! Stupid old fool! It had to be this groovy fellow 
to come here and give me a lesson! (shakes his fist towards the house) Oh woe to you! 
You’ve taken my house, my daughter, taken my wife, taken my family! But I will not 
budge, I will make you repay! For everything! Even for myself! 

BETHANY: Yes. You will have him … shot. They’ll bring in some sniper, and he’ll 
shoot him dead.  

PROFESSOR: So be it! 

BETHANY: But that blood … the tarnish … all that will fall on Mimi— 

PROFESSOR: Revenge! Youth has to be smashed.  

(he drops on the bench, covers his face with hands) 

(a pause) 

PROFESSOR: (lifts up his head) But what should I do? What should I do with him? 

BETHANY: What should you do? You have let them call in the terrorist squad— 

PROFESSOR: And if he puts up resistance … What next? 

BETHANY: Then I would … I would want to be … there. 

PROFESSOR: Where? With him? 

BETHANY: With Mimi … so that her heart wouldn’t sink – so that I could be of help 
to her. 

PROFESSOR: (standing up) Alone, alone! Oh my god! Oh, why doesn’t man die of 
loneliness! My God, what do you want of me, to make me suffer like this? Alone, alone! 
Oh, I’m so old! 

 

 

SCENE XII 
 

(sound of a key in the lock) 

BETHANY: I think he’s coming. 

(the gate opens, enter BRAD) 

PROFESSOR: What … what do you want? 

BETHANY: Please, please let me go to Mimi! 

BRAD: Madam, Mimi asks that you come to see her. 

BETHANY: And you will allow it? 
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BRAD: Yes. She wants to say good-bye to you. 

BETHANY: Why saying good-bye? Why? What does it mean? 

BRAD: Before the anti-terrorist squad arrives. 

BETHANY: I don’t want to say good-bye! I’ll stay with her! 

BRAD: I see. That can’t be. (about to go) 

BETHANY: No, sir, stay! (falls on her knees) Please, let me go to her! At least for a 
little while! I won’t stay, if you don’t want it, I’ll leave when you tell me to— 

PROFESSOR: Don’t kneel in front of him! 

BETHANY: No, sir, don’t listen to him, my son, I know that you are not evil; you will 
not refuse— 

BRAD: Stand up, madam, or I will leave. 

BETHANY: (stands up) Let me see Mimi! 

BRAD: For five minutes. And you mustn’t try to set her against me. 

BETHANY: I swear! 

BRAD: You mustn’t reproach her. You mustn’t take her courage away. Do you 
promise that? 

BETHANY: I do. But you’ll be there. 

BRAD: I won’t. 

BETHANY: Thank you! 

BRAD: (hesitantly) You won’t betray me? 

BETHANY: You don’t trust me? 

BRAD: (opens the gate) Please, come in! 

BETHANY: (walks inside) God bless you! 

BRAD: (wants to follow her) 

PROFESSOR: I need to talk to you. 

BRAD: (locks up the gate, puts the key in his pocket) At your service. 

PROFESSOR: To me, Mimi didn’t want to say … good-bye? 

BRAD: No. 

PROFESSOR: Oh … What is Mimi doing? 

BRAD: Crying. 

PROFESSOR: Ah! … Why is she crying? What have you done to her? 

BRAD: That’s not why she’s crying. 

PROFESSOR: I hate you! Throughout my whole life I have not loved so much as I’m 
now hating you! 

BRAD: What did you want to tell me? 

PROFESSOR: That I hate you! Because you are so lusty, predatory and unscrupulous! 
Because you are so cruel! Because you are so audacious! 

BRAD: I know. 

PROFESSOR: Because you are young! Because you are crazy! Because you are so 
lucky! 
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BRAD: What else? 

PROFESSOR: Because everybody stands by you! 

BRAD: That’s not true! 

PROFESSOR: Everybody’s on your side! All those that I have loved! My child, my 
wife, my home, all gone, you had left me nothing. I cannot love anyone any more, but I 
can hate you!  

(A telephone rings in the house. After several rings it stops; someone has picked it 
up?) 

BRAD: The terrorist squad will be on your side. That was probably this police 
sergeant— 

PROFESSOR: I hate you! All their eyes are hanging on you: Look, what a hero! What 
risks he takes for his love! The foolhardiness, the gimmicking, the daredevilry, that’s 
love! That’s the great, famous, celebrated love! Love, come life, come death! Love that 
turns people into heroes and gods! 

BRAD: Don’t talk about love! 

PROFESSOR: No, but about something else; about the inglorious love that doesn’t 
turn people into heroes but only into poltroons, about the love that in man inspires 
dread, worries, trepidation. Oh, the weakness and pettiness, the banality and cowardice, 
that my loving brought upon me! I lost myself and I forgot myself in my love! Madman! 
Old madman! I thought that loving means serving others! Sacrificing oneself! Bearing 
pains! Scraping and drudging! Madman! What do I have left? I hate you! 

BRAD: Is there anything you want? 

PROFESSOR: Nothing! Yes, I’m not a hero! I too had secret desires, I wanted … I 
could have been somebody, I had writing ambitions, some even said a real talent, I could 
have followed it up, but I’d lost my way, I reached for the slice of bread, the lecturer’s 
salary, the head of department’s salary; now through love I am just a small and silly old 
nuisance, grey and miserable; not at all a hero! 

BRAD: Why are you telling me all this? 

PROFESSOR: Because I hate you! You are a hero, and I am alone! Where have they 
all gone? Why have they left me? Was it because I was not bold enough to be … a hero? 
Not egotistic enough, not ruthless enough, not nonsensical enough to be … a hero? What 
is love? 

 

 

SCENE XIII 
 

(MIMI comes onto the balcony, followed by BETHANY. Both have an air of 
solemnity about them.) 

BRAD: What’s the matter, Mimi? 

MIMI: Dad, I’ve just had a phone call. The Royal Brisbane Hospital. They have Coleen 
there, in the intensive care unit. 

PROFESSOR: My God, what’s happened? 
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BETHANY: She overdosed, Quentin.  

PROFESSOR: How bad is she? 

MIMI: Quite bad, apparently. But they hope that she just might pull through. 

PROFESSOR: She’ll need us, to be near her! We’ve got to go there, see her 
immediately! 

BETHANY: But how would we get there? 

(From the balcony MIMI can obviously see GARETH, who has been lurking near the 
PROFESSOR’s car. She calls to him.) 

MIMI: Gareth, could you please come here? 

GARETH: (appears almost immediately) Is there a problem? 

MIMI: Coleen’s in the hospital, we have to get to Brisbane, and as quickly as we can. 
Is there the Tilt Train today? 

GARETH: Today’s Saturday, no, it only goes from Rockhampton.  

MIMI: When is the next one? 

GARETH: Tomorrow, Mimi. You’d be in Brisbane Monday, about 9 AM. 

BETHANY: That’s almost two days, before we could get there. 

MIMI: What about taking a plane from Townsville? 

GARETH: On a weekend? You’d have to book ahead, or else get dead lucky. 

BRAD: I might have a solution. 

(All look at him with surprise) 

BRAD: Professor, that Ford Fiesta you have parked over there, it’s an enhanced 
manual version, isn’t it?  

PROFESSOR: Yes, six speed manual. What about it? 

BRAD: If you let me drive, and if we set off immediately, we could be in the hospital 
before ten o’clock tonight. The four of us. 

PROFESSOR: Nearly fifteen hundred kilometres in less than twelve hours? Can’t be 
done! What makes you so confident you could do it, anyway? 

GARETH: I know what it is! I just remembered where I had seen this guy’s face. In a 
car magazine. (to BRAD) You’re Brad Saunders, the professional rally driver. The best 
young talent Australia’s had in years! You’d won that big international rally on New 
Zealand a couple of months ago, and in a Fiesta. But what are you doing here, on your 
own and without a car? 

BRAD: When you go on holiday, would you want to put on your police uniform, 
maybe even together with the taser? 

GARETH: Don’t rub it in, please. So you’ve gone on a long walking trek. 

PROFESSOR: But what I don’t understand is why would you do such a thing? And 
why change your mind so suddenly?  

BRAD: I love Mimi and I know Mimi loves her sister. I know that she would want to 
be with her. I can’t stop her, and I wouldn’t want to. And I can drive the car to get us 
there by tonight. Here is my hand ─ do you want to shake on it? 

PROFESSOR: (thinks about it, but only a second or two) Of course I do! 
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(they are about to shake hands, when BRAD withdraws his) 

BRAD: But I’d need to concentrate on driving all the way, so there’d be no talking, no 
dissecting or analysing what’s happened, no such things at all, is that understood? 

PROFESSOR: Perfectly. I promise you. 

(they shake hands this time) 

GARETH: Great! So should I call the Sergeant, and tell him to call off that request for 
extra units? 

PROFESSOR: Yes, please do. 

BETHANY: What are we waiting for?  

PROFESSOR: You two go and get your things, as quickly as you can. If you could grab 
my clothes from the bedroom, I’ll change in the car. Just make sure my valet’s in the 
pocket.  

(MIMI and BETHANY disappear into the house. GARETH walks to BRAD and offers 
him his hand, they both shake. He then puts his hand on BRAD’s shoulder. 
PROFESSOR stands by and listens to their conversation.)  

GARETH: Where is your next race? And when? 

BRAD: Rally Monte-Carlo, end of January.  

GARETH: I see. Still, it’s my duty as a policeman to issue a warning to you. If you do 
this drive and exceed the speed limits along the way, you’d be breaking the law. 

PROFESSOR: And you know what, Constable? Fuck your law! 

 

 

THE END 
 
 
 

 


