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MARGoT & MAX

telephone is on the upstage end of desk.) The desk chair
bas its back to the windows Below the desk is a waste-
paper basket. L. ¢. is a sofa n. of this is a stool. Bebind
sofa is an oblong table on which there is a silver cigarette
case, an ash tray, and a vase of flowers. p. L. is a chair
and bebind this chair is a small wall table with a wicker
mending basket filled with stockings, scissors, etc. Below
the sofa is a low, round coffec lable. There is a chandelier
(or overbead lights) over the ¢ of the room, and two wall
brackets in the L. wall above the fireplace. Both of these
are controlled by light swiltches inside and at ®r. of the
ball door. The standard lamp is switched on and off at the
standard lamp itself It present no lights are on, it still
being daylight outside, but the light begins to fade during
the first scene betiwcen Max and Margot, The fire is burn.-
ing brightly and the ball door is closed. As the curtain
rises, Margot is banding Max a drink. They are both
. seated on the sofa. She suddenly hears something in the
passage outside, rises and goes to the ball door, which she
opens and peeps through for a moment. Then she closes

the hall door and turns to Max.

MARGOT. (A little worried.) For a moment | thought it was
Tony. I'm sorry | interrupted you. What were we talking

aboat . . .?

MAX. [ was just telling you that | murdered exactly fifty-two peo-

ple since [ saw you last.

MARCOT. (With a laugh. picks up ber drink from coffee table.

Sits on sofa.) Oh, yes—one a week. How did you do it?

MAX. Every way [ could think of. I electrocuted some in their
baths, locked others in the garage with the motor running or pushed
them through windows and over cliffs. Other weeks | preferred to

poison, shoot, strangle, stab, slug or suffocate.
MARCOT. Just according to how you fele?

MAX. When you write for that kind of television you don't have

time to feel anything.
MARCOT. Where do you get all your ideas from?

MAX. Oh—newspaper stories—police files—bad dreams—other

writers . .

MARGOT. You once told me you'd never write anything that

wasn't original,
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MAX. Huh—you try being original ﬁfty-mo,ﬁmtic a ycar!
MARGOT. Suppose you just dry up and can’t think of anything?
MAX. If it comes to that [ just use my three hats.

MARGOT. What do you mean?

MAX. I’ve got three old hats marked: Who kills who, How, and
Why.

MARGOT. Which is what? | mean what's Why? .
MAX. Why is the motive for killing. You've got to have a motive,
you know. There are only five important ones. e
money—revenge—and protecting someone you love. 1 juost write
them down on picces of paper and pick one out of the Why hat.
MARGOT. Sounds rather like sorting the week’s washing.

MAX. It's about as artistic as that. But better paid. It’s no morc
frustrating than writing plays that aren’t produced or novels that
aren’t published. . . . And don’t forget this: It all goes to prove
that WITO makes teeth bright—white and bite!

MARGOT. (Laugbs.) Let’s have your glass, Max.

MAX. No . . . P'm all right, thanks. )
MARGOT. | could hardly believe it when I heard your voice. At
first 1 thought you were phoning from New York.

MAX. Yes, I thought you were shouting 2 little louder than neces-
sary. As a matter of fact | was just around the corner. (A pause
auxiously.) Was it all right . . . my phoning like that?
MARGOT. Yes, of course.

MAX. Was that—Tony who answered?

MARGOT. Yes, it was. (An awkward pause.) | do hope he isn’t
going to be too late. Poor darling. He always gets canght when
we’re going to the theater. (Pause.) So you're not here on a holi-
day—this time?
MAX. No, not this time. | came over to write some short TV films.
After that I think {'!l knock off for a year and write that novel. Pve

got to write it some day.

MARGOT. Another crime story?
MAX. I have to stick to crime—it's my stock in trade. But there’s

no reason why a murder story can’t be as good as anything else.
And 1 think 1 could write a good one if I took the time. 1 thought
of a pretty fair gimmick on the plane coming over. There's a pair
of twins—identical—one lives in Paris and the other in New York
—all of a sudden they both decide to . . - (Margot bas been
drowind anxious and loses interest in all this.)
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MARGCOT. (Interrupting.) Max, before Tony comes I ought to
explain something.

MAX. Yes?

MARGOT. I didn’t tell him anything about us.

MAX. Oh.

MARGOT. When you rang up yesterday, [ just said that you were
a television writer 'd met when he was in America.

MAX. Well, that’s true enough.

MARCOT. 1 said I'd met you again just before you went back to
New York and you promised to look us up if you ever came back.
MAX. T see.

MARGOT. Max, I know you think it’s silly, but when you get to
know Tony, you'll understand why.

MAX. Margot, I'd like to get one thing straight. (Rises and sits on
arm of sofa.) Things are O.K. now between you and Tony?
MARGOT. They couldn't be better. And I want to keep them that
way.

MAX. 'm very glad—at least I guess I will be when I get used to
the idea.

MARGOT. There’s something else, Max.

MAX. Yes?

MARGOT. I wasn’t going to tell you but . . .

MAX. Come on, let’s have it . . .

MARCOT. Well, you remember those letters you wrote me?
MAX. Of course.

MARGOT. After I read them | burnt them. I thought it best. All
except one. You probably know the one I mean.

MAX. I can guess. | never should have written it.

MARCOT. | know. But I loved it just the same. I used to carry it
round wherever | went. Then one day Tony and | were going to
spend the week end with some friends in the country. While we
were waiting on the platform | noticed my handbag was missing

. and the letter was inside.

MAX. I'see. . . . Where was this?

MARGOT. Victoria Station. I thought | must have left it in the
restaurant but when I went to look for it, it had gone.

MAX. You never found it?
MARGOT. | recovered the handbag about two weeks later from
the lost and found. But the letter wasn’t there. (Pause.) Then a
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week after | received a note, lttoldmewhatlhadmdotopctbe

letter back.

AX. Go on. )
mARGOT. [ was to draw fifty pounds from my bank :;gn&ouiﬂ
notes, then change them for used one-pound notes. l:‘ e e
went to the police or told anyone else—he would show

husband.

;\?{X‘)}(' May | see it? (Margot exits into bedrooo.n. Max gets:;g
and paces uneasily around the room. He lalfes a cigarette ]romm
silver box on table behind sofa and lights it. Then Margot enters
from bedroom bolding two white envelopes. S?:ve ban.ds one of these
to Max who takes out the note and examines it.) Prmt?d—’;ll aﬂ?:;
tals. Anyone could have done this. (Margot bands bim the o

elope.
::ZRé,O?T. Then—two days later—1I got this one. (Max takes out

the second note.) L
MAX. (Glancing at the postmarks.) Both mailed in Brixton. (Rta;is
ing.) “Tie up money in a package and mail to John S. King,
Newport Street, Brixton, S.W.9. You will get your letter by re-
turn.” Well, of all the . . . ) )
MARGOT. That’s a little shop. People use it as a forwarding ad-

dress.
MAX. Did you mail the money?
MARGOT. Yes, but the letter was never returned. . . . So after

waiting two weeks | went there. They said they’d never heard of a
man b_?/ that name, and the parcel was still there. It had never been
opened.
N?AX. Well, | suppose that’s something. (Max puts the notes back
in the envelopes and puts them into bis wallet.) May 1 keep these?
MARGOT. (Hesitates.) Yes. . . . If you like.
MAX. You didn’t tell Tony?
MARGOT. No, I didn't tell anyone. (Pause.) I can’t understand
why the man didn’t collect the money.
MAX. He was probably in jail by that time. (Pause.) You never
heard from him again?
MARGOT. No.
MAX. Well, let me know if you do. Ill find him and fix him so he
can't read, let alone write. (Pause.) Is that why you asked me to
stop writing?
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MARGOT. Yes. | was in an awful panic. | imagined that every
letter you wrote me would be opened and read by someone.
MAX. Why didn’t you tell me?
MARGOT. You couldn’t have done anything. You would probably
have made me tell Tony and the police. As it was only fifty pounds
[ thought I'd pay up and have done with jt.
MAX. Margot, are you ever going to tell Tony—about us?
MARGOT. (Horrified.) No. I couldn’t possibly tell him. Not now.
MAX. Why not? Don’t you think we’d all get on better in the
endif . . .
MARGOT. Please, Max, | know Tony—you don't.
MAX. You don’t have to tell me. Just the thought of meeting him
makes me, shall we say, uncomfortable.
MARGOT. Oh, you'll get on fine. He's changed a lot this last year.
. . . Now, he's a model husband. (Slowly and thoughtfully.) In
fact, it was exactly a year ago that it happened.
MAX. What happened?
MARCOT. Tony suddenly grew up. He seemed to change over-
night from a rather selfish little person into a perfectly reasonable
grownup. You remember that night—I came to say good-bye?
MAX. How could 1 forget> Tony had gone off to play in a tennis
tournament. .
MARGOT. He did—but he came back. I'm not much good at
writing about things like this, so I didn’t try. But when I left you
that night | came back here. | sat down on the sofa and had a
good cry. Then I fell asleep. When I woke up he was standing in
the hall with all his bags and tennis rackets. He just said that he
had decided to give up tennis for good and settle down.
MAX. Just like that? (Margot gets up. Takes Max's glass and hers
to drink sbelf in R. bookcase and pours out drinks.)
MARGOT. Just like that. Of course I didn’t believe him at first,
I'd got so used to tagging around after him wherever he went, 1
could see no end to it. But he meant it all right. He went out the
very next day and got himself a job. (A church clock chimes.)
What were we doing—exactly a year ago?
MAX. I was putting the mushrooms into the spaghetti. | nearly
turned round and said, “I can’t go through with this. Let’s find
Tony and have it out with him.”
MARGOT. | felt that way, too. | wanted so much to say some-
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ly—with

thing—and all [ could do was to stand there—nuite usel?s

a drip on the end of my nose. What did you do when I'd sge;i“

MAX. | walked along the Embankment and stared at the

gas works.

MARGOT. (With a laugh, crossing lo Max.) Were you thinking

about the gas works—or me? , )

MAX. Neither. | was writing a story. | always do when I'm miser

able.

MARGOT. A sad story? ) )

MAX. A triumphant story—my hero was an eminent wr:ter ;::h

ing from America with his pockets flull o:ml:lm ready to

his lady love from the arms of her jealous husband. )

t\:lARC’:OT. (Smiling.) Only to find that husband and wife were

very happy, thank you. )

MAX. And that he was very glad to know it. )

MARGOT. (Handing Max bis glass.) Max, let’s drink to—the

way things turn out. .

MAX. (Raising glass to Margot.) Way things turn . . bgu;al;e-

fore they can drink, tbere is the sound of a key in t'be - ;

They both turn toward it, as if it bad interrupted t.beir. toastaI ony

enters. He is thirty-four and bas an easy charm. His mind is always

active and be usually seems very sure of himself.
)T. Oh, there you are. . . .

What have you been up to?

MARGOT. Tony, this is Max
TONY. Hullo, Max.
MAX. (Shaking bands.) Ton

MAX¥Uh—no—1 was here a year ago for a vacation.

B s s L

TONY. Oh, yes, that's right. Margot told me. You write for the

radio, don't you?
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MARGOT. (Interrupting.) Max, before Tony comes I ought to
explain something.

MAX. Yes?

MARGOT. I didn’t tell him anything about us.

MAX. Oh.

MARCOT. When you rang up yesterday, [ just said that you were

a television writer 'd met when he was in America.

MAX. Well, that's true enough.

MARCOT. I said I'd met you again just before you went back to
New York and you promised to look us up if you ever came back.
MAX. T see.

MARGOT. Max, I know you think it's silly, but when you get to
know Tony, youll understand why.

MAX. Margot, I'd like to get one thing straight. (Rises and sits on
arm of sofa)) Things are O.K. now between you and Tony?
MARGOT. They couldn't be better. And I want to keep them that
way.

MAX. P'm very glad—at least | guess I will be when I get used to
the idea.

MARGQOT. There’s something else, Max.

MAX. Yes?

MARGOT. [ wasn’t going to tell you but . . .

MAX. Come on, let’s have it . . .

MARGOT. Well, you remember those letters you wrote me?
MAX. Of course.

MARGOT. After I read them I burnt them. I thought it best. All
except one. You probably know the one I mean.

MAX. I can guess. I never should have written it.

MARGOT. [ know. But I loved it just the same. [ used to carry it
round wherever | went. Then one day Tony and | were going to
spend the week end with some friends in the country. While we
were waiting on the platform | noticed my handbag was missing
. . . and the letter was inside.

MAX. Isee. . . . Where was this?

MARGOT. Victoria Station. I thought | must have left it in the
restaurant but when [ went to look for it, it had gone.

MAX. You never found it?

MARCGOT. [ recovered the handbag about two weeks later from
the lost and found. But the letter wasn’t there. (Pause) Then a
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letter back.
MAX, Go on. .
Ezg._ﬁnsggagiagﬂha.g
aoﬁ.ggg?ist.g;a.ﬂs.rn
533.?%28.&5«28&153& letter
to my husband. )
MAX. May [ see it? (Margot exits into vamaoea.. Max mn.u.ﬂw
and paces uneasily around the room. He .nr.a.. cigarette from
silver box on table bebind sofa and lights it. Then Margot Ma.ua.ca«
from bedroom bolding two %u:&%.?h@nw!&&.no i
10 Max who takes out the note and examines it.) vjoﬂrﬂn
tals. Anyone could have done this. (Margot bands bim ¢

elope. )
nZ:MwoOva u_. Then—two days later—I got this one. (Max takes out

the second note.)

. in Brixton. (Read-
MAX. (Glarcing at the postmarks.) Both mailed in
ing.) “Tic up money in a package and mail to John S. King, 23
Newport Street, Brixton, S.W.9. You will get your letter by re-
tarn.” Well, of all the . . . .
MARGOT. That’s a little shop. People use it as a forwarding ad-
dress.
MAX. Did you mail the money?
MARGOT. <3._!»n—n_onn.£ﬂ=n<n....!iﬂn. . « . So after
waiting two weeks | went there. They said they’d never heard of a
man by that name, and the parcel was still there. It had never been

back

MAX. Well, | suppose that's something. (Max puts the notes
in the envelopes and puts them into bis wallet.) May 1 keep these?
MARGOT. (Mesitates.) Yes. . . . If you like.
MAX. You didn’t tell Tony?
MARGOT. No, | didn't tell anyone. (Pause.) I can’t understand
why the man didn't collect the money.
MAX. He was probably in jail by that time. (Pause.) You never
heard from him again?
MARCOT. No.
MAX. Well, let me know if you do. I'll find him and fix him so he
can't read, let alone write. (Pause.) s that why you asked me to

stop writing?
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MARGOT. Yes. I was in an awful panic. | imagined that every
letter you wrote me would be opened and read by someone.
MAX. Why didn’t you tell me?

MARGOT. You couldn’t have done anything. You would probably
have made me tell Tony and the police. As it was only fifty pounds
[ thought I'd pay up and have done with it.

MAX. Margot, are you ever going to tell Tony—about us?
MARGOT. (Horrified.) No. | couldn’t possibly tell him. Not now.
MAX. Why not? Don’t you think we’d all get on better in the
endif . ..

MARGQOT. Please, Max, | know Tony—you don't.

MAX. You don’t have to tell me. Just the thought of meeting him
makes me, shall we say, uncomfortable.
MARGOT. Ok, you'll get on fine. He's changed a lot this last year.
- - - Now, he’s a model husband. (Slowly and thoughbtfully.) In
fact, it was exactly a year ago that it happened.

MAX. What happened?

MARGOT. Tony suddenly grew up. He seemed to change over-
night from a rather selfish little person into a perfectly reasonable
grownup. You remember that night—I came to say good-bye?
MAX. How could 1 forget? Tony had gone off to play in a tennis
tournament. 5
MARGOT. He did—but he came back. 'm not much good at

- writing about things like this, so I didn’t try. But when [ left you

that night | came back here. | sat down on the sofa and had a
good cry. Then [ fell asleep. When | woke up he was standing in
the hall with all his bags and tennis rackets. He just said that he
had decided to give up tennis for good and settle down.

MAX. Just like that? (Margot gets up. Takes Max's glass and hers
to drink sbelf in R. bookcase and pours out drinks.)

MARGCOT. Just like that. Of course | didn’t believe him at first.
I'd got so used to tagging around after him wherever he went, |
could see no end to it. But he meant it all right. He went out the
very next day and got himself a job. (A church clock chimes.)
What were we doing—exactly a year ago?

MAX. I was putting the mushrooms into the spaghetti. | nearly
turned round and said, “I can’t go through with this. Let's find
Tomy and have it out with him.”

MARGOT. | fele that way, too. | wanted so much to say some-
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thing—and all lcoulddomtomndthm-—quiumew
adriponthemdofmym.%udidywdowhen lthew
MAX.lwalkedalongtlnEmbmkmemmdmudat Chelsea
gas works.

MARGOT. (With a laugh, crossing to Max.) Were you thinking
about the gas works—or me? ]
MAX. Nddm.lwawrﬂingamy.lalwmdowbml’mm
able. ’

MARCOT. A sad story? .
MAX.AmumpbarnStory—mylnrowas:nemincntwmerco;;
ing from America with his pockets full of money ready to sna
hisladylovefromthearmsofhaiealoushusband. -
MARCOT. (Smiling.) Only to find that husband and wife were
very happy, thank you. .

MAX. And that he was very glad to know it. )
MARCOT. (MHanding Max bis glass.) Max, let’s drink to—the

way things turn out.
MAX. u(‘ngizising glass to Margot.) Way things turn . . (But be-
fore they can drink, there is the sound of a key in t_be hall door.
They both turn toward it, as if it bad interrupted tbetr‘ toast. Tony
enters, He is thirty-four and bas an easy charm. His mind is always

o sure of bimself.)
. Oh, there you are. . . Jak

What have you been up to?.

MARGQOT. Tony, this is Max
TONY. Hullo, Max.

MAX. (Shaking hands.) To
TONY. I'm terribly so
after you all right? Hg
and mixes bimself

€be so late. HRWNarge
your drink? (Tony crod§
. Margot sits on sofa.)

MAXTUh—no—I| was here a year ago for a vacation.
TONY. Oh, yes, that's right. Margot told me. You write for the
radio, don't you?
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