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UA  sroaxe. He deserves a good belting.

QS &pn. You may have something there.

Kn sroase I thought you might be against me for that,

£p. No.

SLOANE. I thought you might have an exaggerated respect forthe |

elderly.
£D, Not me.

SLOANE, I've nothing against him, (Pause.) But he’s livedsolong, B
he’s more like an old bird than a bloke, How is it such = father 8
has such a son? A mystery. (Pause.) Certainly is. (ED pats by 1

pockess.} Out of fags again, are you?
ED. Yes.
SLOANE. Give them up. Never be fully fit, Ed.

ED smiles, shakes his kead.

SLOANE. Are you going to the shop?

ED. Yes.

SLOANE. Good. (Sifence.) How long will you be?
Ep. Five minutes, Maybe ten.

SLOANE. Mmmn, (Pause.) Well, while you're gone I'm goingto  J¥
B xemp, 1~ (Pause.) Business,

b $LOANE. What kind of business? (REMP does not reply.) Told him

SLOANE, See if we can’t find an area of agreement, I'll hold out |

the hand of friendship an’ all that, Pm willing to forget the |

past. If he is. {Sifence) I'd better have g word with him, Call |

have & word with Pop,
ED. Good idea.

him.

ED. Me?

sLOANE. No good me asking him anything is there?

ED. I don’t know whether we're speaking.

$L.OANE. Gone funny again has he?

ED {goes to the window, opens it, looks owt. Galls). Dad! {Pause) |
want a word with you,

KEMP (off ). What's that?

Pause,
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_;_f ED. Me - me — I want 1o see you, {(He closes the window.) He gets

worse, (Silence.) Appeal to his better nature, Say you're upset.

Wag your fipp~= =~t-=- T At b v el | at
i eachother’st ¢ friends.
. (Pause.) T've (Pause.)
Yes. .. wellT _rbusiness

enit?... Imean ... well, it's a ticklish problem. {(Pause.)
Yes ... itis. (Exi)

SLOANE sizs, waits. Pause. REMP enters, SLOANE rises, steps
behind KEMP, bangs door. KEMY swings round, backs.

BB xemr. Ed? (Pause.) Where’s Ed?
" BB SLOANE (fakes kold of REMP's stick, pulls it away from him. REMP

struggles. SLOAME wrenches stick from his hand. Leads REMP to
a chair). Sit down, Pop. (REMP turs to go. SLOANE pushes him
into the chair.) Ed’s not here, Gone for a walk. What you been
saying about me?

& xemr. Nothing, sonnie.
3 SLOANE. What have you told him? What were you going to tell

him?

she’s up the stick did you? (No reply.) Why did you tell him?

i KEMP, Fle's her brother, He ought to know.

f SLOANE. Fuir enough.

| KEMP. Got to know sometime.

E SLOANE. Right, (Silence) What else did you tell him? (REMP

aitemprs 1o rise, SLOANE pushes him back.) Did you say anything
else? (REMP attempts to rise.} Eh?

@ xemp. No.
. $LOANE. Were you going to?
B’ xsmp. Yes,
B sLoANE Why?
& XEMP, You're a criminal.
B SLOANE. Who says I am?
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KEMP. I know you are. You killed my old boss. 1 know it was you.

stOoANE. Your vision is faulty. You couldn’t identify nobody
now. S0 long after. You said so yourself.

xeMP. 1 got to go. (Pause.) I'm expecting delivery of a damson
ree.

sLoANE. Sit stilll (Silence.) How were you going to identify me?

rzme, I don't have to. They got fingerprints.

3LOANE. Really?

REMP, All over the shop.

SLOANE. It was an accident, Pop. I'm innocent, You doa’t know
the circamstances .. . .

kEMP. OQh ... Tknow...

SLOANE. But you don’t.

KEMPE. You murdered him,

SLOANE. Accidental death.

Pause.

KEMP. No, sonnie . . , no.

SLOANE. You're pre-judging my case.
KEMP, You're bad.

SLOANE. ’'m an orphan.

KEMP, Get away from tme. Let me alone.

SLOANGE (puts rhe stick into KEMP’s hand). 1 trust you, Pop. Listen.
Keep quiet.

Stlence.

It's like this see. Onc day I leave the Home. Stroli along. Sky
blue. Freshair. They'd found me a likeable permanent situation.
Canteen facilities, Fortnight's paid holiday. Overtime? Time
and a half after midnight. A staff dance each year, What more
could one wish to devote one’s life to? I certainly loved that
place. The air round Twickenham was like wine. Then one day
1 take a trip 1o the old man’s grave. Hic Jacets in profusion.
Ashes to Ashes. Alas the fleeting. The sun was declining. A few
press-ups on a tomb belonging to a farpily name of Cavaneagh,
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and 1 left the graveyard. I thumbs a lift from a geyser who
promises me a bed. Gives me a bath. And a meal. Very friendly.

All you could wish he was, a photographer, He shows me one
or twa experimental studics. An experience for the retina and
no mistake. He wanted to photo me. For certain interesting
features I had that he wanted the exclusive right of preserving,

You know how it is. I dida’t like to refuse. No harm i it I
suppose. But then I got to thinking . . . I knew a kid once called
MacBride that happened to. Oh, yes . . . so when I gets t©
think of this I decide I got to do something about it. And I gets
up in the middle of the night looking for the film see. He has
2 lot of expensive equipment about in his studio see. Well it
appears that he gets the wrong idea. Runs in. Gives a shout,

And the long and the short of it is I loses my head which is a
thing I never ought to a done with the worry of them photos
an all. And 1 hits him, I hits him,

Pase.

He must have had 2 weak heart. Something like that I should
imagine. Definitely should have seen his doctor before that. I
wasn’t to know was I? T'm not to blame.

Silence.

xeMP. He was healthy, Sound as a bell.
sLOANE. How do you know?

xeMP, He won caps for it. Looked after himself.
SLOANE. A weak heart,

KEMP, Weak heart, my arse. You murdered him,
SLOANE. He fell,

REMP. He was hit from behiad.

SLOANE. I had no motive,

KEMP. The equipment.

sLOANE, I never touched it.

KEMP. You meant to.
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SLOANE. Not me, Pop. (Laughs.} Oh, no.

KEMP. Liar . .. lying little bugger. T knew what you was from the
start,

Paese.

SLOANE, What are you going to do? Are you going 1o tell Ed?
(REMP makes no reply.) He won't believe you, (REMP makes no
reply.) He'll think you're raving,

REMP, No . . . you're finished. {Aurempts to rise. SLOANE pushes
him back. REMP raises his stick, SLOANE fakes it from him.)
SLOANE, You can’t be trusted X sce. I've lost faith in you. ( Throuws
the stick out of reach.) Irresponsible. Can't give you offensive

weapons.

KEMP. Ed will be back soon, (Rises to go.)

SLOANE, He will,

KEMP, I'm secing him then.

SLOANE. Arc you threatening me? Do you feel confident? Is that
it? (Staps. Clicks his tongue. Pause, Leans over and straightens
KEMP’s tie.) Ed and me are going away. Let’s have your word
you'll forget it. (REMP does nor reply.) Pretend you never knew.
Who was he? No relation. Hardly a friend. An employer. You
won't bring him back by hanging me. (REMP does not reply.)
Where’s your logic? Can I have a promise you'll keep your
mouth shut?

KemP. No,

SLOANE fwists KEMP’s eqr.

KeMP. Ugh! aaah . ..

SLOANE. You make me desperate. I've nothing to lose, you see.
One more chance, Pop. Are you going to give me away?

KEMP. I'll see the police.

SLOANE, You don’t know what's good for you. (He knocks REMP
behind the sertee. Kicks kim.) You bring this on yourself, (He
kicks kim again.) All this could've been avoided. (REMP hali-
rises, collapses agam. Pause. SLOANE kicks kim gently with the
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e of his boor) Eh, then, Wake up, (Pause.) Wakey, wakey.
(Silence. He goes to the doer and calls.) Bd! (Pause.) Ed!

KATH comes to the door, He pushes her back.
KATH (off ). What's happened?
S$LOANE, Where’s Ed, Not you! I want Ed!

CURTAIN
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