Run for Your Wife

A Comedy

by Ray Cooney

L-'L SAaMUEL FRENCH AcTing FooTiow

# PRENCTH




Run For Your Wife was first produced at the Yvonne Arnand
Theatre, Guildford, on 26th Ociober, 1982, with the following
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MARY SMITH «oCarol Hawkins
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ACT 1
Curtsin up Music — Orchestral wersion of “Love and
= WW

Marriage

The curtain rises on an empiy stage. The cwrtaing of both
windows are drawn but there are shafis of the early
morning sun meaking through into the semi-dorkness.
The music continses through the emtire following
sequence. After @ moweni MARY enters from kitchen
DL SHE is in ker nightgown and corrying & mug of
tea. SHE looks at her waich, then puts her mug on
table behind setree, and poes up to window UL SHE
opens the curtalne and the SUN sireams in lightng up
the U L. area and some of the “commanal™ area, MARY
loaks sut af her window (her husband iy late home,)
SHE then hentales a moment and hurries down 1o their
telephone on sable L of senee. SHE narty o dial “100"
buit then hesitater and replaces receiver. Ay MARY
looks ot her waich again BAREARA enters from the
bedroom DR, BARBARA [s wedring a long flowing
nepligee and corrying o breakfass tray, MARY hurries
up 1o her window again and looks owi as BARBARA
closes the bedroom door and mowes up 1o behind reitee.
As BARBARA puis her iray down on table bekind
seiiee MARY has returned from her window and picked
up her mug of wa BARBARA and MARY, sianding
side by nide, cach look ar their walches
simulianeously—il is clear that they are mot aware of
each other (whick is ar ir should be becawse Mary is in
Wimbledon and Barbara is in Sreatham).

'-l‘-uﬂl:'q-:-:qhhﬂ—m..
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10 RUN FOR YOUR WIFE

Mﬂdh@mﬂh%rﬂluw
moves fo kev phone ow tohle [ of setiee. MARY staris
o dlil “100" yei again but champes her mind omee more

wihar fo do, nﬂ*rm—ﬁmmum
ielephones (MARY L of setee, BARBARA R of sciiee)
and dial “I00"_ Having dialled THEr;int&hﬂ-dg
the seiiee, MARY L. and BARBARA R
mwmmr_umnﬂmuumm
INB, Tknhmurﬂuum-'mnm
mm;ﬂxmhnmqmmu
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MARY. (Oa phone.) Operator, 40 you think you coald
get me Wimbledon Police Station,

BARBARA. (On phone.) Operaior-7

MARY. (On phone.) Thark you

BARBARA. (On phone.) Could you put me through m
Streatham Police Sulion, please-

MARY. (On phone.) 2

BARBARA. (On phone.) Thank you.

MARY. (Or phone ) Is that Wimbledon Police Swmtion?
«+ 1"m somy 10 trouble you, Sergeant, but ['m a bit worried
abowl my hushand,

EARBARA,. (On phone ) Strestham Police? 1'm rather
concermed ahoud my ushand?

MARY/BARBARA. (Together, on phone.) Mr, Jchn
Smih,

MARY. {On phone.) I'm bre. Mary Smith,

BARBARA,. (On phone.) Barkara Smdth,

MARY. (On phone.) Number 25,

BARBARA. (s phone ) Nomber 47,

MARY, (O phone.) Kenilworth Avenue.

BARBARA. {On phone ) Lewin Road.

MARY, (On phone.) Wimbledon,

BARBARA. (On phone. ) Streatham,

MARY. (On phone.) London, 5.W, 19,

BARBARA. (0w phone.) London, S.W, 16,

MARY. (On phone.) Joha Smith, that's right, He's 3

BARBARA, (O phone ) He's & taxi drives.

MARY. (On phone.) | woke op this moming and he
h_lt::l come home. He was dee back a1 12 o'clock las:
nig

B::.}RIMHA. (O phone.) He was due back this morning
T30,

MARY. (On phone.) From the late shift.
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mm.{ﬂnﬂnﬂﬁmhuﬁlﬂhihm
B:30 and be's always s punctual,
MARY. (On phone.) | woulkdn'i worry except that he
Eeeps W a very cxact schedule,
Mh!ﬁ,ihlul:hwm:'-ﬂﬁ.yﬂm
MARY. (On phone.) Bu he docs put in a bot of
overime. I'm worred-
SARBARAMARY. (Togerker, on phone.) We might
hwhlh.hwilh-m#i&mi.
mmm-mwuw
MARY. (On phone.) Mo, | haves'y,
BuﬂmmuhLJWﬂdm?

gratefial,
m‘hi;dm&'_ (On phome.) Well, he's sor of commonplace

ninnmuumuunp_xm
Y/BARBARA. (Tagether, on phone.) Mediam

window and looks owt, SHE ihe up her
'W!‘nﬂtdﬁlhulﬂunduhmn



RUN FOR YOUR WIFE 13

TROUGHTON. (Gf) He'll be all r?l.. Mfadam.
MARY. {As THEY enter.) | know he'd had an accident.
TROUGHTON, Susady as we go,

(TROUGHTON, in phhhl:zl‘hl. and AMARY ﬂ'.‘-;
hgpporting a bedraggled whe iy casualily dressed
slacks and loose fitting tip-jacket, JOHN's head is
swuthed in @ bandage and ir'uﬂr;ﬁr.h
is irying a0 be bright. During the following dialopue
MARY leads JOHN to the setiee and gemeraily *fusser”
over kim, although in her relief she treats kim (ite an
errant schoolboy. MARY sits R of sesiee, JOHN sits C
of seiiee and TROUGHTON stands DLC)

MARY, Poor darling!

JOHN, I'm fime.

TROUGHTOM. On e stiss,

JOHN. I'm O.K. Honest.
MARY. Look & the state of him. Sweethear!

{BARBARA has exiied inio kitchen by now.)

TROUGHTON. (Te Mary) Detective Sergeant
“Troughton—Wimbledon Police.
MARY. I've just beea on the phone 0 your Police

TROUGHTON. [ wouldn't know about thar, Mrs.
Smith, I've been with your husbasd at Wimbledon
Hospital fior the last three hours.

MARY. (Tersely.) Oh, John! | got the shock of my life
whmlwhwmmludrmm'tml[n
Troughton ) He's never oot been there, What on carth
happened, Sergeant?

E

(MARY sarveys Joha's bandaged head )
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TROUGHTON. Well, it seems your hushand got
inwolved with a couple of young villains, (Te Joka.) diga’y
you?

JOHN. (Nodding brighdy.) Yes.

MARY. (Tersely.) Oh, John! You'd beier have a cup of

sweetheart

JOHN. (Mods.) Coffee,
{BARBARA renwrns fram kitchen and closes door.)
MARY. All right 1o give him a cup of coffec,

TROUGHTON. Yes, he's & bit groggy, that's all.

MARY, (Tersely.) Oh, Johal

BARBARA. (Looking av watch, tersely.) Oh, Joha!
(FARBARA, having said the sbove remark, whilst passing
Yroughtan [who, of courte does nol react] harries inte the
bedroom, closing the door.)

MARY, Coffes for you, Sergeant?

TROUGHTON, No thanks, Mrs. Smith. Oh, the
hospital spid your hushand had 10 lake these tbbets.

(TROUGHTON rakes botle of pills from kis pocket and
hands them across Joha to Mary, JOHN wies o “focus™
om the pills and continues o gnile ratker blankfy.)

TROUGHTON. Just 50 case the headache, 1 think. One
mhiet, twdce a day.

MARY. (Te John.) Poor darling,

JOHN. (Mods) Yes

MARY. Have you had any beeakiasr?

JOBN, (Shaker hir kead ) No,

MARY. Do you want 2 nice lige ogg?

JOHN. (Shakes his head ) No thank yoo.
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(MARY crogses in fromt of Troughion o bicchen doar )

MARY, (Te Troughion.) 1'1 get his coffee then, Tt was
really very good of yom to drive him back home.,
TROUGHTON. (Grins.) He's in no fit statc, is be? |
mhast admit | quite enjoyed sining behind the wheel of his
txl. Lovely feeling of power, aloag with the light
an, ignoriag people Trying w wave me down.
MARY. I'm most
TROUGHTON, Least we could do. Your bushand's a
heno, aren’t you, Mr. Smith?
R i
. It's s0 im o do mcular.
HTON, mm-pwhmw Didn"t

JOHN, (Sesiling blankly) Yes!
MARY. He's a silly fool. (Exits ingo kitchen.)
long, si II':d' Jicmﬂ.-:uh <o
Bir. o clarily & couple of points.
JOHN, m‘::: o

Mrﬁrnﬂumﬁiﬂﬂﬂhﬂh?ﬂﬂlm
irying 0 sake it all in, whilst TROUGHTON walks
arownd the back of the senee and DRC)

TROUGHTON. Now thea. (Refers o notebook.) Last
li]l!i-—-mmu.ln-ﬂr 23:00 hours—{Smiles ar John.)
M:!Iﬂm—mmﬁhﬁ;muﬂ.hhm
taxi, sir. You're the propricior 35 it wers? The cwner-

JOHN, Excuse me, what Lame is i?

(TROUGHTON siops by chair DR )
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TROUGHTON. (Sirprised.) Quarter w0 nine, sir,

JOHN, (Trying o work it ous) Quarter w nine.

TROUGHTON. (Moves io seitee and sits on R, arm.)
50 back w 11 p.m. last might, sir. Whea you got involved
with this incidend

mmm
TROUNG ﬂ!‘!ﬂﬂﬂ.}!’mm&i;ﬁ;
boae 1o Wimbladon with an cmpiy cab.
'm:.iii"ﬂﬂﬂhlﬂthm.]maalinhlh
TROUGHTON. That's right. (Refers io nots.) And as
saw an old lady sruggling with two youths.
JOHN, Wednesday i
TROUGHTON. Yes.
JOHN., What happenad W Tecalyy nighi?
TROUGHTON. Well, half of it you spemt ai
Wimbledon Police Station and hall sl Wimbledon

JOHM. .) Schedgle,

TROUGHTON, o

JOHN. (Trying to pidl kimself together.) [ think I'm
ool om my schedule,

TROUGHTON. I'm nol surprised,

JOHN. (Looking arouad ) This ks Winshledon,

TROUGHTON. (B.emured ) That's right.

JOHN. (Locks towards kitchen ) That was Mary.

TROUGHTON. Yes, she's just making some coffee.

(JOHN quickly takes his diary from inside pocket of kis
{mrﬂ}ﬂﬁmﬂtﬁﬂun:ﬁdmh
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TROUGHTON. (Referring io motes) Wimbledon
Underground Swaton. Two youths atiempting o relicve an

JOHM., (Reads from diary.) Barbara, 7-30 am.
TROUGHTON. No. Doreen Spinks, 2300 hours.

(MARY comes in from Litchen with mug of coffee, JOHN
ity diary oway and immedioely gives Mary a huge
smile and apens his arms io her. Mary has left John's
boitle of pils in the kitchen.)

TROUGHTON, Mrs. Spinks is struggling with two
youths. You sop your tmxi and rush o ber meistance

MARY. Oh, Johs, you might have got yourself killed,

JOHN. Hang on a second. I'm wying o work
something ouL

(MARY crogses to the L of setsee, puiy John's coffee on
table and removes his jocksr )

MARY. You're going to bed. that's what you're doing.
(Te Troughion.) He's really in no fit state to be angwering
questions. How come you didn"t sort all this out last

(During the ensuing speech MARY puts John's jocket on
Back of seuee and gives kim his coffee.)

TROUGHTON. (Rising.) Because Mr. Smith wasn't
wery co-operative last night. To start with be wouldn't tell
us who he was And then he wouldn't il us where he
Lved And what witk this hysierical old girl and Mr, Smith
fainting every five mimmes.

MARY. Ob, Johs!
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TROUGHTON. It was quite a “1o-d0." (T Joka.) Just a
couple of questions, sir, then 1°l be off.

(TROUGHTON sits on the R arm of setee.)

JOHN. Right! My =is oaiside, isn’L i?

TROUGHTON, Yes, @r.

JOHMN. Gooud.

TROUGHTON. Now, you intervened in the struggle—

JOHN. Yes.

MARY, Silly fool!

TROUGHTON, Mrz, Smith,

MARY. Well, be wenl and got himssll sitscked by
thess P bruscs.

JOHN, Mo, [ didn't, The old lady hit me with hor

MARY, What? Silly cow!
TROUGHTON. Mrs. Smith!
JOHN. She thought | was with the two blckes, you

TROUGHTON. We know that, Mr. Smith. Now, the
o youlhs ma oll!

JOHN. Yes, Down Wimbledon High StreeL
TROUGHTON. O.K. Now can you give us a

descrpton?

JOHN. (Thinking Aard) 1t's & main road with shops on
both sades—

TROUGHTON. OF the two youths!

JOHN, It was so guick, What with the old woman
belong me aboul the head and me wying 10 explain | was
JUBL 3 passing saxi driver—

MARY. You shouk] mind your own buasiness!

(There is the sownd of Mary™ s froms DOORBELL )
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MARY. Excuse me, Sergeant. (Exits her hall ULC.)

JOHN. (Looking at waich.) Is that all now? I'd really
like 1o be off.

TROUGHTON. There is ose Gy point, sir,

JOHN. Oh yes?

TROUGHTON. Slight comfusion. A1 Wimbledon
Police Station you gave your address—when you finally
agreed 10 volunteer thal information and in betwesn
fainting—you gave your address a5 hero—(HE refers io
noies. ) —15 Kenilwonh Aveaue, Wimbledon, S.W. 19.

JOHN. Yes.

TROUGHTON. (Sits beside John on the setlee ) But-
er-the hospital somehow seems 10 have got vour address
as-cr—{He refers io notes )47 Lewin Road, Streatham,
W, 16

JOHN, (Thinks wery hord, Finglly-) Have they?

TROUGHTON. Yes, sir. You don"t have two homes,
do you?

JOHN. (Chuckiing.) No.

TROUGHTON. No. (Chuckiing.) | mean it"s pot as
hough Streatham’s in the South of France, is Ie?

JOHN. {Chuckling.) No.

TROUGHTON. Oh. So the hospital must have made a
mistake then?

English sot wo hoi—maybe got it & bil confused. |
prubably sounded rather slurred, 100, becasse of the

on the head. Yes, (Slurred.)25 Kenilworth Avenue,
Wimbledon, 5.W. 19, He mistakes it for (Jadiaa woice.) 47
Lewin Road, Sureatham, S.W. 16,

TROUGHTON, (Bemued ) Yes.
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(TROLGHTON rines and breats OR a5 MARY returns

JSrom ULC with Standey who is wearing a dressing
povwm aver his trossers and slippers. |

MARY. (4 rhaugh aamoumelng an umweloome puest, )
It"s Swanley!

(STANLEY walks dews breezily lo DRC. During the
Jollowing diclogue MARY closes door and comes down
1o 5if on L of Johe on sente.)

STARLEY. /T John, ) You all nght. old son?

JOHN. I'm fine.

STANLEY. (Firmly) You look bloody swfisl, (To
Troughion ) Stanley Gardaer, Got the flat upstaars. You're
the fuez, are you?

TROUGHTON. (Coddly:) Detective Sergeant
Troughton, Wimbledon Police.

STANLEY. (Smiles ar Troughion } Jolly pood.
(Cromies and sy & of senee, To Joka) Now the milkman
told me all abowt il Said you'd had & punch-up with balf-s-
dozon skinheads wiclding bicycle chaing.

JOHN. | was hit with a handbag if you mest know.

STANLEY. Oh, “gay™ skmheads, that's new, Sengeant.

TROUGHTON. (Tb Stanfey) Are you a friend of the
lamulby, su?

STANLEY. (Puts hix arm oround Jotwm 3 shoulder) |
mosl certataly am, I"ve been barrowing the odd tenner off
Joha for a couple of years now, haven't [7

. MARY. Yes, yoa have!

STANLEY. (To Troughton.) Yes, another couple of

years |1l start paymg it back!

(STANLEY chuchles ai his joke. TROUGHTON i
ol amprad |
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ET?M-.E"I". {Te Jokn.) So the milkman's got it wrong
has he

MARY. He was very brave. He got himself a bag on
the head saving some poor old lady from two maggers.

STANLEY. Yoo didn"y

JOHN, (Toucking Ms head) There's hardly anything
thers now.

STANLEY. Never was moch (Te Troughton) He's
such a kamuless old prunc normally.

TROUGHTON. (Te Sianley.) Area'l you going o be
Late For work, sir? e

STANLEY. (Rises indignanddy and moves to Troughton
DE.) Work? I'm ane of the Government's vilal statistics,

TROUGHTON. Beg pardon?

STANLEY.I'm temporanily upemployed

TROUGHTOM, 1 see.

STANLEY. Only I'm considering making it permanent.

TROUGHTON. (Coldly.) Really.

STANLEY. Yes, the howrs are good,

(TROUGHTON ignares his remark and crosses in front of
Stanicy w R of senee.)

TROUCHTON. (To John.) Wedl, [ don*t have any mare
:;ﬂn-.*.?nmmﬁ':mwuﬂuphl
i

ﬂMﬂ.EY.Tn,mlum.hhuihhiﬂlﬂu
get back 10 his deties. (To Troughton.) Do you know,
hmh:'uruhmlnhniwinbhﬁum
five minates.

TROUGHTON. (Unimpressed ) Really.

Hmlﬂ.Tqﬂh’lﬂh;MHqtﬂlﬂ

(STANLEY laughs av his own joke bui TROUGHTON
wnummnmnﬁnummﬂg
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TROUGHTON. (Te Stanley, seraly.) If there were
more peaple around liks your friend here, we™d have a kower
CTiNS rade,

STANLEY. Of cowrse,

TROUGHTON. (To Mary.) He may have caused you
some concern, Mrs, Smith, bt like | said, your hushand's
& hero, T expect youll have the Press boys on A0 you.

JOHN. (Rising.) Press?

(MARY “ges” John again )

TROUGHTON. And I'll just give you the ielephone
ngmber of the Saton in cose you remember snything
miare aboul Usoss Iwo villains.

(TROUGHTON has got out his pen ond notehook. MARY
Fifes.)
TROUGHTOM, (As HE writer.) You can call me any

time. Or speak 0 one of my mén.
MARY. Thank you, Sergeant.

(During the following three lines of MARY takes
the page from TROUGHTON, which HE has tors from
kir motebook and puir ir by phose on soble L end of
seiee)

TROUGHTON. "Morning then, Mr, Smith, Mry

MARY, I'll s22 you oul
TROUGHTON., (To Swanley, coldly.) "Moming, sir,

(TROUVGHTON moves to door ULC which MARY g
opened for Am.)
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STANLEY. {Genially.) And don't worry, Sergeant, 1
don’t believs half the stalf [ read about you boys in the

wmﬂmﬂ. (Stops and sarns by door ) “Gardnes,”

was it wir?
STANLEY. Yes, but you can call me “Stanley.”
mmm;:m— what I'd call you,

(TROUGHTON exits ULC followed by MARY who
closes door. STANLEY rizes happily and moves to
Joka))

STANLEY. Well, quite 3 moming and we haven't even
had breakfse yer (Takes Jokn's cup of coffee.) Thanks.

(As STANLEY moves in front of JOHN drinking coffes.
Mary's welephone at L of setiee rings. JOHN goes fo Bt
e e e

. ensuing 0
looks @ H;wthﬂ?dﬁ: i go. HE goes 1o behind
Felire and porr s jacker on)

STANLEY. (On phone.) Smith residence ... No I'm not
- Yes he is but be's incapacimied at the momens _, U P
What's that? ... Obt

JOHN is now wondering who Stanley could be talking 1o
10 moves DR of senee.)

ﬁﬂlﬂt‘ﬂi’hhiﬂ -

ANLEY. UPL (On phome.) Fine ... Yes, Plat
A, 25 Kenilworth Avenwe, Wimbledon, S.W, 19 .. O.K.,
bye. (HE replaces receiver.) That was UPL
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JOHM, What's that mean?

STANLEY. United Press Intermational

JOHN. Press?

STANLEY. Sort of ageacy that doles out sulf o all
the newspapers.

JOHN. (Moves i ar L end of seniee.
Tmpﬁh-rmsm ¢ iy

STANLEY. Yes, that policeman was right. You're
Eoing 0 be a hero.

JOHN. T won't se¢ them,

STANLEY. Why on carth not? Just an interview.
Frobably a photograph.

JOHN, (Grabs Sianley. Hoarsely.) Photgraph!

(During ihe above dialogue MARY has renerned ULC
closing door, ﬂffﬁhﬂfﬂ'h‘ﬂjﬂmﬁ':iﬂ

JOHN. I'm not sesing ! ; rigs
o ol anybody, Mary, (Hwrries over fo

MARY, What7

STANLEY. The press have just been on the phone,
They're sending somebody aver.

Eﬂvﬂkﬂlmm

: hosparal him tabiets. 1

-hm&:sﬁii.n'uiwﬂnm‘ﬂ.} - 0

JOHNM. (Shouts after her) I'm still not meet
aybody! (Closes kitchen door.) "
ﬂ#ﬂhhﬂlmndﬂuﬂhinhh:ﬁ

TOHN. (Rising ) Stankey, you don‘t enderstand,

STANLEY. You're right there. Blimey, when you
think of half the rubbish the papers prinl, you deserve 10 be
o the front page.

JOHN. (Pulls Stanley away from kitchen 1o DC.)
Stanley! Nothing must be said abowt me In the
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newspapess. You'll have i deal with then when (hey get
hn:,.!n'un-‘tmn]rimmig'm

ETAMET.FMHHHEM-HIM

JOHN. 1t would ruin me.

- If this story appears in the papers?

JOHN. Yes! I'l be ruined with Barkara

STANLEY. Why should you be muined—(iE nops. )
Who's Barbem?

JOHN. She's—a lady.

STANLEY. A lady? (HE suddenly realises ) Ovo! Yoo
nanghty naughty Jobnny, So Barbara's g littse bt on the
side, is she?

JOHN. There's moee W Barbars than that
STANLEY, She's got a big bit, ch? Lowely!

JOHN, Stanley! AN hell woeld be let oose if Barbara

were I 5oc anylhing in the newspapers about me and Mary
and living in Wimbledos,

8T, . Why?
JOHN. Bocause [ live with Basbars in Streatham,
ﬂmtﬂn,nldmmiuﬂﬁﬂﬂh

JOHN. That, 1o,

STANLEY. (Blamkly.) You've Bt two homes?

JOHN, Yea

STANLEY. One here with Mary—1

JOHN. Yex

STANLEY. And one with your girl friend in
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JOHN. Yes. Only Barhara's not my girl friend.

STAMNLEY. What is she, & Shethand Pony?

JOHN. She's my wife.

STANLEY. | beg your pardon?

JOHN, Barbara and | are marriad.

STAMNLEY. (Nonplussed ) Mary and yoo are masmied,

JOHN. That wo.

STANLEY, (Siaggered.) You've got two wives?

JOHM. Yes.

STANLEY. And two homes?

JOHN. Yes.

STANLEY, God almighty, | thought you were
f

JOHN. Yes.

STANLEY. (Shakes kis kead in disbelicf) | can't
cdicve il

JOHN. | think I"ve always been a bil surprissd mysell.

STANLEY. And you just [lit between Wimbledon and
Stremtham like some over-sexed bumble bee, do youT

JOHN. Som of.

STANLEY. Bul, blimey, Sereatham. That's practically
neal door.

JOHNM. Four and a half minobes in the taxi,

JOHN. | mean, driving a waxi’s not like an ondinary job,
is it* Unwsual hours. Morming shifi. Afemoon shifi.
Evening shifi. Night shifi.

STANLEY. | suppose we should be grateful you're not
a Concorde pilot. What aboul the expenze’ N musi cost a
Foatume.

JOHN, Nat really. Both Mary and Barbara work, And
then | don"t need much pocket moncy.
STANLEY. No time 1o spend it
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JOHN. Well, I'm either driving the 132l and reshing
back 0 gei o be with Mary or driving the taxi and

TANLEY, (Together.) back w gea o bed with

STANLEY. Wi do you do on your day alf?

JOHN, Sicep 2 low

STANLEY. Yes. (Gaping ar Jokn) You did sciually
marry both of them, did you'?

JOHN. Oh, yes, Mary was the first, That was a
lovely weddieg—in 2 charch. | met Barbara four months
iater

STANLEY. Four moaths!?

JOHN., Ssh! She jusi gon im0 my 1sxi w1 Viciaria
Station, Shed been o Worlking on holiday ang we started
chaliing between Viclona nd Streatham whers she Rad this
fat. | helped her ke her cases up and we chaned some
mwe and she acked me if I'd like 3 cep of w8, And [ said
ﬁu'i—&_mm.mmmuumtrrdmmm
tome W0 iea the nexl day and 1 soy “yes™ snd so 1 did. And
e neal day we chatiey] apsin—

STANLEY, It's a pity you forgol 1o meston MlLary
%mﬁ;ﬂtﬁnhﬁ:hﬂh;

. Yea, well one cup of tea lead w snother and
Iﬂhlﬂimﬁmwﬂunw.lnpfmr..hnd
Faving not meationsd Mary in the first place, | dida't know
T B T e maid s

. 30 you asked Basbary 10

JOHN, Mo, She agked me. s

STANLEY. (Rising) Oawd Almi . (Bregks DR,

JOHN. Well—] dg'lhmﬂ Mlt'lml;lﬂ]r“nn.' :

STANLEY Enl?

Mhmwmnsmﬂmﬂlﬁm

STANLEY, And you moved in with Barbara,

JOHNM. Yes,
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STANLEY. While still living heve with Mary,

JOHN. Yes.

STANLEY. You've commised bigamy, that's what
you've done.

JOHN. Well, san af.

STANLEY. No, not sort of. One hundred percent
bigamy,

LOHN mods.)

STANLEY. It a ciminal offense.
(JOHN mods )

STANLEY. You could go w jail.
(IGHN nods)

STANLEY. Docsn"t that worry

JOHN. (Nods.) T"ve been 100 busy 10 think sbout it

STANLEY. [ don't kmow how you cope.

JOFN. It noeds a very righs schedule.

STANLEY. And hell of 3 stamina. | don't know how
you manage it. | can oaly just about find the cnergy 1w
satisly the girl friend and sign on at the Labowr Exchange.

JOHN. (Rises and moves o Sianley.) Lock, I've got in
et over 10 Barbara right away or she'll be wormied sick.
I'm always on lime.,

STANLEY. | can scc why you meed that schedule now.

JOHN. | was due back ar 7:30 this moming from the
E-#M{Tnh:“ﬁ.}]

STANLEY. With Barbara in Streatham,

JOHN. Yez.

STANLEY. (Takes the diary.) What as all these lsisers?
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HllH,‘lful.]hnnlmnimI:uh:kupmr
schedule.

STANLEY, “S.W.M.=7

STANLEY.“H.DB.”

JOHN. Half day Barbara,

STANLEY. “LNBEMM™~

JOHN. Laws night Barbara, early maming Mary.
STANLEY.'CAT"

JOHN. That's w remind me 10 ke the cal o the ver

(MARY resurns with bole of sablets and nmbler of waver.

JONN hastily puts the diary away and smiles innocensly
a Mary.)

MARY, Here we are, precious. One lile able o calm

you dovam,

STANLEY. (Te John.) In that case you'd betier take the

whole ot!
(STANLEY sits DR in chair as JOHN glares a1 him

During the ensuing dialogue JOHN takes one table and
then puats the bourle in his pocket.)

MARY. Just ome (To Jokn) Then it’s bed for you, my

JOHN. | can'y
MARY. Yes you can. He's had a shock, hasa'y ke,

Stanley?

STANLEY. | think we all bawe,
m,mum-}lm'mnﬂlhfs

busincss.

MARY. Tm‘rtlluﬂuﬁnh?ﬁriu.
JOHN. I'U just put bn half a day. o




¥ RUN FOR YOUR WIFE

MARY. Do you know, Swunley, he's got enougl
encrgy for two people.,
STANLEY. (Lmighing.) Yes!

(Omce more JOHN giver Sianley a flirious look.)

MARY. (To Joka.) All right. Il fix up your leacl
b,

(MARY goes to kiichen door DL. JOHN follows her.)

JOHN. Doa't bather. | want 1o get back on the mad.

MARY. I"'m nol leting you go withowl your lumnel
box,

JOHIN, (FPutr iy arm grousd Mory and embraces her.
Yol make wowrsell ae for work.

MARY. I"ve decidad, | woa't go inlo the office oday,

JOHN. Woa't you?

MARY. (To Stanley.) And i's sbowt tme you dis
something about 2 job, Stanky,

STANLEY. I'm thinking of wking up wmxl drivin,
actually,

MARY. Are you?

STANLEY, I'm just beginning 10 appreciate it
sraciions.

(MARY exits inte bichen. JOHN quickly pleks up Mary'
Pphone it L of setiee and dials )

JORN, (Whilsr dialiag ) Don't be 80 damn cleve
You'll pot your fool in it

STANLEY. Sarry but I'm sceing you through new eye
now. (Chuckling ) You randy hule devil!

JOHN. Go and keep Mary chanting while 1 speak 1
Bustuara
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STANLEY. (Riting ) Barbara?

; mu.lmﬁhhpdfblﬂiﬁnL' knowing
"m

STANLEY . (Crogses in seture io kitchen door.
Bloody hell! ik ’
JOHN. This basiness has throwa me right out of .
ﬂﬂﬂ'ﬂhﬂniﬁr“‘“ﬂf —
STANLEY. This is Hving!

(STANLEY exits inio kitchen a3 Barbara' s phone o K end
of settee RINGS. JOHN sits L end of settee,
BARBARA hawrries in from DR and lifts receiver )

BARBARA. (On phone.) Hullo?
nmﬂl {ﬂilpﬂﬁ'm Lovebag,
, where ?

T“'Hﬂhlﬂlmhﬂ.mhlrﬂﬂ'ﬂﬂ:-; =

JOHN. (On phone, sweetly.) Somy my sweet Taxi
ok dowen,

BARBARA, (On phone ) Why didn't you ring earlier?

JOHN. (On phone, gudeily.) Couldn't get 0 2 phone,
[—#ﬂ:mntﬂwﬁlﬁmﬂdmﬂu

“l’?mmlm.lm“ruﬂnh:nm
JOHN. (Looks mervously towards kitchen. On phone,
quieily.) I'm—er—in a farmer’s couage. Miles from
anywhere, Somewhere off the A2,
BARBARA, (On phone.) What's the master with your

Hﬁﬂﬂlmmﬁ.}lh‘tummw&h

(STANLEY returns from kitchen and
i st Joinx Joka by L end
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BARBARA. (On phone.) Are you all right? You
haven't had an accident, heve you?

JOHN. (On I I'mj
A (O phone.) Mo, I'm fine, darling, I'm just a bit
STAMNLEY. | my—

JOHN. (Jumping.) Ah!
(BARBARA regcts & the noise in her ear)

BARBARA. (On phone.) What is it?
mﬂ.EIEH (Ow phone.) Hang on a sccond, the farmer’ s just
STANLEY. Farmes!

(STANLEY loaks around for the "farmer.” JOHN, sill
holding telephone, moves to Stanley.,)

JOHN, (On phone.) Hang oa a second, pampdn.
- (Lauphing.}

} Paamplkin|

JOHN, m:‘-m.lql"lfhlhrmr-ﬂ!

STANLEY. | got a meszage from your number one.

JOHN. What is i?

BARBARA. (On phone.) You saill there, Johnny?

JOHN, (On phone.) Yes, the farmer's just asking me
somnathing. (To Stanley.) What do you wan?

STANLEY. Mary says would you like cheese and
pickle or eggs and wmato or bodh,

JOHN. | don't care!

STANLEY. Do you want i check what number two's
giving you fior dinner firg?

(JOHN glares furiowsly ot STANLEY who gring
mischevously.)
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lﬂﬂthﬂuﬂl{ﬂuxmwﬂuﬂmqﬂq

STANLEY. And a Mask of s or colfee?

JOHN. (Accidensly into phone.) Coffee!

JOHN. (On phore ) Soery, darling, | i

. Wil o
ﬁ h-uﬁih'::lh—-—wdl,h:l‘hn- w country
are

STANLEY. (in West Country burr) Coffec and

sandwiches coming up, Surr.

(STANLEY goes imio kirches, JOMN moves back 1o L end
of settee.)

mm.{mm.}mmnuui.mu
the gamge has Mxed the wxi. I'd bester go. my sweed, |
wanied o caach you before you left for the office.
BARBARA. (O phone.) I'm not going in wday.
m{ﬂ.mmmum'lm
BARBARA. (On phone.) You know I'm notL, vou're
N L i
Am end of settee and Rastily loaky
throwgh his diary,) g
BARBARA. (0w phone)) [1"s boen planned for apges.
]hﬂlﬂrmﬂlﬁmﬁ.]lﬂlm
JOHN. (On phone, refers éo diary.) Oh, yes, CDW B,
BARBARA. (O phone ) “C.0.W B
nujﬁn, uif- .rlu:".i.y-'.‘r‘:;hr
’ . You hadn't
mi;-ﬂ::mhﬂm
thrown me, that's all -

BARBARA. (On phone.) Well, you huery sp back
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JOHN. (On phone.) I'm oa my way. I'll be four and
malf minuies,

BARBARA. (On phone, surprized.) Foer and & ha
minutes?

JOHN. (On phone, realizing.) Yes. | can cut off ¢
A23 on 10 the M23 and be in Streatham in a flash. Say v
minmies.

plece.
JOHM. (On phone, foolishly.) Yes )
BARBARA. (On phone.) Are vou fecling a litde |

JOHN. (Looks anziously rowards the kitchen L. €
phone, worried ) Just a little bie

(Mary' s DOORBELL goes. JOHN rises ond takes a pace
LC.)

JOHN. (On phone.) Hang on, the doorbell’s going.
BARBARA. (On phone ) So what?

UOHN immediately siops and speaks nonchalandly.)

JOHN. {On phone.) Mm? Oh, . It's nothing
do with me. (Cally off 1o kitchen.) Stay you are,
get i (On phone ) O.K., sweetheart, I'm on my way ri;
pow, Keep everything wam, "Bye.

BARBARA. (On phome, rising.) Oh, John

JOHN. (On phone.) Yes?

BARBARA. (On phone.) You"d betier ring the Polic
' Streatham,

JOHN. (O phone.) Police?

BARBARA. (On phone.) Or shall 17

JOHN, (On phone.) Why should either of us ring
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BARBARA. (On phone ) | reported you missing this
marming.
JOHN. (Ow phone.) Misting!?
(Mary"s front DOORBELL goes again.)

JOHN, (On phone.) Don't do ing. T'll ri
b anything. T'll ring you

(Im his confianion JOFIN [ays the phone down on L arm of
the sefiee instead of replaciag it )

JOHM. (Caily into kitehen,) 111 get it!

(JOHN dashes out inko Mary' s kall, ULC. MARY comes
in from kirchen wiping her handy on @ fea fowel)

BARBARA. (On phone) John? (Sity on R end of
Seitee )

MARY. What's that, darling?

(STANLEY appears in kitchen doorway ar MARY moves
up LC looking for Jokn.)

STANLEY. (fokingly.) Get back into the kitchen,
winpman

MARY. Thoaght | heard Joba call out.
My (Sees phone off

(To Swumiey’s dismay SHE iifts the receiver. During the
next couple of lines STANLEY moves o Mary's L)

MARY. (On phone.) Hello?
BARBARA, (On phone.) Hello?
MARY. (On phone.) Were you talking?
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BARBARA. (O= phonc) Yes, its all right. I'm
hanging on for him.
MARY, (O phone.) Hanging on for Who?

(STANLEY sakes the phone from Mary.)
STANLEY. Mel
{BARBARA, rather anmoyed, rises and breaks DR )

BARBARA, (On phone.) My husband|

STANLEY. (To Mary.) Damn nuissece not having my
ownt phone epetalrs. Jobn said it would be O.K. Ir's abou
a job.

(STANLEY crosses in fromt of Mary and mowes D.C.
MARY follows him, interestedly )

MARY . (Bemizsed ) Oh, Good.

STANLEY. (Ona phone.) Hello!

BARBARA, (Ox phone ) Hello?

STANLEY. (On phone.) Thanks for holding on.
Sumnley Gasdner here.

BARBARA. (On phone ) Are you the farmer?

STANLEY. (O phone, cheerfully) Yes, yes. that's
right— (fa Wexr country.) me dear! (Smiler ar Mary wio
i now standing beside him om his L. On phone.) You
wanled 1o talk 10 me, 1 believe,
BARBARA. (On phone) No, | don'1 think so.
STANLEY. (0= phone ) Yes, well, fire sway. I'm open

mltﬂnplmu_jthlmw
STANLEY. (Te Mary.) Doa't ket the coffes boil over,
MARY, (Nev moving.) No,
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(STANLEY “edpes” Mary, who is rather bemuised, toward
the kitchen.)

BARBARA. (On phome.) Mr, Gardner?! Hallo?

STANLEY. (/s pushing Mary and smiling ai her. On
m&!'u—l‘-iuui—m—w

BARBARA (On phonr ) Interesied m what?

STANLEY., In—er-iL (Mary has gone intp the kitchen
and STANLEY quickly closes kilchen door. On phone.)
Sorry about that. Can Mr. Smith ring you back?

BARBARA, (On phone.) I'd eather hang on, If you
don't mind, Mr, Smith ir all right, isn't he?

H:H.m (Cm phowe.) Yes. He was a bil concussed,
that's

BARBARA. (0w phone.) Concussed?

STANLEY. (O'n phone.) He's fine now. The country
air's dolng him good.

BARBARA, (Moves in io R end of sertee. On phong.)

What John didn't eay be was hart
H:mﬂlpﬁmr-}ﬂnﬁth'im

BARBARA. ((n phons.) He said the laxi broke down,

STANLEY. (On phone.) Yes, it did.

BARBARA. (On phome.) Well, how did he get
ooncussedT

STANLEY. (On phone.) He bumped his hesd.
BARBARA. (On phone,) His head?
STANLEY, (On phone.) On one of our low beams,
BARBARA. (Sits K end of senee. On phone.) No!
STANLEY. (On phome.) Yes. I'm afraid they're solid

sixipénth century oak.

JOHN. (Hwrries in from hall ULC. HE mowes UR
behind setee and DR.) It's that dsma newspaper manl

{ﬁunuhﬁu:ﬂmﬂu&r-hrm.}

m;l‘ﬁ.‘l'ﬂ..!‘!‘. (Holds oust phome) Will you deal with
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(JOHN 1kes phone from Sianley and pushes him UL
towards Mary's Aall.}

BARBARA. (On phome. Rising.) Hello? (Aagri,
breaks DR.)

JOHN. {To Sumley.) Undsed Press International. Get ri
of him for me, will you?

(STANLEY hurries into hall ULC. JOHN cioses door an
moves DLE ro below choir at D)

BARBARA, (Oh phone.) Hello??

JORN. (On phone, quiedly.) Hello, darling, 1 thougl
I'd put you down,

BARBARA, (On phowe.) Joha, aro youa han?

JOHN, {Oa phone.) Hurl?

BARBARA. ((ha phone.) Your head

BARBARA. (On phone ) The famee sic you'd bangs
it on oo of his beams. -

IOHN. (On phone, ihrough griiied teeth.) The farme
should keep his bloody rap shu!

BARBARA. (On phone) Shall | come over o M
Cardner’s farm and collect you?

JOHN. (On phone.) Nol No, I'm fine. What were ¥
syng just now about the police?

MARY. (Cames in from kitchen DL with coffee flos
and soadwich box. SHE closes door and stops on John'
L.) There we sre!

BARBARA. (O phone ) T spoke 10 Streatham Police,

JOHN. (Looks @1 Mary for a second. On phone
pleasanrly.) If you'Ii hang on 1'll get the farmer for you.

BARBARA. (0w phone ) T don't wans the farmer
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JOHN. (On phone.) Fine, fine. Mr, Gardner will be
with you in a second,

(JOHN smiles at Mary, BARBARA mover angrily iowards
seriee and ity o K. o

BARBARA. (On phone.) John?!

MARY. Is that Stanbey's call?

JOHN. (Backs towards the setee ) Er—yes.

MARY. About a job?

JOHM. Er—yes,

MARY. You mid something about a farmer,

JOHN. Br—yes. It's a lady who owns a farm, She
thinks Stanbey’s looking for a job as a farmer.

MARY . (Loughing) A (armer?

JOHN. (Laughing ) Yes.

MARY. Why?

JOHN. (Stops laughing.) Well, his name’s Gardner and
she thinks be's & markei gardensr, (HE saiis off weakly.)
She's gat it a bit confused

BARBARA. (On phone ) Are you these!

JOHN, (On phose. ) He won'l be a moment. | think he
mith:iu:nﬂilhdmu1hummmeﬂru
the mormings.

BARBARA WharM

STANLEY. An Englishman's home is his castle!
E.EFDITEF..I'-M{E'-'ij.IIId | want &

BARBARA. (On phone.) Joha!
JOHN. (To Reparter ) Clear offt
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BARBARA. (On phone.) Clear offt?

JOHN. (On phone, sweedy.) Clear the line & minute.

STANLEY. (To Reporter.)) He doesn't wamt 2
publicity! [ indd yoa!

REPORTER. And I'm ielling you, news is news. (
Mary.) Are you Mrs. Smith?

MARY/BARBARA. (Together.) Yes XOn phon
John!

JOHN. (O phome.) The farmer's on his way.

BARBARA. Wha!

REPORTER, Get in closc to your busband, plex
(Pushes Mary to John' ¢ side )

JOHN. Nol

immediately dives head firil inlo the sofa w0 M
mﬁﬂ.ﬂﬁrmmmﬂrﬂ;*’hhl
air which STANLEY carches.)

JOMN, (Yells,) Oht, my head?!

(HE sits on the floor holding his head. MARY rishes
kim ond wkes him in her arms )

MARY, Darfing!
mma.[?.m.umu,ww:
REPORTER. Hey!
(JONIN and MARY look wp.)
REPORTER. Lovely! (Taker a “flash™ shot.)
JOHN, Hey!
REPORTER. It should make the first edition of 1
Evening Standand
JOHN. It bloody well won't.
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(SHIN jumps up and the REPORTER runs out JOHN
ruthes ow afier kim.)

MARY. John!

(MARY dathes our gfter Jokn, The woices of JONN, 1he
REPORTER and MARY are heard showting as THEY
FUR inio ihe disance. Afier @ moment of silence

STANLEY :peaks inio iclephone.)

STANLEY. (On phone, ) The Burmer speaking.
MHAM{&M.W'IWM
STANLEY. (On phone.) Gooe 1o the toflet
BARBARA. (On phone, firmly.) Has be had an

i)

STANLEY. (On phone) Mo, I'm sure he made it in
Ume. Look, | must go mow, the cows peed milking.
MooT)

mﬁﬂnphﬂ.}m.ﬂﬂdw,]iﬂmapﬁ

W my hushand, please
STANLEY. (On phone.) You'll have io shout, our

totlet’s ai the other end of the barley figld.

BARBARA. (Oa phone, angrily) Well el him k0 ring
e STmghd back.

STANLEY. (On phone ) Hang on 2 second. 1] get

hwﬂuﬂﬂﬂ:wmm:fm[m

-uu-,mwnmrmum.u
BARBARA. (On phone.) He kacws the numbert
STAMLEY. (On phoae ) Yeg?

BARBARA. (On phome, sersely ) 674-3105.
"_!ILAHLEL (Takes pen from drawer and writes the

oR opposite side of the poper whick hay

Troughion' s number, (Ja phone.) §74-3103,

BARBARA (On phone.) That's 0208 Bom where you sre.

STANLEY. (0 phone.) Mo, il's not.



42 RUN FOR YOUR WIFE

STAMLEY, {mph- quuckly.) Yes it Is! (Legves .
page.on the lable, L of setiee)
: BARBARA. (O phone ) ['d Like him 0 ring me b

sy,
STANLEY. (On phoar) Yes, well of course, he m
hwve been (o the toilet and driven straight off
BARBARA. (On phoar.) Well T want 1o know what
do about the police.
STANLEY. (On phons ) Police?
lM{ﬂlM]lml’dhﬂum‘h
and say he's all nght,
STANLEY. (On phone ) No, don'l 30 anything.

(Barbara’s front DOORBELL poes)

BARBARA (On phone.) | musi go,
STANLEY. (On phoar ) Don't go anywhere!
!AM{H:MJWHF
MARY . (Husrries back in from hall.) Stanley!

STANLEY. (On phone.) Bye, bye. I think some of ¢
chickens are coming home 0 roosL

(STANLEY replaces the receiver. During the nexs fi
lines, BARBARA hesilaler and then exits inlo her h
Ip answer her bell )

MARY . He hit him!
STANLEY. What? That reparter hit John?

MARY. No. John hif him,
STANLEY. Where's Joha now?
MARY. I doa’t know, He got in his waxi and drove of
STAMNLEY. Blimey!

MARY. | hope he's not chasing that poor reponer.
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STANLEY. No, he's probably gome round—(Was
§oing o ray “io Barbarg" bw siopy )

MARY. Round where?

STANLEY. Round the hend.

MARY. I'U get dressed firse, then 1"l sort John oaL

(MARY hurries inio bedroom. STANLEY picks up the
piece of peper and quickly checks the aumber [Barkara's|
he"d writtem eariier, HE then dials as BARBARA returny
from her hall with DETECTIVE SERGEANT
PORTERNOUSE. Porterhouse is in plain clothes )

PORTERHOUSE. I'm sorry if I've called ar an
incpporiune momeal, Mes Smaih,

BARBARA. Quite all right. Ls it shout my hushand?

PORTERHOUSE. Yes it is. You spoke 1o me carlier a1
Secatham Police. Detective Sergeant Poncrhiouse.

(Barbard's phone goey. )

BARBARA, Excuse me.

PORTERHOUSE. Of course.

BARBARA, (Lifis receiver -To Porterhouse.) $it down,
will you? (fmcivares chair DR.)

STANLEY {Siting) Thank you.

(Both STANLEY and BARBARA ook surprised )

BARBARA, (Un phone.) Heilo?
STANLEY. {(n phome ) It"s me agsin—the farmser,
BARBARA, (On phone, coolly ) OhT!
STANLEY. (On phone.) I've got 1o be quick because
the pig"s in foal.
Z ﬁ:REAH.L (On phone) | want 10 speak with Mr,
m
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STANLEY. (Oa phone) He'll be with you any mim
50 whatever you do, don'l contact the police.

BARBARA. (On phone.) There"s a police sergeant b
now,
STANLEY., (On phone.) What?!

{MARY, now weating & tummer dress, emiers fre
pedroom wnseen by Siandey.)

STANLEY. (Ona phone.) Tell the police it"s 0.
MARY. Police?

(STANLEY mirmz, nariled ar MARY movwes 1o him
LC)}

STANLEY. (On phone ) Thank you very much b 1
naj interesied in joining the police force.
h:'mw*r. (On phone.) Police force? Poli

STANLEY. (On phone ) No, if the farming job's &
vacant, I"d rather go for that. (HE puds the phone down,
Afary ) Bloody Job Center. | ask you, & pokiceman.

BARBARA. (On phone.) Helio!

MARY. Right, I'm going o fiad John, | reckon o
bang on the head's done more damage than we realin
{(Hlwrries our inio ker hall LFLC.)

STANLEY. (Showting.) Mary!

(STANLEY hurries owi after Mary ULC as JOHN eni
URC from Berbara's hall obviously having rush
there. NE stands in doorway, pamting. BARBAJ
replaces receiver )

PORTERHOUSE. Anything (he matter, Mrs. Smith?
BARBARA. No, T don't think so.



RUN FOR YOUR WIFE 45

PORTERHOUSE. Now, you spoke 1o me carlier
concerning your hushand and we've done a check on all the
mearby hospitals—
BARBARA. Ir's all right. ["ve contacted him,

PORTERHOUSE. Oh good, but there's still one or two
thimgs I'd like seraightened ow.

JOHN. (Walks down with false monchalance behind
peites 1o DL.) Hello, darling!

BARBARA. (Amazed ) Sweetheart! (Hurries over (o
John ard embraces him.)

JOHN. Sorry I'm & bit late.

BARBARA. How on canth did you pet here 5o quickly?

JOHN. No tralfic. .

BARBARA your head!

JOHN. (Chusckling ) Tt"s nothing.

Fﬂiu.mm- John, this genteman’s from Streatham
JOHN. (Swops chuckling.) Streatham Police?
PORTERHOUSE. Detective Sergeant Porerhouse,
JOHN. (Crosses in fromt of settee 10 Forterhouse af

DRC.) Jolly good. Well, I'm back now, safe and sound,

Fig a3 & fiddle. Thanks for calling,
PORTERHOUSE. 1f I could just clarify a couple of
points, sir.

M-wmguﬁﬂdmuﬁﬂ I'm nod
feeling wo acoaally. Banged the yous kmowy,
nmmm ISE. Yes. Handbag, wasn't it?

ﬂﬂtﬂuﬂnu:.]l-h:h;!

PORTERHOUSE, (Sreps in w0 R, end of settee, Refers
fo motes.) Jobn s-@tﬂumu Wimbledon
Hospital, Coscussion ising. C ,
iads bruismng duse of damage

m{mnm.ﬂwq’mum!
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(JOHN looks blankly ai Barbara. HE then loaks closely
Porterhouse’ ¢ notebook.)

JOHMN. (Finally,) What & coincidence!

PORTERHOUSE. Coincidence, sir? -

JOHN. Two John Smiths. Both getting their hea
heshed O the same day.

BARBARA. This one’s nof you, then?

JOHN. No. Mind you. “John Smith® - common nan
(Refers to Porterhouse’s noles.) Well, you can see it"s 1
me. This fellow pot imvolved with an old lady, n

muggers and 3 handbag. | banged my head on an old o

Tz,

PORTERHOUSE. S0 you weren't in Winmddedoa in ¢
early hours of this moming—

JOHMN. (Broady.) No.

PORTERHOUSE. —driving your wxi?

JOHN. (Goes 1o say "no™ bur tiops,) Taxi?

PORTERHOUSE. (Refers o noier) Says her o
bloke's occupation is 2 taxi driver,

BARBARA. Na!

JOHN. (Looks blankly ar Barbara, then looks ar ma
and pmce dgain “siudies” them. With amazement’) Wha
comcidencs! (Swddenly.) Ah!

PORTERHOUSE. What, ir?

JOHN. Accordimg w0 your motes, this Mr. Smith »
redeased from Wimbledos Hospital ot 830 am. o

MOmIng,
PORTERHOUSE. Thal's right.
JOHN. Coulda't be me then. | was in the country
thlnl‘m:,hu M,Hhﬁhhm
ARBARA_ Yes, 's something peculisr show
farm though,

(FCNN rizes with BARBARA and breaks DLC.)
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JOHN. Yes. It was a bit of a fumny farm. (T o
Parterhouse.) Well, thanks for going o all this trouble,

JOHN. Ye-es? (Smiles ar Barbarg and puts kis arm
around ker.)

PORTERHOUSE. Our colleagues in the Wimbledoa
 force ok this other Mr, Smith home w 8 address in
Wimbledon,

* JOHN. He probably lives in Winbledon.

PORTERHOUSE. Yes, but somehow or other, the
hospital have his address in teir reconds as 47 Lewin Road,
Streatham, 5.W. 16.

O bools suisably “astondshad ™ )
BARBARA. That's our acdress, John!

(JOHN walks over 10 Porterhouse amd “studies”
Forirriouse’ s notes))

JOHN. (Amazed,) Now, hat is 3 comcidence.
PORTERHOUSE. That's what J thoaght.
JOHNM, OF coarse!

PORTERHOUSE. Yes, sr?

JOHN, (Thinking madly.) The reason Wimbledon
Haspital has this other John Smith's address as mine here
hlﬂltm{mhhhw-ﬁmphﬂhnqn-:l
ey 've E0d Batir records confused.

(PORTERHOUSE iakes this in.)
BARBARA. You didn"t mention it, pampkin.
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JOHM. (Moves o Barbara.) Well, it wasn"i serious,
pumplin. 1 just nipped into their casualty department. (To
Porterhouse.) Banged my head under the 1axi bonmet,
checking the plugs.

PORTERHOUSE. You're dead unlucky with your head,
aren’| you?

JOHN, (Mover back 1o Porterhouse.) Yes. I'm always
doing . 1 was in and oat of the place i five minwtes. &
was nothing. Bul, of courss, they took down all my
particulars. (Te Porserhouse.) Thal explains it, docsn 't it?

PORTERHOUSE. Does u?

{JONN refers terough the enzaing speech 1o Porierkouse’ s
moter 2t thaugh the information was obvios.)

JOHN. (Smoothly.) Yes, the bospital has both my
address from the other day and the address of the otker Mr.
Smith—{rom this morming. Nuurally, ke other Mr.

up the
Wwrong page in their casusalty book and see John Smith,
Taxi Driver, Natare of Injury— abrasion of the cranium—
and give you my adiress in Sireatham—nod realizing thil
an the very next page is the sddress of the ather John
Smith, Taxi Driver, Nature of Injury—abrasion of the

Finally:) Well, | think that explsins it all then.
JOHN. Yes! Yoa can close the fik!

(JOHN escorts Porterhouse to door URC. BARBARA
huirrie s up and opens door.)
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BARBARA. I'm sorry | pul you w0 all this woghle,
Sergeant

PORTERHQUSE. Quile all right, madam.

BARBARA, 1"l soe you out.

PORTERHOUSE. Thank you. (To Jokn.) Oh, by the
way, =i, Yoar head.

JOHN, Yes?

PORTERAOUSE. Where did you have the injury

JOHN. Ah. Do you mcan the taxi bonnet or
the oak bears 1 —

PORTERHOUSE. The beam, sir. Your most recens
misfortune. Which bospital weaied tha?

JOHN. They didn't, No. The farmer's wile is an ex-

maree andd she fimed <
PORTERHOUSE. Ex-nurse,
.I:In}?d. Yu.li:ngmuﬂmnrh
TERHOUSE Good, Thope you always check what
you've landed in.

(PORTERHOUSE smilex polisely and exits inte Barbarg's
hail, followed by BARBARA. JOHN breathes a sigh of
relief and sits in chair DR, studying his diary as MARY
and STANLEY emter ULC from Mary's hall. Seanley is
Sl in dressing gown )

MRT.HEMH;'MH'IHJM' . stanley. I
ehould have pul my foot down. 2
A L -
Y. 10 ring thai E
Wimbledon Police. -
STANLEY. | don"t think you should do thar
MARY. He wrote his number here somewhere. Yes.
{iﬁﬁﬂ:tfupﬂlrpﬁﬂﬂfmﬁmhhﬁquf
setiee.} Said we could speak 1o him or one of his men

———

o T es— e —




30 EUN FOR YOUR WIFE

{Dhials the nwmber which happens to be Barbara's insiead of
Troughion's.)
STANLEY. Jahn will be very upset if you involve the

MARY, I'm just wormied what be might go and do.
They should have kept him in hospital for observazion,
STAMNLEY. I'm with you there.

(Barbara” s phone RINGS, JOHN rises and picks it wp,

JORN. (On phone, breezily.) Yep?
MARY. (Oa phone.) Hello, it"s Mary Smith spesking

(For @ momend Jokn's mind goes compleiely Mank. HE

then Minks, lakes the phone from hiz éor and looks @
i, HE them puts the recever back & his ear.)

MARY. (On phone.) Hello, is thal Wimbledon Police
Sunon?

(SOHN" 5 mind is & whirl)
MARY. (On phone.) Helio!

STANLEY. (To Mary.) What's ap!
MARY. Don't know, Someone angwersd and now all |

can hear is heavy beeathing, (Ow phone.) Hello!

LNOHN stall can’t think what 1o do.
STANLEY sakes the phone from Mary.)

STANLEY. (On phone.) Hello! Stanley Gardner here.
UOHN is now touaily bemused.)
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STANLEY. (On phone ) Hello!! (HE listens. To Mary)
Well, they're still breathing, anyway. (Hands the Phonre
back to Mary.)

MARY. (On phone.) Anybody there?

(JOHN is wially bewildered. STANLEY has been idly

looking at the piece of paper which HE has taken from
Mary )

STANLEY. (Suddenly.) Mary—which of these two
numbers did you dial?

MARY. That one. 674-3105,

STANLEY. Allow me!

(HE quickly takes the phone from Mary and moves in froms
of her to DC. MARY follows him.)

STANLEY. (On phone.) Hello! Stanley Gardner here.
Come in Wimbledon! Gardner 1w Wimbledon, May day,
May day, May day!!

WOHN is usterly confused and moves DR}

JOHN. (On phone, hoarsely.) What the hell’s going on?

STANLEY. (On phone.) Ah, there you are,
Wimbledon! (To Mary.) Trouble on the switchboard. (On
phone.) Can [ speak 1o one of the men?

JOHN. (On phone.) Men?

STANLEY. (On phone.) Or the Sergeant if he's there,

JOHN. (On phone.) Have you flipped your bloody 1id?!

STANLEY. (On phone, cheerfully.) No, no. Nothing
like that. (Te Mary.) He's pulting me throogh to one of
the men. (On phone.) Hello, Constable!

JOHN. (Oa phone.) Constable?! What in God's name
are you playing at Stanley?!
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STANLEY. (Oa phome.) I'm speaking on behalf of
Mrs. Smith. (Pointedly.) She’s concerned about her
husband's behavior,

JOHN, (On phone.) How the blazes did you get this
namber?

MARY. (To Stanley.) Let me talk 1 him! (SHE moves
in front of Stanley and grabs the from him. SHE is
now next (o John. On phone.) Constable!

(JOHN' 5 mind whirls once more.)

MARY. (On phone) Will somebody get Sergeant
Troughton for me, please?

(Behind them Deiective Sergeant TROUGHTON comes
through Mary s hall deor ULC. HE walks down inio
the lounge. STANLEY sees Troughion. For a brief
second HE is dumbstruck. Then HE indicares for
Troughion to be silenl and calmly escoris Troughion
into kitchen DL. All this has been unseen by Mary.
SHE turns to where Staniey has been standing.)

MARY. This is absolutely rid— (SHE stops on seeing
Sianley no longer there. Calls:) Sunley? (SHE goes back
to the telephone. On phone.) Hellol

(JOHN genily replaces the receiver, MARY reacts and then
dials again purposefully. JOHN is genily replacing his
telephone on the table R of setiee as BARBARA enters
behind kim.)

BARBARA. (Brighily.) Darling!

JOHN. Ah! (In his frighi bangs the telephone down on
the rable,)

BARBARA. (Surprised.) All right, Precious?
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JOHN. You bet. Can't stay, thoogh. (Looks ai
telephone, 5iill madly thinking.)

BARBARA. Can't stay?

JOHN. No. Got o get back on the road. (HE moves to
g0.)

BARBARA. Don't be silly! It's. CD.W.B,

JOHN, Oh, yes,

BARBARA. (Puts her arms “round him and kisres his
neck.) “Cuddly day with Barbara ™

JOHN. No, “Can’t Do What's Booked.”

(Barbara's phone RINGS. JOHN lifis phone, does a few
very quick “heavy breathings” into receiver and replaces
receiver. MARY reacts then bangs her phone down and
exits into her hall.

BARBARA looks bewildered at JOHN who is standing,
looking at the phone with a blank stare )

BARBARA. (Finally) Why did you do thai?

JOHN. (For a moment doesn’t answer. —Sexily.) | don’t
want us to be disturbed,

BARBARA. (Sexily.) Oh, you're in a hurry, are you?
- !DHIH (Glancing at phore.) Not half! But [ can't give

to i

BARBARA. (Wrapping herself around him.) Yes, you
can. :
JOHN. No. You see, [ didn't eam a penny last night. I
ought 1o do one quick trip.

BARBARA. Afterwards, (SHE removes his jacker and
during the ensuing dialogue undoes his thirt.)

JOHN, Well, I've got a bit of a headache, actually,
mnmm. That’s all the more reason for going 1o

h.lflﬂi.ldm’tﬁntﬂu'llhnmud for me, honestly. I
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BARBARA. You've always said il curcs anything.

JOHM. Well, yes.

BARBARA. Especially headaches.

JOHN. Yes, that's your headaches, not my headaches.

BEARBARA. Come on. (SHE pulls him towards the
bedroom DR.) We'll soon get rid of that masty old

headache.
JOHN, Well, as long as you ket me go oul aflerwards.

(SHE drags him inio bedroom as STANLEY comes oul of
Mary s kitchen, followed by TROUGHTON )

STANLEY. (Looks grouad.) Yes, well, 1 thought |
ought to explain, Sergeant.

TROUGHTON. Dreadful bit of nows.

STANLEY. You walked right in the middle of the
phone call, you see. Mrs. Smith was shallcred.

TROUGHTON. Bound 10'be. I'm glad you told me.

STANLEY. Yes Always worse when you hear
suddenly like thal.

TROUGHTON. Yes. Borh her grasdparents, was il?

STANLEY. Yes, both.

TROUGHTON., Dear oh dear!

STANLEY. Yes, dear, oh dear.

TROUGHTON. On a hiking holiday, w00

STANLEY. Yes. Both in their cightics, mind you.

TROUGHTON. Sull, not a nice way 10 go—over (he
side of a mountain.

STANLEY. ht was guick though.

TROUGHTON. The Canadian Rockies, you say?

STANLEY. Yes. The Canadian—er—Rockics. (Qwickly,)
Now you wanted to see Mr, Smith again, did you?

TROUGHTON. Yes, [ did actally. It appears there's
some confusion over Mr. Smith’s address.

STANLEY. Is there?
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TROUGHTOMN. As to whether it was in Wimbledon or
Streatham.

STANLEY. (Is taken aback.—Off-hand.) Wimbledon
Of—£F—51—51—

TROUGHTON. Streatham, sir. Mr. Smith reckoned it
was all a silly mistake on the part of the hospital.

STANLEY. Probably was.

TROUGHTON. No, it wasn't. When 1 got back 1o the
Station, they'd had Streatham Police on 1o say that another
John Smith was reporied missing from that anes.

STANLEY. (In mock amazemens.) Nol

TROUGHTON. 47 Lewin Road, Streatham, S.W. 16,

STANLEY. Good lord.

TROUGHTON. And that's the same address as they had
at the hospital,

STANLEY. I's a puzzle, isn't it?

TROUGHTON. S0 do you know the present
whereabouts of pwr Mr, Smith?

STANLEY. No. I think he's on the job at the moment.

TROUGHTON. Driving his taxi, you mean.

STANLEY. Yes.

TROUGHTON. Well, T think I'll go and call on this
other Mr. Smith. (Moves up 10 door ULC.)

STANLEY. (Worried.) Call on him? (Hurries after
Troughion.)

TROUGHTON, In Streatham.

STANLEY. (Worried.) Do you think you shoald?

TROUGHTON. It's only in the next Manor.

STANLEY . Outside your jurisdiction though, isn't it?

TROUGHTON. Just a social call, Mr, Gardner, just a
social call.

(TROUGHTON goes out into Mary's hall. STANLEY
dashes to Mary's elephone as TROUGHTON returns.)
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TROUGHTON, Oh, Mr. Gardner. :
STANLEY. (Falls backwards over the seitee in his

surprise bud tries to ook nonchalant.) Yes?
TROUGHTON. Do you know whal an accessory is?
STANLEY. (Considers this.) A handbag?

(TROUGHTON shakes his head.)

STANLEY. Oh, an accessory. Yes.
TROUGHTON. Good.

(TROUGHTON exits. STANLEY picks up piece of paper

and, whilst dialing goes to hall door 1o check thai
' s actually gone. :

Barbara's phone RINGS. Afier a moment JOHN hurries in
from the bedroom and picks up phone. John now wears
underpanis, socks and shoes. STANLEY sits L of senee
waiting impatiently for the phone 1o be answered.)

JOHN. (On phone.) Hello?

STAMNLEY. (On phone.) It's me again—

JOHMN. (On phone.) What the hell do you want now?!
(Sirs R of setiee.)

STANLEY. (On phone.) It's no good getting cross with
me. I'm just the bloke who's got the flat upstairs!

JOHN, (On phore.) Blimey, talk about fiddling while
Rome bums.

JOHN. (On phone.) Well, come on, what is it?

STANLEY. (On phonre.) Troughton is on his way to

]

see you!l

JOHN. (On phone.) Troughton?

STANLEY. (On phone.) The policeman who was here
this moming!

JOHN. (Oa phone, aghast) He's coming over 10
Streatham?



RUN FOR YOUR WIFE 57

STANLEY. (Oa phone.) To see John Smith!

JOHN. {On phone ) Bloody hell!

STANLEY. (On phone) And Mary's rushed out
looking for you!

(BARBARA appears at bedroom door. She is still in her
negligee.)

BARBARAJIOHN. (Together.) Dasling—

JOHN. (On phone, quickly but smoothly.) Well, thanks
for telling me and if [ hear of anybody who's looking for
that many cucumbers I'll put them in touch.

(HE r:pﬁur phone and moves 1o Barbara. STANLEY
looks perplexed) - :

STANLEY, CucumbersT!

JOHN, (To Barbara.) | ask you. Two and a half acres of
cocumbers.

BARBARA. Not that wretched farmer again?

STANLEY. (On phone.) Hello? John? (Gets the piece
of paper again, checks and dials number.)

BARBARA. (To John.) Come on beddy-byes.

JOHN. (Firmly.) No, I"ve decided. I'm wking you out!

BARBARA. Qur?

JOHN. Yes, why not? I'll get your dress. We'll have
lunch at that little bistro round the comer. Bottle of wine then
back here 1o spend the afternoon in bed.

BARBARA. I'm ready for bed now,

JOHN. (Feolishly.) No. Lels 1case ourselves a bit,
(Hurries into bedroom.)

BARBARA. Darling! (Siarts to rua after him as her
phone RINGS. SHE grabs it. On phone ) Hello™

STANLEY. (Onr phone.) It's Mr. Farmer again, the
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(BARBARA reacts. So does STANLEY.)

RARBARA. (On phone.) Look, | doubt very much if
my hushand will be able 1w help you. Cucumber just isn't
his ling,

STANLEY. (On phone.) No. It's potatoes actually, this
FHTC=—

BARBARA. (On phone.) We don"t want any potaioes!

STANLEY. (On phone.) Bui they're King Edwards—

BARBARA. (On phone.) | don’t care whose they are,
he's not into agricullure. Now, he's very graiciul o you
for helping him this moming but he's exuremely busy.

STANLEY, (On phone.) Yos, I'm sure he's got his
hands Tudl but it won't ake a scoomd.

JOHN comes out of bedroom tucking his shiri inig his
wowsers. WE' s carrying Barbara' s dress and shoes )

JOHN. (To Barbara.) Come o, darling, quickly.

BARBARA. What about this wreiched farmer?

STANLEY/JOHN.(On phone. Together.) Hello?

JOHN. (To Barbara.y Has he rung again? You hurry up
wnd get dressed. Er—in the bedroom.

(JOIIN grabs the (elephone and gives Barbara her clothes.
HE pushes Barbara towards bedroom. )

JOHUN, (On phone for Barbara's benefit) You really
must stop naging me up, Mr. Gardner!

STANLEY. (On phone ) It's about Mary!

JOHN. (On phone. for Barbara's benaefit.) Oh, your
lersey cow, yes | emember.

BARBARA. (Surprised ) Jersey cow!
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{(JOHN neaily eases Barbara into bedroom and closes door.)

JOHN. (On phone.) Lock, I'm trying to get out before
Troeghton wms up!

STANLEY. (On phone.) I'm worried about Mary.

JOHN. (On phone.) I'm waormied about everything.

STANLEY. (On phone.) She’s rushed out of the house
locking for you.

JOHN. (On phone.) [ can’t do anything about that, can
n

STANLEY. (On phone.) But she might have gone
round 1o Wimbledon Police Station to see Sergeant

Troughton.

(BARBARA enters from bedroom putting on her dress,
SHE is carrying her shoes. During the ensuing dialogue
SHE sits in chair DR and finishes dressing.)

JOHN. (On phone, for Barbara's benefit.) Yes, well
cows are funny animals, aren't they?

STANLEY, (On phone.) Eh?

BARBARA. (To John.) What's he going on about
now T

JOHN, It"s all right.

STANLEY. (On phone.) Wimbledon Police may Lell
Mary that Troughton's on his way o see you in
Streatham,

JOHN. (On phone, lightly.) Yes, well, that would
really put the bull among the cows, wouldn't it? I'm
rushing out mow so 1 can't really discuss it any further,
Naturally, anything you can do 1o keep the bull and cow
aparl, you do il

STANLEY. (On phone.) I'll get dressed then see if I can
find Mary.,
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JOHN., (Oa phone.) Thank you. In the meantime just
keep a very close waich on your bullocks.

(STANLEY reacts as JOIIN replaces his receiver.

STANLEY replaces receiver and hurries out into hall
ULC.)

BARBARA. (To John) What was all that about?

JOHN. He's in a right state. All the Staffordshire Byulls
are having & go a1 his Jersey cow. (Haily.) Right, let's
£0.

(During the following speech HE puis on his jacket, which
Barbara has removed earlier and thrown on selize.)

JOHN. We'll have a nice long lunch, bowle of wine
then back here 1o spend the afternoon in bed,

(HE takes Barbara 1o hall door URC but siops. HE opens
door and, as HE does, Barbara’s DOORBELL goes.
JOHN immediaiely shus the door and marches Barbara

BARBARA. What's the matier?

JOHN. It—er—might be the police again.
BARBARA. Well, that's all right, isn't it?
JOHN. Differest policeman, 1 mean,

(The DOORBELL rings again.)
JOHN. Tell you what, I'll go down the back stairs and

mect you outside the restaurant. (Moves to kitchen. )
BARBARA. (Hurries gfier him.) Darling!
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JOHN. It it’s the police, just confirm what happened o
m——u—uﬂnfamudinhwwmmmmﬂzr‘}l
have to make an appointment. (Opens kitchen door.)

BARBARA. Are you sure your head's all right?

JOHN. I'm not sure of anything at the moment. I'll sec
you outside the restaurant. You'll recognize me, I'll be
wearing exactly what I'm wearing now.,

(The DOORBELL rings.

JOHN hurries into kitchen.

BARBARA frowns and goes omt URC into her hall as
STANLEY returns from Mary's hail ULC. Swanley is
now fully dressed.)

STANLEY. (Calls.) Mary?! Mary! (Looks into
kitchen.) Mary?! T sound like a bloody nursery rhyme.

(STANLEY hurries out into hall ULC asr BARBARA
returns from the hall URC with BOBEY F RANKLYN,
BOBBY isin a bit of a "siate.”)

BARBARA. You just caught me, actually.

BOBBY. I'm so somry, :

BARBARA. (Moves DL towards kitchen) It's no
trouble, honesdy.

BOBBY, (Moves DR) We're Just moving in up there
and we don’t seem 10 have a thing in the flat,

BARBARA. No problem.

BOBBY. (Crosses to Barbarg at DLy Although you'd
think that dizzy bitch could have remembered 1o get milk,
wouldn't you?

BARBARA. How about sugar and 1257

BOBBY. No, he got those all nght. (Surveying the
fat.) Oh, this is “tres chic.”

BARBARA. You short of anything else up there?
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BOBBY. Only decorators, darling. We're up 10 our
armpits in paint.

BARBARA. (Smiling.) I'm afraid that's not my line.

BORBRY. No, it's not Cyril's either. He won't Lift a
finger, lazy queea. :

BARBARA. I'm Barbara Smith, by the way.

BOBBY. Bobby Franklyn. I'd like 1o say I won't be a
nuisance again but, knowing me, I probably will.

BARBARA. Any uime.

BOBBY. For God's sake don't encourage me. 1 thrive
on familiarity.

BARBARA. Well, anything we can do 1o help. My
hushand can put his hand 10 most tungs.

BOEBY. Can het

BARBARA. He's a bit of a handyman.

BOBBY. Well, if he's also young and handsome for
God’s sake don't let my Cyril get at him.

BARBARA. (Laughing.) O.K. Hang on a sec.

BOBBY. Thanks ever so.

(STANLEY retwrns from hall ULC as BARBARA exils
into her kilchen, BOBBY is looking around Barbara’s
lounge.

STANLEY carries the Evening Standard and is looking
horrified.}

STANLEY. (Looks al mewspaper.) Oh, my God!
(Reads.) "Taxi driver has a go al muggers.” Fronl page—
with g picture! 1 must tell John.

(STANLEY hurries 1o phone, picks up piece of paper and
dials as BARBARA pops her head around her kiichen
door. STANLEY sits L end of setiee. BOBBY has

wandered 1o R and is swrveying the decor.)
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BARBARA, (To Bobby.) 1 say! Do you and Cyril like
home-made cake?

BOBBY. Anything bt “fairy."

BARBARA. (Laughs ) Chocolate?

BOBBY. Yes! To hell with the diet,

({E pats his stomach. BARBARA exits into kitchen.
Barbara' s telephone RINGS, BOBBY hesitaies and then
lifts the receiver.)

BOBBY. (Brighly.) Hello!

STANLEY. (On phone.) Who's that?

BOBBY. (Reacts. On phone.) Bobby Franklyn. I've got
the Mat upstairs,

STANLEY. (On phone.) Well, | hope you're having a
betier time than [ am,

BOBBY. (On phone.) | wouldn't know about that. [°l1
call Mrs, Smith for you.

STANLEY. (On phone ) It's Mr. Smith 1 want

BOBRY., (On phone.) He's not in.

STANLEY. (On phone.) That's good. At least [ think
it’s good. Did he sort of rush out in a state or anything?

BOBBY. (On phone.) | don't know kow he left

STANLEY. (On phone.) No. There aren’t any police
there, are there?

BOBBY. (On phone.) Is this a “phone-in™ on Capital

STANLEY. (On phone.} No.

BOBBY. I'l gt Mrs. Smith for yoa,

STANLEY. (On Phone.) No. She's probably had
enough of me and my King Edwards.

BOBBY. (Reacts. On phone.) Well, would you like o
leave a ?

STANLEY. (On phone.) Er—No. No, Mrs. Smith
hasn’t gol a Standard Moating around there has she?
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BOBRY. (On phone.) A Standard? Floating? (HE looks

in the air fora “flag.”)

STANLEY. (On phone.) Newspaper. Evening Standand.

BOBBY. (On phone.) Oh. | really wouldn’t know. Bit
early, isn"t it?

STANLEY. (On phone.) First edition. (Quickly.) She
doesn’ want 1o get it, though. It"s a dreadful paper.

BOBBY. (On phone, bemused.) Yes, all right.

STANLEY. (On phone.) Don't you get it cither,

BOBBY. (On phone.) | won’t, | won'L Are you doing
some son of Market Rescarch?

STANLEY. (On phone.) No. But if you see Mr. Smith
just say Mr, Gardner rang.

BOBBY. (On phone.) Gardner.

STANLEY. (On phone.) And 1ell him things aren’t 100
good down on the farm.

(BARBARA remirns from kitchen as STANLEY replaces
receiver. During the ensuing dialogue, HE gets pen and
pad from ble drawer and writes a note, having folded
the Evening Standard and put it in his pocker.
BARBARA carries a tray on which is @ pint of milk and
mwo slices of chocolate cake on plates. SHE moves
above setiee to BOBBY who is sill looking ar
receiver.)

BARBARA. Here we are.

BOBBY. Oo, scrummy! | answered your ielephone.
(Replaces receiver and akes tray.)

BARBARA. Thanks. Any message?

BOBBY, Well, King Edward came into it somewhere.
And-—er—Mr, Gandner.

BARBARA. Oh, him.

BOBBY. | couldn't quite make out what he was on
about.
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BARBARA. He's a damn pest

BOBBY. Do you get many funny phone calls then?

BARBARA. Only from this fellow. He's trying 1o get
rid of two and a hall acres of cucumbers.

BOBBY. God help s all! He said w w2l Mr. Smith that
things weren't too good on the farm.

BARBARA. With him running the place, I'm not
surprised. (Moves up a pace towards door URC)

BOBBY. Is Mr. Smith in that line of business then?

BARBARA. No. He drives a axi.

BOBBY. Oh, lovely. Cyril and [ arc in the dressmaking
waper.

BARBARA. I'll remember that.

BOBBY. Yes. We'll fix you up, love. Evening frock,
litke afternoon number. The trouble is with Cyril he can’|
bear o pant with half of them! (HE laughs.)

BARBARA. (Laughs and opens door.) "1l g0 out with
you.

BOBBY, That won't get you anywhere, dear!

(THEY exit inio Barbars's hall URC,

STANLEY has completed writing his nove and is reading it
himself as Detective Sergeant PORTERHOUSE walks
behind settee to DRC. PORTERHOUSE coughs
politely and STANLEY looks up )

STANLEY. Oh. (Rises and maves 1o Porierhowse )
PORTERHOUSE. Soiry, sir. All the doors were opea.
STANLEY, Oh, were they?
FORTERHOUSE. Datective Sergeant Porterhouse.,
STANLEY. (Worried.) Ah. Wimbledon Police.
PORTERHOUSE. No. Strestham, actually,
STANLEY. (Taken aback.) Streatham?
PORTERHOUSE. Yes. I'm just doing a spot of
checking, that's all, Semi-official,
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STANLEY. (Warily.) Oh, yes?

PORTERHOUSE. Concerning a namesake of yours.
STANLEY. (Surprised) Of mine?
PORTERHOUSE. Bit of a surprise, eh, Mr. Smith?

(STANLEY goes to speak but siops as he realizes the
siluation.)

STANLEY., (Brighdy, but faintly.) Yes!
PORTERHOUSE. (Enjoying himself’) It's all rather a
coincidence really, This other Mr. Smith is a laxi-driver
L0,
STANLEY. (With mock surprise.) No!
PORTERHOUSE. Only he lives in Streatham.
STANLEY. Mol
PORTERHOUSE. (Refers 1o noies.) John Smith, 47
Lewin Road, Streatham, S.W. 16.
STANLEY. No!
PORTERHOUSE. I've jusi come from talking 10 him.
STANLEY. (Goes o say “No™ bus:=) Bloody hell!
PORTERHOUSE. (Chuckiing.) 1 thought you'd be

STANLEY. (Brighily.) Yes!
PORTERHOUSE. Na, 1 expect you're wondering what

STANLEY. | am rather, yes.

PORTERHOUSE. 1t's just confirmation, really, of the
mﬂmtﬂd—ﬂ.ﬂd&:ﬂiﬂnﬁ}'ﬂmﬂ—‘mjm.

STANLEY. (Backs io R end seuee.) Oh, yes. I'm a
quick healer, It's very tender, mind you.

PORTERHOUSE. (Mover 0 Sranley.) Not
surprisingly is it? Must have been quite a blow you
received.

srmw.mymmmwu.uhnmmh
cenlury.
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PORTERHOUSE. (Considers this. Frownirg.)

ﬂAﬁIET. (After a pause.) Yes, 1 thought one of
said it was antique.
PORTERHOUSE. (Considers rthis.) An antique

handbag?
STANLEY. (Considers this.) Of course! He was
referring 1o the woman when he said I was hit by an old

PORTERHOUSE. (Takes this in.) Yes. Well, | think
what you say seems o verify-—

STANLEY. Does i? Right, if you'll excuse me then,
Sergeant | was just about to go to bed.

(STAMLEY moves Porterhowse up R end of setiee.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Surprised.) Bed?

STANLEY. Yes, il's—er—Wednesday morning.
NWW.

PORTERHOUSE. NWW?

STANLEY. Nooky with wife.

(STANLEY siaris to move Porterkouse behind seriee
towards hall door as MARY comes in from hall and
siops on seeing Porierhouse. For a moment STANLEY
is ransfixed, but then quickly pulls Porierhouse back
owr of Mary's sighiline. STANLEY hurries to Mary.)

STANLEY. Hello darling!

(HE gives Mary a huge kiss and embrace. MARY is

suitably surprised. STANLEY pulls ker DL away from
Porterhouse )
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STANLEY. (Flustered.) Nice w0 see you back
again,Mary. Nothing's happened since you've been gone.
Absolutely nothing. T was just leaving you this note, my
sweel. There we are.

(MARY iagkes the nmote. During the above,
PORTERHOUSE has walked down 1o R end of seilee,
inseresied.)

MARY. (Reads ir.) ‘Dear Mary. Everything is O.K.
Suggest you go 1o bed for the rest of the day. See you
soon. All the very best. Yours, Stanley—

STANLEY. (Grabbing note. To Porterhouse, guickly.)
Standing room only. (Chuckles.) NWW.’

(HE maoves in front of Porierhouse 1o R and screws up the
piece of paper. HE makes a great “show” of throwing if
into wastebin by chair DR.)

STANLEY. (Te Mary.) Oh, I'm tesribly sorry! May I
introduce Detective Sergeant—er—

PORTERHOUSE. Porterhouse, Streatham.

STANLEY. Detective Sergeant Ponterhouse—Streatham.

PORTERHOUSE. Just Porterhouse. I'm from
Streatham.

STANLEY. Streatham, Yes. Roond the comer.

(MARY crosses in front of Stanley to Porterhouse so that
SHE is now beiween the two men.)

MARY. (To Porierhouse.) Is it about John?

STANLEY. (Quickly.) Yes it is!

MARY. (Glares at Stanley. To Porierhouse.) Is John all
right?
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(PORTERHOUSE frowns and looks ar Stanley who is
standing the other side of Mary.)

PORTERHOUSE. Yes, | think so.

STANLEY. Yes, I think so!

MARY. (Giares ar Stanley. To Porterhouse,) Have you
spoken 0 him then?

PORTERHOUSE. (Glances at Stanley)) Yes, thanks.

STANLEY. Yes, he has!

MARY. (Glares at Staniey. To Porierhouse.) When?

PORTERHOUSE. When whar?

MARY. (To Porterhouse.) When did you 1alk w John?

PORTERHOUSE. (Surprised.) Well, just now.

MARY, Just now?

STANLEY. {(Steps in. Quickly.) Yes, it must have
been. (Te Porterhouse ) Well, it was, wasa't it?

(MARY pusrhes Stanley back.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Gesting confised ) Yes.

STANLEY. Yes!

MARY. (Glares at Sianley. To Porterhouse.) Where?

STANLEY. Where what, dear?!

MARY. (Glares ar Stanley. To Porterhouse.) Where did
you talk 1o John?

PORTERHOUSE. (Glances & Stanley again.) Well, J
was standing here and Ae was standing—

STANLEY. (Quickly.) Swanding about there!

MARY. (Glares at Stanley. To Porterhouse.) I've been
looking everywhere for him.

PORTERHOUSE. (Surprised, looking at 5 tanley.)
Have you?

MARY. (To Porterhouse ) Well, where is he now?

PORTERHOUSE. (Totally conficsed,) Who?!

STANLEY. Who'd like a nice cup of tea?
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MARY. (Glares at Sianiey. To Porierhouse) My
hushand. Where is he?

(STANLEY steps in from: of Mary and takes Porterhouse
DR.)

STANLEY . (To Porterhouse.) Yes, where is he? What's
his position? Where exactly does e stand with the police?

MARY. Stanley!

STANLEY. (Hesitates a brief second.) Stanley's gone

i school, my sweet

MARY . (Tries 1o fathom this o) What™!

STANLEY. Yes, I gave the little chap his comnflakes

and saw him on o the bus.

MARY. What's the marter with you?

STANLEY. Nothing. I'm fine now, dear, {To

Parterkowse.) You're happy, 100, aren't you?

PORTERHOUSE. Yes, I'm quue satisficd, Mrs.

Smith. Now I've talked 1o him. (Indicaies Stanley.)

MARY. (Swprised.) Him?

STANLEY. Me. Yes. (To Porterhouse.) You wanted to
talk 1o me, didn‘t you? Liule chat. It's all 0.K. now.

MARY. (Edgily to Sianley.) Will you just keep out of
this for a momenL

STANLEY. Only trying o heip.

MARY. Well, you're not. (MARY pulls Swnley in
front of her and propels him io L end of setiee. MARY
suddenly notices the newspaper that Stanley has folded and
put in kis pocket. SHE moves io C.) Is that the Evening
paper?

STANLEY. (Takes our newspaper.) Mm? Oh, yes,

MARY. Anything in it about last right's megging?
(Takes paper.)

STANLEY. Yes. Front page.
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PORTERHOUSE. Front page, ch? You've got 3 hero
for a husband, Mrs. Smith. (Starts 10 move to Mary (o
look at newspaper.)

MARY. (Looking at mewspaper.) What a dreadfyl
phmlh:i:lwiul..hﬁndmlmlh:m'thﬂ:tm
good either,

STANLEY. (Chuckling.) Na.

(STANLEY suddenly realizes that the picture shows the
“real” Johm and grabs the paper just ag
PORTERHOUSE ir about to look at it. STANLEY
then removes the owiside pages from the rest of the
Rewspaper and pives the mﬁfhﬂwmﬂm.
MARY and PORTERHOUSE look on blankly as
STANLEY explains away his action by embarting on a
“paper-tearing” routine. HE Jolds the ide pages
Mmm:ﬁmmrmiuuhiuhﬂ. HE then
unfolds the paper 1o disclose g row af holes. When HE
sees thar Hmjmdfwmm“mﬁn;mﬁﬁn
woitally bemused HE crosses in front of them o R. and
throws the paper in the wastebin, HE then moves back
to C. berween Porterhouse and Mary.)

STMEY.M.WMM}W:' . Sergeant?
HAR?,H.lw.rnnbnmdrinHu;? il
ST&HLET.Iduu'uhm:hnnidmu,did}uu?

(PORTERHOUSE dumbly shakes his head, STANLEY
moves Mary towards kitchen )

LHNLET. But it's a good ideg, How about a cup of
lea, 7

MARY. (Hits Sianley with the newspaper.) Don't you
“dear™ mel!
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STANLEY. (T'e Porterhowse.) Sorry aboul this. We've
bean throogh a lot this moming.
MARY. Stanley!

MSTHHLET, Stanley won't be home till after school,
MARY . (Her nerve is beginning to go.) What?
STANLEY. Unless they've kept the little chap in

again. Naughty Stanley!

MARY. (Shouring.) What the hell are you Lalking

aboant 7!

(As SHE shouis, SHE hits Stanley with the newspaper.
STANLEY scunles over w0 Porterhouse.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Nervously.) No wa for me, thank
you,
" MARY. (Not very calmly.) I'm going to remain quite

m.

STANLEY. (Taker a pace to Mary.) That’s a very good
e, deax,

MARY. (Shoves Stanley out of the way and crosses in
froni of kim 10 Porierhouse. To Parterhouse, anxiously.) Is
there something you 're not telling me sboat John?

PORTERHOUSE. (Looks at Stanley. Baffled.) 1 don"y
hink 30, T,

STANLEY. No!

MARY. (Yells.) Will you shut up!!

STANLEY. | don"t think you should walk o me like
that, dear.

; MARY. Lock, either go upstairs or push off to the job
center. (Pokes Stanley with the newspaper.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Politely.} If you're having a
domestic discussion I'll be on my way.

STANLEY. Good idea.

=
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MARY. No! You siay here, Sergeant. (To Swaniey.)

You — upstairs!
STANLEY. Mary, I've oaly been trying to—

(During the enruing dislogue MARY drags Sianley 10 the
half door ULC)

MARY. Get owt!!
STANLE'r,[mIdn‘mukupl'memqu’?
MARY. Out!!
STANLEY. Just a quick one.
MARY. (Beats Stanley about ihe head with the
newspaper. Hysterically:) If you don't go I'll have you
evicted!

{Fﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁhﬂ;bﬂhﬂm bo the wall i R )

STANLEY. (Hysierically 1o Forterhouse.) We play this
silly game every Wednesday,

(r's suddenly all 100 much for MARY who lets out g wild
scream.) -

MARY. Ahhh!
STANLEY. (Jumping.) Ahhh!

(MARY runs DL and collapses in choir as STANLEY
rushes out into hall ULC. PORTERHOUSE fattens
himself againsi the wall in Jright. For @ momen:
PORTERNOUSE siays transfized gz MARY ity
sobbing. Then PFORTERIOUSE starts 1o collect up the
Rewspaper.)



74 RUN FOR YOUR WIFE

PORTERHOUSE. (Trying io be jolly.) Now, Mrs.
Smith, T don’t think you should have sent him packing
like that. (Pus newspaper in wasiebin DL.)

MARY. He's a bloody nuisance!

PORTERHOUSE. (Gives Mary his handkerchief.) We
all have these little rifts. Today's been a bit of a strain,
You and he will be all right after a kiss and cuddie.

MARY. {I's astonished.) Kiss and coddle?!

PORTERHOUSE. Never fails. Do what you were
planning w0 do and spend the moming together in bed.

(MARY rises, outraged and moves in front of Porterhouse
to DC.)

MARY. (Quwraged.) 1 was planning no such thing.
PORTERHOUSE. Well he was.

(MARY turns, surprised.)

MARY. {(Angrily.) Was he?! Well, | assure you the last
thing I"d do is jump into bed with thal moron.

PORTERHOUSE. I'm sorry to hear thal

MARY. (Moves back to chair DL.) | don't indulge in
that sort of thing.

PORTERHOUSE. ['m somry to hear that, oo,

MARY. (OQutraged.) What sort of wife do you think I
am?

PORTERHOUSE. [ really don't know.

MARY. Once you start that sort of think you've got no
mamage at all.

PORTERHOUSE. (Surprised.) Well, it takes all sons, |

suppose.

MARY. Yes,

PORTERHOUSE. I'm surprised that you ended up with
little Stanley.
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MARY. (Is now confused.} 1 don't intend to end up
with “little Stanley.”

PORTERHOUSE. (Worried ) Oh, dear.

MARY. (Gives Porterhouse the hanky and sits.) The
way he’s been acting this moming, I think the sooner he's
put away, the better.

PORTERHOUSE. No, no! The young fellow needs
physical love and lots of it.

MARY. WhatM

PORTERHOUSE. (Chuckling.) I can see my wife
could weach vou a thing or two.

(During the following dialogue JOHN appears stealthily
from kitchen DL. HE looks around and then moves in
front of Mary and Porterhouse to Barbara's door URC 1o
check if Barbara is around. JOHN then moves DRC o
Barbara' s phone and dials )

MARY. (To Porterhouse.) If I could just resolve what's
happened to my husband.

PORTERHOUSE. As far as I'm concerned, he's
clarified the sinzation.

MARY. But you said you'd seen him and I'd like w
know where he is?

PORTERHOUSE. (Hesitates and looks up.) Well, he's
Bpstairs, isn't he?

MARY, (Hesitates and looks up.) What's John doing
up there?

PORTERHOUSE. (Hesitates and looks up.) Isn't that
where he weni?

MARY. (Hesitates and looks up ) To see Stanley?

PORTERHOUSE. (Frowning,) | thought Stanley was
at school?

MHHHE:M%MWM
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Mary's relephone RINGS.
MARY picks it up as PORTERHOUSE sits in chair, DL
irying to work it all out.)

MARY, (On phone.) Hello?
JOHN. (Sits R setiee. On phone. Relieved.) Oh thank

MARY. (O phone. Furious.) John! Where are you?!

(PORTERHOUSE looks in the direction of “upsigirs”
whilst JOHN hesitates for a momeni.)

'ghl?m. {On phone.) Never mind that. Is everything all
night

MARY. (On phone.) Son of, yes.

JOHN. (On phone.) Nothing awful's happened?

MARY. (Onr phone.) No, There's a policeman here but
that's been soned oot

JOHN. (On phone.) A policeman?

MARY. {On phone.) From Streatham.

JOHN. (Oa phone.) Oh, yes?

MARY . (Te Porterhouse.) Do you want to talk o him?

PORTERHOUSE. (Hesitates and looks up. Puzzled.)
Mo, thanks. )

MARY. (On phone.) No, the Sergeant's quite happy, I
think.

JOHN. {On phone.) Oh, good. Is—er—Stanley about?

MARY. (On phone.) [ think Stanley's been drinking.

(PORTERHOUSE reacis surprised.)
MARY. (On phone.) Or he’s on drugs.
(PORTERHOUSE reacts appalled.)
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JOHN. (On phone.) He's had a lot to contend with this
ing, darling,
Y. (Oa phone.) The sooner he leaves here and
shacks up with that girl friend of his, the better,

wmﬁmwmﬂm,m;m
JOHN rises.)

JOHN. (On phone.) Well, lock darling, I'm on my way
right now

MARY. (On phone) Yes, you bumry up back,
sweetheart. Then it's straight to bed.

JOHN. {On phone.) Great. I*11 be five minutes,

MARY. (On phone.) All right. Five minugtes,

(JOHN and MARY blow each other kisses and replace
receivers. JOHN hurries our inte Barbara's hall.
PORTERHOUSE moves o Mary.)

PORTERHOUSE. I'm pleased that you and your
hushand have patched it up.

MARY. Paiched what up?

PORTERHOUSE. That’s it. Don't harbour grudges.
That's what's kept me and my Missus wgether for twenty
years. Well, I'll be off then, Mrs. Smith. Don't bother to
Soc mé oul.

MARY. (Hurries ULC and opens door)) I'm sorry if it's
been a bit hectic here this moming.

PORTERHOUSE, All in a day's work. And, Mrs.
Smith. Liule word of advice about Stanley. Jusi take his
trousers down and give him a reatrnent.

(FORTERHOUSE exits into Mary's hall ULC. MARY
shakes her head in confusion. SHE then exits DL into -
kitchen as JOHN and BARBARA come in Sfrom their
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hall URC. BARBARA carries the Evening Standard
Barbara and John have obviously been having a row.
They come 10 DC)

BARBARA. | Ieli a right fool!
JOHN. I'm scry, sweetheart
BARBARA. T've been waiting in that restaurant for ten
minales,

JOHM. {Pwts his arms around her and kisses her neck.)
I"ve s8id I'm sory. We must have missed each other, |
camé back here o look for you.

BARBARA. Homesty!

JOHMN. Did—er—you deal with the police’?

BARBARA. Wha police?

JOHN, lust now.

BARBARA, Oh, no. That wasn'i ihe police.

JOHN. (Worried ) Wasn't it?

BARBARA. We've got new neighbors upsiaars. They
wanted spme milk.

JOHN. (Thinking madly.) You mean, the police
hawven 't been here yet?

BARBARA. Mot that 1 know of. Noi since the Sergeant
this moming.

JOHN. Oh, dear.

BARBARA. (Moves towards kitchen) Well, I'm going
1o make some collce then sit quietly for five minotes and
read he paper.

JOHN. (Moves (o her) No, don'l Jei's hang around
hene. After lunch we'll go to bed, read the papers and have a
lovely—{HE suddenly sees fromt page.) Ahhb!

BARBARA. What on carth’s the matter?

(SN ttares o back away 1o setiee.)

JOHN, What's the matier with what?



A L —— A

RUN FOR YOUR WIFE ™

BARBARA. You looked at the fromt page and
practically died.

JOHN. Yes.

BARBARA. Something awful's happened, hasn't if?

JOHN. Yes, Mrs. Thaicher's expecting a ;

BARBARA. That's im —

JOHN. That's what Mr. Thatcher says,

BARBARA. Here, let's have a look.

{FA;E)ARA grabs paper towards her, JOHN doesn’t et

JOHN. No! (Puils paper back towards him.
BARBARA. Don't be silly. (Takes the lwluqnn}
JOHN. (Grabs the newspaper.) No, it's my 1
BARBARA. (Grabs paper.) Actually, it's mine.
"E.‘lifi}'i-ﬂl. {mmm.}mmrmmm I wani it. |

Uﬂfﬂf:ﬁrh#w:f:m.ﬂ&'lhnn‘mn “strip”
t-lrfrmlpq‘,ﬂ m.mmm'mmnﬂ:fg
starts o eat it.)

JOHN. (Chewing.) Mm, Very nice,
BARBARA. (Taker @ page back. asionished) What in
God’s name are you doing?

JOHN. (Munching brighty.) Eating the newspaper
mmmmu’m e :
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BOBBY. (Enters from hall with tray and elean plaies.
HE moves DR.) Door was open! | 1old you I'd get famaliar,

BARBARA. (Confiesed) That's OK.

BOBBY. (To Jokn) And you must be this lovely
Tady's—

(The words die in hiy mouth as HE sees that John has a
strip of newspaper protruding from his mouth. JOHN
quickly pobbles up the strip. BOBBY looks at the torn
newipaper in Jokn' s hand.)

BOBBY. Am [ interrupting anything?

(FOHN shakes his head and smiles politely indicating he
can't speak with his mouth full.)

BORBBY. No, that's all right. Don't rush it Bobby
Franklyn from upstairs. How do you do?

{BOBBY sieps forward and holds ow his hand but JOHN
tears off another sirip and pops it into his mouth.
BOBBY waiches in amazement. JOHN offers Bobby a
“pigce” 1o eat and BOBBY shakes his head dumbly.)

BOBRY. (Pulling himself iogether.) Yes, well—if
you're in the middle of eating. (Crosses in froni of setiee to
Barbara)

BARBARA, (Trying to put on @ brave face.) I'm somry
about this.

BOBRY. No, I'm all for something different. Yes. Oh,
thanks for the chocolate cake. ((Gives Barbara the tray but is
unable io take his eyes off John.) Yes. I've er—["ve never
actually seen anybody cat—er—Ral is newspaper, isn't it?
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JOHN. (With mouth fill ) Yes, it's !

BOBBY. Yes! (To BARBARA,) Well, | must get back to
Cyril. Poor cow’s up to his eyes in paint. (To JOHN,) Good
luck with the diet!

(He moves wwards Barbara's hall door.)

JOHN. (With mouth full) Thank you!
BOBBY. (Tn doorway. To JOHN,) Is that today’s? (JOHN
BARBARA. (To JOHN,} What the hell are you up to7!

(JOHN indicates that he can't speak because his mowth is
now bulging with chewed newspaper.)

BARBARA. I'll get you some coffee to wash it down!
(Moves fowards the kitchen and stops ) | don't know what
that Mr. Franklyn must think_

(BARBARA exiis into kitchen. JOHN heaves a sigh of
rﬂiﬂﬁtﬁummmq‘lhﬁmmciw
small pieces. Behind him TROUGHTON enters Sfrom
Barbara's hall URC, closing door behind him, JOHN,
mnﬁﬁqrmm&mm*rm:irmpunh
torn pieces of the front page into the remainder of the
Aewspdper and screw the lot up into a ball. JOHN
mmmMmﬂﬁmymm.HEﬂﬁ:t&:
remains of the newspaper into il

Unnoticed by Johkn, TROUGHTON, smiling, has moved
#ﬁnmhﬂndinh.niﬂﬁ'ﬂuubmlm.lpﬁﬂs

mauthful of paper into the wastebin, TROUGHTON
pams him on the back )

TROUGHTON. (As HE pats John.) Mz, Smith!
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(The pat on the back makes JOHN swallow the paper in
his mowrh. [N.B. The acior need only mime swallowing
the paper!] JOHN then [poks round and does a “double-
take” on seeing Troughion smiling at him. JOHN
chokes and, for want of something better to do, hands
Trowghtion the wastebin ar though it were a prize cup.

MUSIC: “Love and Marriage® ™)

CURTAIN

*See cautionary note in front mamer.



ACT I

The action is continuous. TROUGHTON iz smiling ar
John. JOHN is looking very sick. TROUGHTON
replaces wasiebin,

TROUGHTON. You certainly get around in that taxi of
yours, Mr. Smith.

meﬂkm'ruﬂﬁrﬂmumqfﬁ:
stomach.)

TROUGHTON. Eaten something that disagreed with
you? '

(JOHN indicates he won't be a moment and starts 1o back
away towards kitchen DL, TROUGHTON follows)

TROUGHTON. No burry. Take your time. When
rm'vepu!hd!ﬂurﬂrmfmhﬂmmnplﬂn what
you're doing here, can't you?

(JOHN, who is thinking madly, siops DLC. HE then
holds his hand wp io indicate that he won't be a
mm.ﬁ;mmmrhﬂmhudmrmm
wm:hhyhmrdw.HELhnrm;meugm
and walks him io DC.)

JOHN. T think T ought 0 tell you someshing,
TROUGHTON., Good.

JOHN. It's about this fat.
TROUGHTON. Yes,
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JOHMN. It's mine.

(TROUGHTON stops. So does JOHN.)

TROUGHTON. Yours?

JOHN, Yes.

TROUGHTON. Yoo didn't say anything about that
when | saw you earlier this moming—al your other flat in
Wimbledon.

JOHN, Er—nao.

TROUGHTON. Even when | mentioned 1o you that
there was a John Smith who resided in 2 flat in Swreatham.

JOHN. Er—no.

TROUGHTON. Slipped your memory, did it?

JOHN. Er—no0. There—er—is no other John Smith.
Only me.

TROUGHTON. [ see.

JOHN. Both Mats are mine,

TROUGHTON. 1 see.

JOHN. But er Mary—Mrs. Smith—doesn’t know 1
have this flat.

TROUGHTON. (Suddenly smiling.) 1 see.

JOHN. Yes. It's a little place [ kecp for—er—er—

TROUGHTON. (Blandly.) Collecting stamps?

JOHN, (Afrer a pause.) Smnﬂhlul like that, yes. My
lutle “den.” Where I go for peace and

TROUGHTON. That's what I reckon wo. | reckon
you've got some little piece here you want 1o keep quiet
about.

JOHN. No! (Laughs.) Nothing like that.

TROUGHTON, 1 reckon you're leading a double life,

JOHN. (Laughs more.) Nol
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(The kitchen door handle is wrned and loudly ranled by
Barbara. JOHN smiles ay Troughton and then looks
towards kichen.)

BARBARA. (OfF rﬂﬁ.} Hey! The door's locked!

(OF, yeils.) What?
JOHN. (Calis through door.) I'll be with you in &
minute, Barbara,
BARBARA. (Of) Opea the door, yoo silly fool!
d.};.ﬂl-m. (To Troughton ) They're so bioody cheeky these

BARBARA. (Off, yelis.) Hey!
(The door handled is RATTLED furiousy.)

JOHN. (To Troughion.) If 1 don’t lock her in she peis
nothing done. (Calls.) Get on with your work, Barbara!

{Snéi.;::n' Troughton and moves nonchalantly back o him
ar C.

(Barbara's fromt DOORBELY. Foes.)

JOHN. (Calls 10 kichen.) I'll go.

TRﬂUGHmHn.thnn.Imink!'dmlhwm
stayed here, Mr. Smith. Don't want You wandering off
‘ﬁmdﬂﬂ?nllmmhﬂmhﬂ?
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(During the above speech TROUGHTON moves URC.
TROUGHTON exits into Barbara's hall URC. There is
BANGING from kitchen door.)

BARBARA. (Off) Hey!
JOHN. Coming, darling.

(JOHN opens kitchen door and BARBARA comes in with
tray of cofjee.)

BARBEARA. What the blazes are you playing ar?

JOHN. (Foolishly.) | was larking around, darling.
(Loaks nervously towards the hail.)

BARBARA. (Walks in frons of him.) I don’t know
whal's come over you.

JOHN. It's frustration. Come on.

BARBARA. What?

JOHN. (Takes her iowards bedroom.) I want us both 1o
2o to bed. Now. And have really crazy sex.

BARBARA. | thought we were going out to lunch,

JOHN. To hell with that. I feel right dandy.,

BARBARA. (Tartly.) It's probably all that newspaper
you've ealen.

JOHN., (Hurries 1o bedroom door at R and opens it}
Whatever it is 1 don't want to waste it.

BARBARA. Can't we have our coffee first?

(SHE goes to sit on setiee but JOHN grabs her and propels
her 1 bedroom door.)

JOHN. No, we'll save it for afier. Go on. Get yourself
stripped, you gorgeous animal,

BARBARA. Hang on. Didn't the doorbell go just now?

JOHN. Yes, yes.You get into bed, I'll see them off,
(HE pushes her inio the bedroom with coffee and closes the
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calls in.) Don't start without me.

returns, JOHN Hﬂtﬂ]fﬂi‘l!ﬂlﬁwﬂﬂb against the
bn#mﬂmr.mn‘uﬂ;hyinh‘:pmﬁﬂ.}

TROUGHTON. (To John.) I expect he thinks this is
the abour exchange, does he?

JOHN, (Turns and moves 1o C.) Oh, well—I suppase
the game's up!

STANLEY, (Moves in to John.) Oh, Gawd!

JOHN. It’s all right, Stanley. [ coulidn't Expect 10 get
away with it for ever,

TROUGHTON. Yoa don't have D say anything, sir,

JOHN. No, T want to,

TROUGHTON, If there's any criminal offense
involved, Mr. Smiﬂt.rmmigummmakuww
solici

STANLEY. Eloody hell!

JOHN. Don't worry, Stanley. You'll be all right.
STANLEY. It's you I'm wornied about.

JOHN. That's noble, Stanley, considering your

STANLEY, My position?
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JOHN. (Te Troughion.) And we don"t need a soliciior.
(To Stanley.) It's not “illegal™ any more, is it, Stanley?

(STANLEY looks blank. JOHN looks from Stanley to
TROUGHTON and then back 1o Sianley, who is sill

looking blank, the implication not having dawned.)

STANLEY. (Finally.) What isn"(?

JOHN. (To Stanley.) Shall I tell him or will you?
TROUGHTON. Tell me what?

JOHN. [ thought you'd guessed, Sergeani.
STANLEY. Guessed whar?

JOHN. The reason for me having two flats. Stanley and
I are like that

(STANLEY siill looks blaak.)

TROUGHTON. Like what?
JOHN. We're that way inclined.

(JOHN flicks his head in Stanley's direction. STANLEY
puis his hands on his hips in perplexity.)

TROUGHTON. (To Johs.) What do you mean, $ic?
JOHN. Well, you know—

(JOHN puis his hand on his hip in an effeminale manner,
HE then sees that Sianley happens 1o be standing there
in a similar posture and indicates this to Troughion.

The implication suddenly hits Sianley who is mortified.
STANLEY clasps kis hand 1o his mouth and points an
accusing finger ar John.)

JOHN. Yes, “The love that dare not speak its name.”
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(STANLEY backs away to the chair DR )

JOHN. (With sincerity.) You sce, Sergeant, this “dear”
man wok the Mat in Wimbledon sbove Mrs, Smith and
myself and well, it was love ui first sight, wacn'( jt, Swan?

(STANLEY sits, still with his mowurh open.)

JOHN. He's choked! Well, I fought it—God knows, |
fought it. 1'd always been struight, you see. Stan is queer
from way back

(STANLEY. in kis frusiration, turns around and kneels in
the chair.)

JOHN. Bui finally—well, | succumbed. Of course |
toon realized I couldn’t go on deceiving my dear wife in
our own home, so Swn and | found this lictle place, Our
liwde “love-nesL™

TROUGHTON. (Ar a loss.) Well, 1 don't know what 1o
say,

STANLEY. mm.wﬂuumnnr.imk&;mmﬂ
Well. I do! (Moves w0 John.) I"'m sorry, John—

JOHN. (Steps in and siops kim.) No mare than | am,

STANLEY. (Glarer at him.) I've done mry best!

JOHN. And ['ve no inis, precious!

STANLEY. (Glares at him ) 1 am not gay!

JOHN, Well, I'm o wa hapDy abowt i either! (To
Troughion.) | mean, it's 3 very delicate sinuagion,
Hnyulqdimmlm-q—mim-ﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂ.

STANLEY, AC-DC™!

JOHN. (Tapping Stanley's wrist) Don't get in a tzzy,
Suanley,

BARBARA. (Of, yells.) Hey!
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(Fhe bedroom door handle is turned, then RATTIED
fallowed by a KNOCK. The MEN look a1 ii, There is
further knocking from the other side of the bedroom
doar.)

JOHN. That's Barbara again. Cleaning the bedroom.
"ve had 10 lock her in as usual, Sianley. Staff is such a
headache, these days.

BARBARA. (Off. yells.) Hey! (SHE rattles the door
handle )

JOHN. (Marches to bedroom door DR. Calls.) Stop that
and get on with cleaning the tollet

BARBARA. (OF, yelis) Get losy!

{The MEN reaci)

JOHN. (To Sianley.) You'll have o speak w her, Stan.
You're the only one she'll listen 0. (Calls.) I've got Mr.
Gardner with me! You know—{ln strong West Couniry
burr ) My, Gardener!

BARBARA. (Of, yells.) Mr. Gardener)!

JOHN. (Caliz)) Yes.

BARBARA. (Off) You mean that funny feliow?

JOHN. (Quickly.) That's the ane!

(JOHN points at Stanley. TROUGHTON looks at Stanley
who {ooks miserable.)

JOHN. (Calls.) You can leave Mr. Gardner and I on our
own Barbara,

BARBARA. (O ) What's he doing here?!

JOHN. (Cails.) Don't ket it upset you, Barbara,

BARBARA. (Off ) Has he brought his cucumber with
him?
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(The three MEN react)

JOHN. (To ﬁmh}ﬂm‘hmﬂnm'hﬂlhrwnu
ﬂf5ﬂﬂh1+ﬂlt'l?ﬂjmﬂldﬂiﬁﬁnhﬁﬂgﬂhﬂ
bent—(HE shrugs sadly, calls.) Don't bother us for a
moment, Barbara

BARBARA. (Off) I won't!

STANLEY. I would like 1o say, categorically-

JOHN, (Cuating in.) And you said ilmynd[,ﬂml:y.
(HE crosses 1o Troughton.) He's been praciising.

TROUGHTON, (Warily.) 1 think maybe I'll be going,
Mr. Smith,

JOHN. Oh, mest you,
TROUGHTON. Yes. It locks as though I've put two
and lwmnaﬂtumdmnmapﬁw.

JOHN. We all make mistakes. And there won'| be any
need for this w0 go further, will there?

TROUGHTON. [ suppose not, no,

JOHN. Stan and | would be awfully grateful, wounldn"
ducky?

(JOHN puts his arm through Sianiey’s. STANLEY puils
his arm away, marches DR and sigs in chair.)

TROUGHTON. (To John.) And | think You ought to
get back home w your wife, Mr. Smith,

JOHN, Mary?

TROUGHTON. You'll probably be needed there to logk
:hhu.Sht':hadmvu]rdum iNg news.

JOHN. Hu.ﬂﬁ? .

TROUGHTON. Yes, Aboul her grandparents.

JOHN. (Blankly,) Her

TROUGHTON, Mr. Gardner, knows all about it. He
was there when Mrs. Smith received the sad tidings.
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JOHN. What—a—sa Lidings exacily?

TROUGHTON. (Te Stmk}}Shﬂl I1ell him or wiil
you, sir?

STANLEY. (Petulanily.) I don"t care who ells him.

TROUGHTON. That sounds & bit callous.

STANLEY. (Rises amgrily and moves DR.) | feel
callogs!

TROUGHTON, (Moves to Stanley.) Now, look here
just because you and Mrs. Smith are rivals for his
affecthons—!

JOHN. (Te Troughton.) Hang on! What exactly has
happened 10 Mary's grandparents?

TROUGHTON. They fell over the edge of 2 mountain.

JOHN, (Takes this in. } Mountain?

TROUGHTON. Yes, Sir, the Canadian Rockies.

JOHN. (Takes this in,) The Rockies.

TROUGHTON. Yes, sir.

JOHN. I didnt even know they'd left Sydney,

TROUGHTON. (Tries to take this in. Blankly.)

STANLEY. (Flarly.) They've been staying with Mary's
brother, Sydney.

(TROUGHTON looks 1o John. JOHN looks ar kim
blankly. TROUGHTON looks back at Sianley.)

STANLEY. (Flauly.) Sydney lives in Cincinnati,
JOHN. (Moves, confused, 1o DC.) Could we start at the

plessc,
TROUGHTON. (Moves to John) I'm afraid they're
both dead, sir.
JOHN. Mary's grandparents?
TROUGHTON. Yes, sir.
JOHN. Both of them?
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TROUGHTON. Yes, sir. They were on a hiking
holiday apparendy. It must come 28 a bit of a shock.
JOHN. It does. Mary's grandfather's been in a whee!
m?TmHm'?*' B ould
ANLEY. (Flatly.) But apparently his wife w
push him anywhere.

(During the ensuing dialogue, MARY enters from kitchen
DL. SHE hesisates, looks at her waich and then decides
lo make a phone call. SHE checks with piece of paper
by phone at L of setiee and dials. SHE then sits DL
wailing for the telephone 1o be answered.)

TROUGHTON. Anyway, al a time like this, Mr,
Smith, you"ll probably want to be with your wife.

JOHN. (Crosses in front &f Troughton 1o Stanley DR.)
Yes, of course. It will have knocked her sideways—it
certainly has me., I'll get Mr. Gardner ©0—er—fill me in
with a few more “details™ and then 'l hurry back to Mary.

TROUGHTON. (Pointedly.) Yes and if [ were you, sir,
I'd stay with Mary,

(Barbara's telephone RINGS. JOHN is not sure whether io
answer i, HE looks at Sianley, STANLEY turns away
unhelpfully, After a moment, TROUGHTON. who is
beside the telephone, picks it up.)

TROUGHTON., (On phone.) Hello!
MARY. (On phone ) [s that 674-31057
TROUGHTON, (Quickly checks with dial-on phone.)
Yes. Detective Sergeant Troughton speaking.
_MARY. (On phone.) Oh, good. I got straight through
this time. (TROUGHTON frowns.) It's Mrs. Smith

TROUGHTON, (On phone, surprised.) Mss. Smith?
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(JOHN and STANLEY react, JOHN grabs hold of Sianley.)

MARY (On phore.) From Kenilworth Avenpe. You
<alled on us carlier thas moming.

TROUGHTON. (Oa phone, confused) Yes, 1
remember. (o John.) | thought your wife didn"t know
anything about this place? :

JOHN. (Horrified.) She docsn'L

STANLEY. (Moves 1o Troughton.) | think I can ex—

TROUGHTON. (Curting.) You shut up!

MARY. (On phone.) Hello?

TROUGHTON. (On phone.) Sorry, Mrs, Smith.

was intermupting.

MARY. (On phone.) Trouble on the line again?

TROUGHTON. (Or phone.) Beg pardon?

MARY. (On phone.) The last time [ dialled this number
all | got was heavy breathing.

TROUGHTON. (On phone,) Heavy breathing. I see!
(HE looks ar John and Stanley.)

STANLEY. I think she’s got hold of the wrong—

TROUGHTON. (To Stanley.) Shut up and sit down.

(HE pulls Stanley across him and STANLEY sits L corner
of seitee.)

MARY. (On phone.) Well, I'm very worried about my
hushand’s behavior. -
TROUGHTON. (On phone.) Mr. Smith"s behavior?
JOHN. What's she saying?
TROUGHTON. You shut up as well, Tinkerbell!

\HE pulls John across and JOHN sits beside Sianley on
Seliee.)
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MARY. (On phone.) Yes, he's been &CUng very very
quecr just lately,
TROUGHTON., (On phone.) Queer, I sce.

(JOHN and STANLEY exchange a glonce.)

TROUGHTON, (To John.) 1 think she may have sussed
you out,

MARY. (On phone.) He rang me o say he'd be home
in less than five minutes and that was twenty minutes ago.
So, you know, I'm Eelting anxious with everything else
that's happened.

TROUGHTON. (On phone.) Yes. I siill don't quite
understand why you're ringing this number.

STAHE..EY,IﬁnHmﬂ-—LEmtarEu.}

TROUGHTON, Si!

(STANLEY sits.)

MARY. (On phone, beginning to ger exasperated.) I'm
ringing because of my hushand.

TROUGHTON. (On phone, surprised,) Because of

your—(To Johr and Stanley.) Oh, yes, your cover’s been
blown my darkings.

(JOHN and STANLEY look worrizd.)

MARY. (On phone.) Hello?
 TROUGHTON. (On Phone.) Sorry, Mrs. Smith. [ was
Just irying o ascertain why you would ring this particular
number

H:H.l‘f. (O phone, becoming irritated.) Because it's
Yiours!

TROUGHTON. (On phone, mystified ) Mine?

MARY, (On phone.) Isn't this 2 good place w get you?
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'I;E‘.OUGHTUH. (On phore, affronred)) What, me,
here!?!

(STANLEY and JOHN look perplexed ai Troughion's
agitaton.)

MARY. (On phone.) Yes. You and the men.
TROUGHTON. (Oa phone, more affronted) What
men?

(STANLEY and JOHN exchange another worried glance as
THEY 1try 10 work out what Mary could be saying on
the other end of the line.)

MARY. (On phone.) The men you have under you.
TROUGHTON. (On phone.) Eh?11

(JOHN and STANLEY exchange & look.)

MARY. (On phone.) Don't you all operate from there?

TROUGHTON, (Breaks angrily DR. On phone.) Now
wail a minute, Mrs. Smith, Don't try and implicate me in
your husband's activities.

(fOHN and STANLEY rise, worried. MARY breaks
angrily DL.)

MARY. (On phone.) [ thought that's what you were
paid o do!
: TROUGHTON. (On phonre.) Weil, I'm not!
MARY. (On phone, getting upset.) | suppose it's oo
Little a thing for you w handle!
TROUGHTON. (On phone. disgusted) That's lovely,
that is! (To John.) I'm not listening o this any morel _
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JOHN/STANLEY. (Together.) {Artowusly.) Just ri
off, pleass/Il you'd det me explain. e
TROUGHTON. Shut up!
HA{?Y. {I.{I.:J.q phone.) Hello! "
TROUGHTON, (On phone, on) I'm
Mrs, Smith, but there's far mmmuh smearing nﬁ
police going on these days. I'm an absolutely straight and
normal officer I am, and it’s not my fault if your hushand
and Mr. Gardner are a couple of pansies!

(JOHN and STANLEY sit once again in horror.)

MARY. (Or phone, shocked.) Pangies?

TROUGHTON. (Oa phone.) I'm sad to say your
SUSpICions are correcl Mr. Gardner’s one from way back
and your husband's just tmed,

UOHN and STANLEY bury their heads.)

MARY. (On phone.) Just werned?
TROUGHTON. (On phone.) Yes,

(JOHN and STANLEY look up)

MARY. (On phone.) Oh my God! (Sits, mortified, in
chair DL
TROUGHTON. (On phone.) I'm with them both now,
Mk, S
; - bn disbelief) John and ?
TROUGHTON. (On Phone.) I'm sorry if it"s been a
ln}uuhurwmwmlyumrhm,mn'l
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MARY. (On phone.) And you're with them now?

TROUGHTON. (0= phore ) In my official capacity,
Mrs. Smith and that is all,

MARY. (Oa phone) You haven't amesied them,
though, have you?

TROUGHTON. (On phone.)"Course not. It's not illegal,
ig 1f?

MARY. (On phone.) Then why are they at the Police
Swtion?

TRCUGHTON. (Oa phone.) No, no. they'se at their
flat in Streatham-—47 Lewin Road, Sweatham, S.W, 16,

(Mortified. JOIIN and STANLEY stand up, turn around and
slowly start to lip-toe ULC. At the other end of the
ielephone Mary's mind is racing.)

TROUGHTON, {On phone.) Hello? Hello?!

(MARY puls the phone down and walks guickly out into
her hall ULC.)

TROUGHTOMN. (On phone.) Mrs. Smith! (HE tures 1o
where John and Sianley were sitiing.) You wife seems—
{He sees ihey are tiptoging behind setiee o Barbara's hall
door URC . Calls.) Oi!

(JOIN and STANLEY siop and clutch each other.
TROUGHTON walks up R.)

Tfﬂtﬂlﬁﬂﬂ.hﬂﬂmdn}rﬁuﬂmtm'muﬂn
girls?

JOHN. | think [ cught o get home and comfort my
wife.

STANLEY. And I'll oy w find somcone 1o comfort
me,
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TROUGHTON. (To Sianley.) I reckon the best place
¥ou can go is abroad.

STANLEY. That's not a bad idea

TROUGHTON. Well, I'n get back w the station and
make my report. (Opens kall door, URC.,)

STANLEY. (To John.) I think we should tell him tha
someone”s got hold of the wrong end of the stick.

TROUGHTON. That's one way of putting it! It scems
mmﬂmhﬁjmimhd:pniwur happy and normal
marriage until you came mincing into his life, (Realizes
HE has inadvertently placed his hand on his hips. HE
quickly removes them and exits URC)

STANLEY. (To John.) You rotten devil!

JOHN. (Marches DLC.) Oh, shut up What about me ?
He just wld my wife I'm i pansy.

STANLEY. (Marches DRC and meets Jokn DC.) He
told her / was one, 100! He thinks i'm 8 practicing

0 e 1 !

JOHN. Well, if you're only practicing! (Moves
Suriously UL.)

STANLEY, (Moves R and sits in chair,) He's going o
mitmnmll‘ﬂumﬂummrm: poof,

JOHN. Oh, belt up a minute.

E&mg?. I'll probably be inundaied.

HN. Swp thinking about yourself, He Ve

this address. I'll ring her and say memywl;huﬂlg
explain. (Moves above setiee 1o Barbara's phone at R end
of settee and digls Mary's rumber.)

STANLEY. Homosexual! God, 1 have trouble
mnvh:hlgmepmphl'mhnmﬂpiuu,

JOHN. If you'd stayed in Wimbledon none of this
would have happened.

STANLEY. Tmmmﬂfﬂ!lm:ﬂﬂﬁmmﬂ
Your picture’s in the papers,

JOHN. I know!
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STANLEY, 1 had w war it up!
JOHN. | had 1o bloady well eat it up!

(Fhe PIIONE rings in Mary's flas)

STANLEY. Why the dickens don't you simply confess?
JOHN. | was doing all right tll you saned helping
me! There's no reply! She's probably fainted.

{The bedroom door is RATTLED )

BARBARA. (OfF ) Hey! John!

STANLEY. Your stafl"s gewng difficult now.

JOHN. (Puts phone down and unlocks the door DR,
Calis, as he does s0.) Coming, darling'

BARBARA. (Emers from bedroom) Whal's going on in
here? (Sees Stanley. Coldly.) Oh!

JOHN. You haven't met my [arming fricnd, Mr.
Gardner, have you?

BARBARA. (Coldly.) No.

JOHN. Mr. Gardner was just leaving. Wasn'y il sweel
of Sunley o drive over?

BARBARA. (Coldly.) Yes.

JOHN. We've had lovely chats. Do you know, his .
Jersey cow has stll not discovered a mate,

BARBARA. (Coldly.) Really.

JOHN. Yes. (Moving io Sianiey.) Why do you reckon
that is, Mr, Gardner?

STANLEY. (Flarly.) Maybe all the Staffordshire bulls
an gay.

JOHN. (Considers this.) Mm. Yes. Pooly bulls could
be. Well, I'm soery [ can’t advise you. It's not really my
line of country.

(BARBARA moves in.)
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BARBARA. (To Sianley ) And he’d be very grateful i
you'd stop involving him, We're not interested in farming!

STANLEY, Who the hell is?!

JOHN, It’s all right, Staniey. My wife docsn't mean (o
be rude.

BARBARA. (To Joha) Yes, 1 do. This is supposed 1o
Hmlﬁ]rnﬂwiuhﬂmdruummmmtﬂm to spend il

ing bloody caule with Sialey, (Decisively.) Righ!

I'm going 1o get ready for bed. (To fofin.) You can either
Join me or go back to Stanley's farm and bed down with
him. (Moves angrily DR towards bedroom as the fron:
DOORBELL ?gau- SHE stops. To Sianley) That's
probably one of yoyr old cows now. (Storms oy e [he
hall URC.)

JOHN. (To Scaniey.) Now look whay you've done,

STANLEY, Me?

JOHN. Yes, Yeu've ruined baik my marriages.

STAMNLEY, (As HE sits petulantly in chair DR} The
only person who's ruined ound hege is me.

(A flustered BOBBY engers Jrom the kall foliowed by

Barbara, BOBEY is carrying a paini roller whick is
covered in red paing )

BROBBY. (A: HE eniers.) Have you looked a1 yous
ceiling? (Moves DR followed by Barbara,)

BARBARA. (To Bobby) I can't say I've noticed
anything coming through,

(BARBARA and BOBBY are both looking up o1 the
ceiling.)

EﬂﬂB'f.Th:'-lh:ﬁuHmdyht went over! Two gallons
of red paint, my degr, Ver-bloody-million! (To John.) Sorry



102 RUN FOR YOUR WIFE

10 intrude, ducky, | told you I'd get familiar. Finished your
newspaper, did you?

JOHN, Yes!

BOBBY, (Chuckling.) What did you have for dessert?
Beaders Digest.

(JOHN moves angrily upstage and Bobby noiices Sianley
Siuting there in the chair DR )

BARBARA. (Cheerfully.) Hello!

{(STANLEY reacts o Bobby's "gay” character and siowly
crosses his legs.)

STANLEY. (Finally, in deep manly voice.) Hello!

BARBARA. Mr. Gardner's a farming friend of my
hushand's.

BOBBY. Oh, yes! King Edward, pleased to meet you,
your Highness,

JOHN. Thank you!

BOBRBY. (Seriously, to John.) No, it"s no joke my
darling, red paint all over the bathroom floor. I'm worried
it may be coming through your ceiling.

JOHN. (Impatiently.) I'm saore it isn’L.

BOBBY, (Pressing on.) You see, I'm thinking that our
bathroom is probably over yours. (Wandering around the
room (rying to work oui where his bathroom above might
be.)

JOHN. (Following Bobby.) | wouldn't know. It doesa't
matier,

BOBBY. I'll go and bang on our bathroom floor and
you listen. Your bathroom is probably directly beneath.

JOHN. (Tries a0 escort Bobby URC towards half door.)
It's all righe. .
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BOBBY. You don't want jt seeping through, dear——
especially if you're sitting in the bath.

(BOBBY moves towards hall door URC, Barbara's from:
DOORBELL goes. BOBBY wurns in doorway.)

BOBBY. BOBBY will ges i

(BOBBY exits into haill URC. JOMN breaks R, STANLEY
ﬁumduhuﬂmlﬂ.ﬂ.]l

ETAHLEY.W&I.!uﬁnHmaru well be shoving off
now

BARBARA. (Moves UR behind setiee. Sarcastically)
you?

(Unnoticed by the others, STANLEY ducks behind chair
DL.)

PORTERHOUSE. (To John.) Sergeant Porterhouse
again, sir,

JOHN. (Jovially) Yes. Porterhonse from Streatham,

FORTERHOUSE. (To John.) Sorry barge in once
mare.

JOHN, (oviaily,) Thar's O.K.
BARBARA. Yes, the more the merrier. If you wani
pﬂhin;frm.nn,hmnuﬂuﬂhcinhnd.ﬁmfnﬁn
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(BARBARA has gone and closed the door. STANLEY puts
ihe wasiebin, DL on kis head and starts to crawl owards
the Litchen DL.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Te Joha.) Scems a bit upset.
JOHN. (Joins Porierhouse DR.) Nothing serious. What
N
TERHOUSE. [ just thought you'd like w know
that I— (Suddenly nonces Stanley.) Oh.

(JOHN looks and reacts to Stanley [still with wastebin on
head] who is on his hands and knees by kiichen door
with his hand on the door handle. STANLEY genuly
opens kiichen door while JOHN crosses to him.)

JOHN, Hey!

(As JOHN speaks HE hits the iop of the wasiebin.
STANLEY closes kitchen door with a bang but sigys
on his hands and knees with his back to them.)

JOHN. We have a visitor,

STANLEY. (Hesiiaies and then turas round bur remains
on his knees. HE removes the wastebin from his head.)
We've meL

PORTERHOUSE. (Mover in 1o below settee a1 D.C.
Surprised.) Mr. Smith!

JOHN. (Turning.) Yes?

PORTERHOUSE. (Te Joan, chuckling.) No, no. The
other Mr. Smith,

JOHN, Other Mr. Smith?

STANLEY. Your namesake. From Wimbiedon.
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JOHN. (Slowly wrns 10 look at Stanley then smiles
hugely.) Yes! (To Porterhouse.) Mr, Smith dropped in to
introduce himself,

STANLEY, It's almost unbelicvable.

PORTERHOUSE. Yes! (To John) Anyway, it’s all
O.K. (Indicates Sianley.) Mr. Smith here verified the
Situation vis-a-vis the mix up over the names ai the
hospital.

JOHN shakes Stanley's hand and pulls him off his knees.)

JOHN. (Te Swaniey.) Thanks, John.
STANLEY. Don't mention it, John,

PORTERHOUSE. $o, no problems!

PORTERHOUSE. (Te Stanley.) And I'm sorry if 1
arrived m;:h that slightly inopportune moment this moming,
Mr. Smith,

STANLEY. (Laughing it off) Oh.

PURT:EEHD?;I?!: (To John.) He was planning 10 get
Mrs. Smith into bed.

JOHN. (Takes this in. Flaily) Was he?

STANLEY. (Crosses in front of Porterhouse, 1o Joha,

pointedly.) I'm sure you can understand it was a very
delicate simation,
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PORTERHOUSE, (To Sianiey.) We're used o gettin
involved with domestic squabbles. But like | said w Mr
Smith afier you'd gone, don’t take it out on Stanley.

JOHN. (Thinks for a momeni.) Hang on a second—

STANLEY. Swanley is my litle boy.

JOHN. Ah

STANLEY. Mary's and mine.

JOHN. Ah.

STANLEY. Liule Stanley! (HE indicaies the height
a young bay.)

JOHN. Listle Stanley, yes! (He indicates the heigh
too.)

(BARBARA enters from the bedroom DR. She is wearin

ker flowing negligee once move. SHE ignores everyor
but John.)

BARBARA., (To John.) I've decided 10 give you fis
minuiles W join me in bed.

JOHN. (Hurries to her ai bedroom door.) Darling, we'y
ROl visitors.

PORTERHOUSE. (Crosses in front of Stanley.) Don
mind me, I'm broadminded. (To Stanley.) It muost t

catching. Wednesday moming—NWW,

(PORTERHOUSE chuckles. BARBARA crosses in fro|
of Jokn to Porterhouse )

BARBARA. (Over polite) Are you staying lon,

Sergeant?

PORTERHOUSE. I'm just on my way, Mrs. Smit
(Refers wo Stanley.) 1 bet you got a surprise, too, when th
gentleman turned ap.

BARBARA. Nothing he does would surprise me.
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PORTERHOUSE. {Chuckling.) With them having so
much in commaon h.
BARBARA. Doa't il me, bullocks!
PORTERHOUSE. Beg pardon?
JOHN. (Pulls her back 10 bedroom door. Hasiily) T'll
be with you in a moment, darling, Less than five minutes.
BARBARA. And in that time perhaps you could resolve
your future relationship with Stanley.

(The above remark leaves Porterhouse confused as
BARBARA exits into bedroom, JOHN looks round o
Porterhouse )

PORTERHOUSE. (To Staniey.) His relationship with
Suanley? :
STANLEY. (Confused) It's quile easy 1o explain,
JOHN. (Quickly, io Porierhouse.) Mrs. Smith and [
were suggesting to the other Mr. Smith (HE indicates
Sianley.) that he may care 1o have “Litte Stanley™ fostered
with us here,

(PORTERNOUSE looks ar Stanley. STANLEY closes his
eyes in anguish, moves to the chair DL gnd sits.)

PORTERHOUSE. (To John.) Fostered?

JOHN. (Hoarsely.) Just a SUZRESLION,

PORTERHOUSE. (7o Stanley.) Are things as bad as
that at home?

STANLEY. And getting worse!

PORTERHOUSE. (To John.) It might be the best
thing for the liwle lad.

JOHN. (Te Porterhouse.) Yes, I'll see you out.

PORTERHOUSE. (Moving.) Righe,
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(Barbara's fromt DOORBELL goes. JOHN stops
Porterhowse from moving.)

JOHN. On second thoughts—I"m sure you'd like a cup
of wea, SergeanL. (Moves Porierhouse io L. end of seiiee.)

PORTERHOUSE. Tea?

JOHN. (Moves o door URC as HE speaks the
following:) Mr. Smith, why don’t you take the Sergeant
into the kitchen and put the kettle on while 1 open the front
door and (Becoming slighily kysierical ) deal with whoever
it may be. (Exiy into hall URC.)

PORTERHOUSE. {Tﬂ Sianley.) Cup of tea would go
down very nice, actually sir.

STANLEY. (Opens kitchen door.) After you, Sergeant.

PORTERHOUSE. (Moves into doorway.) Rightio. (Teo
Stanley.) We'll have a good old chat over a cuppa. You tell
me all aboul your problems with linle Swanley. (Exirs into
kitchen DL.)

STANLEY. (Thinking of John—io himself.) “Little
Stanley” is likely o pet arvested for bloody murder!

(STANLEY exits into kitchen DL. JOHN returns from the
hall URC in a state of shock. HE thinks for a moment
and then hurries 1o the kitchen door and opens it.)

JOHN. (Calling urgently.) Stanley!
STANLEY. (Appears in kitchen doorway. Growling.)
Stanley's at bloody school!

(STANLEY disappears. JOHN's face remains blank HE
' considers this.)

JOHN. (Calling, lightly.) Stanley's father. Mr, Smith!
STANLEY. (Appears. Curtly.) What is it?
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JOHN. (Sweely.) May | have a liitle word, Mr, Smith.
(HE pulis Stanley acrass him, calls sweetly into kitchen.)
Won't keep Mr. Smith a second, Sesgeant) Help yourself
to sandwiches. (Jokn closes the door and rushes ro Stanley
DC below senee.) Disasier!

STANLEY. Whar?

JOHN. Mary.

STANLEY. Mary? What about her?

JOHN. Qutside.

~ STANLEY. No!

Jﬂm,lmmmwmbﬂl.m:m:m:ﬂml

STANLEY, What did you do?

JOHN. 1 nearly died.

STANLEY, Wha did she do?

JOHN. She didn't have the time w do anything. |
slammed the doos in her (ace.

(Barbara’s from DOORBELL goes.)

STANLEY. [ don't think she took the hint

JOHN. (Moves in fromt of Stanley, looking lowards
hall door URC.) Mo,

STANLEY. Did she look cross?

JOHN, Shalnnlndlikumwhn‘djlmhmnw
her husband was a pansy.

STANLEY. Yes. 1 can imagine ihat lock,

JOHN. (Pulls Sianley across him io DRC ) You go and
deal with her, Stanlcy.

STANLEY. (Stopping,) Me?! She thinks I'm the onc
who tumed you.
JOHN. Well, anything's beger than her finding out
about Barbara.
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(Barbara's front DOORBELL rings more wrgently. JOH.
moves to DLC.)

JOHN, (Moving.) Maybe | can get out the back way.

STANLEY. No! (Moves to John and grabs him.) Thal
114]

%. (Pulls away.) It's the best | can think of.

STANLEY. (Grabs him.) She"s already seen you.

JOHN. (Attempis o move.) You deal with it

STANLEY. (Grabbing him_) Don't say “deal with it!”

(BARBARA still in her negligee enters from bedroom D
and stops on seeing the siruggle berween John a
Stanley. After @ moment THEY notice Barbara ar
mmh!:}r pass their siruggle off as a “soft sh

BARBARA. Could I interrupt the dance routine for
moment?

JOHN. (Crosses in front of Sianley io Barbara DRC
Of course, sweetie, Stanley was just showing me how b
polato grading machine works. Fascinating. (Mimes
mechanical piece of some kind.)

BARBARA. [ doa't know if either you or Mr, Gardn
have noticed but there is somecne at the front door.

JOHN. Yes. I"ve deall with it.

{JOHN puis a comforiing arm around Barbara. The fro
DOORBELL goes again.)

BARBARA. They don't seem 0 be aware of that,

JOHN. I've been outl o them iwice. (Te Sianle
Damn nuisance, aren't they?

STANLEY. {Faintly.) Yes.

BARBARA. Who is it?
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JOHN. You might well ask.
BARBARA. [ am asking.
JOHN. Yes. It's a nun.

(JOHN looks ar Stanley. STANLEY has to go and sit in
his chair DL for comfort)

BARBARA. A nun?

JOHN. Ymﬁn-mummtmhﬂhu:idnuf
Streatham Common,

BARBARA. What does she want?

JOHN. Collecting for charity,

(The front DOORBELL rings again persistenly,)

JOHN. (To Sianley.) I've got an idea,

STANLEY. (Rising.) I've got a beuer one. I'll do the
tea, you do the mun! Wwﬁcthmchnm.}

BARBARA. (To John.) Maybe the nun would like 1
Join you for 2 cup of tea.

JOHN. T'H sort her out.

BARBARA. You haven't had much leck so [ar,
(Moving URC.) I'll go.

JOHMN. (Hurries to her and aui

quickly grabs her. During the
JSollowing speech HE takes her DR.) Nol If she sces you
she'll hit the roof. I'1l tell her, two donations is all she's

going io get. (Opens bedroom door DR.)
BARBARA. Then pechaps you'll be as firm with Mr.
Gardner.

ﬁxﬁm.nirﬁn.ﬂmi‘rmdm‘tmnhnﬂ,{?yhi
now, I'll go and stay in a myself, (Flauns
- \ hotel-—by

JOHN. (Cnfh.}ﬁrnudn.mﬂdrw;uuutlhthck
way™!
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JOHN lacks bedroom door and hurries into hall URC. TV
kitchen door DL opens and STANLEY backs |
Joilowed by Mary. THEY end up at DC)

STANLEY. Just hold your horses, Mary!

MARY:. I've been at that front door for ages.

STANLEY. Well, you found the back way in.

MARY. Now what's going on here and what are yc
and John doing in Streatham and what's all this about yc
being a couple of pansics?

STANLEY. One question at a time please.

PORTERHOUSE. (Nervously looks in from i}
kitchen -DL. He now has his jacker off) You all righ
Mrs. Smith?

MARY. (Moves o Porterhouse.) No, I'm not I wa
to konow whal sy husband's doing in this flat.

PORTERHOUSE. (Moves in front of Mary to Stank
at C.} I'm sure he'll be only 100 pleased 1o tell you.

STANLEY. Yes of course he will.

MARY. (Moves 10 Porterhouse)) John slammed o
door in my face.

PORTERHOUSE. (To Stanley.) Did you?

MARY. (Showing at Forterhouse ) John did!

PORTERHOUSE. (Shouts back.) I heard you!

STANLEY. (Hurries DL to kitchen door.) | think we"
ready for that 1ca now, Sergeant.

PORTERHOUSE. All right. (To Mary.) But you liste
o me, Mrs. Smith. | think what's being proposed he
could solve all your !

MARY. And what exactly i being proposed?

PORTERHOUSE. That Stanley comes 1o live het
with Mr. Smith.

(MARY looks outraged.)



RUN FOR YOUR WIFE 113

STANLEY. (Te Porterhouse.) Just make the tea!
(Pushes Porierhouse into the kichen DL and then lays
back against the door.)

MARY. (To Sianley, furious) You crafty scheming
litde fairy.

(SHE advances on Stanley who is behind the seitee and
who retreats UC followed by Mary.)

STANLEY, Now, Mary, (Backs away URC.)

MARY. There's me thinking John's out driving his
laxi every night and all the time he’s shacking up with you
in Streatham,

JOHN, (Enters from hall URC not seeing Mary.) It's
all righe, she's gone! (See Mary—yells.) Ahhhh—hulio,
darling! (Crosses in from of Stanley 1o Mary ULC, HE
gives her a huge hug )

MARY.. (Coldly.) Go on, it’s Stanley’s tum now.

STANLEY. She's a bit upset,

JOHN. (Consoling her.) Oh, dear. Tell me about it on
the way home. (HE pushes her o hall door URC)

MARY. You are bloody home, aren’t you?

(Marches DRC and in front of settee. JOHN comes DRC.,
STANLEY comes DLC)

JOHN, Not 0 loud, darling.

(The bedroom door DR is RATTLED and then there is the
sound of BANGING.

THEY all look in thai direction.)

BARBARA. (Of) Hey!
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MARY. Who's that?

JOHN. A sort of person, that's all. (Moves to door DR
and calls.) Won't be a moment. I'm just dealing with the
lady who was at the front door,

BARBARA. (Of) I don't care what you're doing. Open
this doar, mow!

JOHN. (Removes key and puts it in his pocket. Calls.)
I think I"ve lost the key.

BARBARA. (Off - yeils.) No you haven't—you've
locked me in again.

JOHN. (Calls, to Mary - brightly.) Off we go, darling.

BARBARA. (Off) Open this doar!

MARY. Whai on earth's going on?

(There are three loud BANGS on the bedroom door.)

JOHN. (To Mary.) Nothing’s going on.

(Suddenly there is a splintering CRASH and the bedroom
door bursis open. BARBARA hurtles into the room and
lands on the floor. She is dressed to go out.

The suitcase with which she has siruck the door, Jlies
across the room SHE pulls herself iogether, whilst
JOHN and STANLEY assisi her to her feet. MARY
moves DR looking bewildered.

PORTERHOUSE pops his head round the kitchen door.
HE now carries a keitle.)

PORTERHOUSE. Anyone not take sugar? (HE takes in
the situation.) I'll ket you put your own in,

(PORTERHOUSE retwreais into the kitchen. BARBARA
m:hrhrmufrmswrywmrmm
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BARBARA. (To John.) I shall probably ring you from
a hotel. (Yo Stanley.) You can now stay the might if you
like. (To Hnu.}lhpammﬂmtmmlhulm
(Moves, then stops and comes back o Mary.) Doa't you
normally have a habir?

MARY. (After o momens's pause.) Oh, sorry. How do
you do?

(MARY then shakes Barbara's hand thinking that kis is
the “habit” to which Barbara is referring. BARBARA
looks blank for a moment, looks at the two men, then
storms oul URC into the hall with ker suitcase. MARY
steps into John below R. end of sestee.)

MARY. What was that all ahaur?
(There is @ pawse.)

JOHN. That was Lofry.
MARY. Lafiy?

JOHN. Lofty. Yes. (Marter-of-fact.) He's a transvestite,

{(JOHN looks ar Stanley. STANLEY walks and sirs
in his chair DL Hﬁ#ﬁﬁhﬂfﬂﬂﬁmﬂ;}m

MARY. {/n disbelief.) That was s Man?

JOHN. Yes, Lofty's really amazing when he dolls
himself up.

MARY. (Astonished.) Is he going 1w walk down the
street like that?

JOHN. Yes.
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MARY. Ii's incredibile!

JOHN. (Mods.) Yes. (Deadpan.) Lofty's a friend «
Stanley's. (Looks towards Sianiey who slowly looks up.)

STANLEY. Lofty is nov a friend of Stanley's.

JOHN. They've just has a bust-up.

STANLEY. {Rise. To Mary.) "Lofty" is a fricad «
your hasband's.

MARY. (Shocked.) John!

JOHN. (Hurries over to Stanley.) Let's say we sha
him, Stanley.

MARY. What?!

STANLEY. We don'? share him!

JOMMN. Well, let's not fight over him, Stanley. P
Mary's had enough shocks for one day haven't you darling

MARY. | damn well have. You've never shown any
these kinky signs at home,

JOHN. (Weakly.) | haven't had the time.

MARY. (To Staniey.) I doa't think I'm so surpris
aboul you.

(BOBBY enters from Barbara's hall URC. HE loo
furious.)

BOBBY. (As he enters.) Are you all deaf or what?!

(JOHN and STANLEY break away in despair. JOHN
DR. STANLEY 10 DL.)

JOHN. Some other time!

BOBBY. What about my banging?

JOHN. What banging™

BOBBY. Cyril and I have been banging away up the
for ages. Tapping away like Fred Astaire and Ging

JOHN. Never mind!!
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BOBBY. (Points 10 ceiling.) But it must be seeping
through ducky. (Sees Mary for the first time. Cheerfully
waving ) Hella!

(MARY reacts. BOBBY moves io her at DC.)

BOBRY. You're new around here, aren't yout

MARY. (Coolly.) Yes.

BOBRY. I'm from upstairs,

MARY. (Coldly.) How do you do.

BOBBY. Nicely thanks. That's a very preity dress, if [
may say so.

MARY. (Pointedly.) Yes, it's mine.

(BOBBY looks surprired )

JOHN. (To Bobby.) Come back laier,

BOBBY. Later may be 100 late, sunshine. There's two
galions of red paint slurping about up there,

JOHN. It'H be all right.

BOBBY. Nou the way Cyril's going at it, il won'[.
Trying 10 soak it up with that silly lile make-up sponge
of his. I think our bathroom must be over yours, (fadicaics
bedroom) Yours is through there, is ir?

(BOBBY crosses io bedroom door DR, JOHN grabs his arm }
JOHN. I'm sure it won't come through!
(PORTERHOUSE enters DL from kitchen with tea things
on a tray. He is now wearing one of Mary 's aprons and
is minus his jacker, )
PORTERHOUSE. (Cheerfidly.) Right! Tea's up!
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(THEY all siop and look ai kim.)

PORTERHOUSE. Now—who's going 1o be “motherT”

MARY. (Looks ur Siunley, John and Bobby.) Take
your pick.

PORTERHOUSE., (Moves to Mary) I'm not
supersuvous, 'l powr.

MARY. And what exactly are you doing here?

PORTERHOUSE. Don't worry, it's not official any
more. 1'm just being the good fairy.

(MARY looks ai Joks, who realizes HE sull has hold of
Bobby's urm. STANLEY slowdy closes door DL and
mowver i Parterhouse.)

STANLEY. I°d re-phrase tha if | were you.

BOBBY. If you'll excuse me, [ won'( stay for tea. (To
Jokna.) | must go o your bathroom. ["ve got w sauisfy
mysell. (Exits in bedroom DR.)

JOHN. He's moi with us.

PORTERHOUSE. Who's for 1ea thea? (Moves to back
of setee and places tray vn lable behind seiiee.)

JOHN, {Jovially.) What a good idea, nice cup of 1ca’

STANLEY. (Jovialiy.) Oo, cup of ea!

MARY. (Marches away angrily to URC. Curtly.) No
o2 for me, thank you.

JOHN and STANLEY sit on the seitee. JOHN at R end
and STANLEY ar L)

PORTERHOUSE. Oh. And what about Mrs, Smith?
(JOHN and STANLEY exchange a plance.)
MARY (Shouting at Porterhouse ) 1 said "no tea for me™
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PORTERHOUSE. (Chuckles.) No, | meant the other

Mrs. Smith.

(STANLEY and JOHN react to each other.)

MARY. What other Mrs. Smith?
PORTERHOUSE. The one who lives here.

(MARY moves down 1o John @t R end of settee.)

JOHN. (Quickly.) He means “Lofiy.~

(During the ensuing scene PORTERHOUSE pours a ciup
of tea for Stanley, John and himself. INB. The actor
Playing Porterhouse will find he has plenty of timel])

MARY. Oh, that's very nice, “Mrs. Smith!™
PORTERHOUSE. { Chuckling.) “Lofty!™

UHHHMSTMELE}'MHMM.}

PORTERHOUSE. (Stll chuckling) I like it!
MARY. (To Joka.) Has he met Lofty?
JOHN. (With false gaiety.) Yes!

MARY. All dolled up?!

JOHN, Yes!

PORTERHOUSE. (Chuckling.) “Lofiy!™

(JOHN and STANLEY look at him again.
PORTERHOUSE gives Stanley his tea. STANLEY
goes to drink.)

PORTERHOUSE. Do you know what / call mine?
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(MARY looks astonished as SHE takes in what she think
is the implication. JOHN and STANLEY react to eac.
other because they realize whar Mary muust be thinking
JOHN buries his head in his hands as STANLEY bang
his cup down in the saucer.)

MARY. (Finally.) Yours?!

PORTERHOUSE. (To Mary.) Mind you, we've beei
together longer than Mr. Smith (HE indicates John.) ani
his “Lofty.*

(PORTERHOUSE chuckles ar Mary who looks blank
JOHN and STANLEY react 10 each other

PORTERHOUSE offers Stanley the sugar.)

PORTERHOUSE. (To Mary.) We've had rwenty year,
of iL

STANLEY. (Politely.) No sugar for me, thank you,

PORTERHOUSE. (Laughing.) | call mine “Gruesome.'

(JOHN looks up 1o heaven, PORTERHOUSE pour.
John's lea.)

PORTERHOUSE. It"s just a joke of course,

MARY. God, is everybody at it? (Sits in chair DR.)

PORTERHOUSE. It's only a silly sort of game really,

MARY. A game?

JOHN. (Laughs, foolishly.) Yes, a game! No harm
(Changing the subject; 1o Porierhouse.) Two lumps fo
me, please!

PORTERHOUSE. (To Mary.) Acwmally, 1 think my
wife has grown quile accustomed 1o “Gruesome.”
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{ﬂdﬁmchh:anﬂsmﬂdiﬂﬂﬂmmh&
assistance. MARY is staggered. PORTERHOUSE,
oblivious, puis the sugar in John's 1ea and hands it 1o
him.)

MARY. (Rising.) Your wife doesn’t mind?
PORTERHOUSE. ‘Course not. She's 20t a name for

(PORTERHOUSE collapses in the chair DL :
MARY sits in chair DR fuming. JOHN feigns
kysierical laughier for Mary' s benefis. STANLEY looks

STANLEY. (Finally.) Why

PORTERHOUSE. (Chuckling.) She reckons I'm
always i

MARY. With such an understanding wife, I'm nat
surpnsed.

MARY. And she's perfectly happy about “Gruesome?”
PﬂeltTEHHﬂUEF.Aﬂuuﬂq.- years she ought to be.
MARY, {lﬁrldld'msham:.}ﬁilhamﬂltﬂ»
opener] Dun:ym"ﬂfmrn'ﬁmuplll::hk“mnﬂ"
Fﬂﬂmﬁ,ﬂnhwhm we go dancing together,

JOHN chokes on his tea. JOHN and STANLEY quickly
rise. During the following lines, JOHN gives Staniey
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his cup and Porterhouse’s cup and STANLEY puis
them and his on the tray behind the setiee. JOHN goes
1o Porterhouse and pulls him up.)

JOHN. (Mastily.) That was a very nice cup of tea.
STANLEY. Yes it was, very nice.
JOHN. Thanks for the chat, wo. And all the advice.

PORTERHOUSE. (Cheerfully,) Oh, pleasure. | know
how important a happy marriage is. But we have to leam to
adjust when there are difficulties.

JOHN. (Te Stanley.) You see.

STANLEY. (Moves DC. To Mary.} You scc.

MARY. (Moves DRC.) Well, | don't think ['m
prepared 10 adjust as much as Pussy’s wife did.

PORTERHOUSE. Give and take. Now I'd like nothing
maore than (o see Mr. Smith (He paiatfs fo fohn) kiss and
make up with his “Lofly" - and for you (HE goes in front
of Stanley 1o Mary.) to have thal morning in bed with
him. (HE pulls Mary o him and joins her hands with
Stanley's.)

MARY. (Siony-faced) | see.

{Looks across at Sianley. STANLEY iries to smile.)

MARY. (To Porterhouse.) And you think that would
give me a happy marriage, do you?

PORTERHOUSE. Delinitely, Mrs. Smith.

MARY. (Calmly.) Well, | think you're a perveried old

(For a momeni JOHN and STANLEY are oo sioriled io
speak. PORTERHOUSE looks totally blank.
STANLEY geis John and pulls him over 1o
FPorterhouse )



RUN FOR YOUR WIFE 123

JOHN. (Te Porterhouse.) Mrs. Smith is a bit upsct,
Sergeant Remember—her grandparenis.

(There ir a pause.)

STANLEY. Thal was the other Sergeant.

JOHNM. (Mis face comes round to look ai Stanley.
Thinking very hard) Was i?

MARY My grandparents?

JOHN. (Hurries over io her at DRC)I's O K.!

MARY. Has something happened 10 Granny and
Granckx]?

JOHN. No!

MARY. Then why did you mention them?

JOHN. Because I thought he (Points jo Porierhouse.)
would remember them, but of course, he woulda'l
remember because he (Poinix to Stanley ) wid the other
one.

PORTERHOUSE. (To Sianley.) Why did Mrs. Smith
call me a pervened old pool?

STANLEY. (Flatiy.) Because she's upset about her
grandparents.

PORTERHOUSE. (Breaks R a pace, bemused ) | sce.

MARY. (Hurries over 1o Staniey at DLC.) John said
they were O.K.

STANLEY. They are. They're staying with your
brother, Sidney.

MARY . (Confused.) My brother Sidney?

STANLEY. Lives in Cincinnati!

MARY . (More confused.) Cincinnati?

STANLEY. Yes!

MARY. Suanley's pouy!

PORTERHOUSE. (Looks very surprised) Is he still
using one of those?
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(fOHN and STANLEY break upsiage in despair as MARY
brigfly iries 10 grapple with Porterhouse' s remark. It is
too much for Mary and SHE breaks under the strain.)

MARY. (Screaming.) Ahhh!!|

(JOHN, STANLEY and PORTERHOUSE jump owt of
their skins.) :

MARY. (Screaming.) Ahhhh! (SHE stands there and
siaris to stamp her feet)

PORTERHOUSE. Oh my God! (To Stanley.) You'd
better deal with her, sir.

(PORTERHOUSE pulls Sianiey close to beside Mary,
SHE looks up at Stanley.)

MARY. (Screaming ) Ahhh!

JOHN, (Goes to Mary.) Pull yourself together, “Mrs.
Smith."

MARY. Ahhh!
(MARY screams and siamps her feet, JOHN and .

STANLEY attempt to calm her down.
PORTERHOUSE backs away DL.)

PORTERHOUSE. It seemed to be Stanley’s potty thal
sel her off,

(Mary’s screams become deep sobs, BOBBY enters from
the bedroom. )

BOBBY. It's pouring through your bathroom ceiling!
(HE notices Mary.) What's up with her?
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JOHN. She's having hystzrics.

BOBBY. She's worse than Cymil,

JOHN. Just look after your paint.

BOBBY. (Moves 1o kitchen DL where Porterhouse is
standing.) I'll get a buckel from your kitchen. (To
Porterhouse.) Excuse me, love. (Pats Porterhouse' s cheek
and exils into kitchen.)

PORTERHOUSE. Who the hell is that?

STANLEY. From upstairs.

MARY, (Calls foolishly,) Upstairs!

PORTERHOUSE. Shall I ring for a doctor?

JOHN. No! | think our friend bere (He indicates
Jianley.) should ke her home.

(JOHN crosses 1o Porterhouse and MARY collapses onto
the C of settee. STANLEY sits beside her R end of
setiee, paiting her hand.)

PORTERHOUSE. She's in no fit state to $0 anywhere,

JOHN. Hang on, I've go those pills the hospital gave
me. (Takes bonle from pocke:.)

PORTERHOUSE. Is that advisable, sir?

JOHN. They're only for headaches. Can’t do any harm.
Get some waler, will you?

(JOHN sits L end of settee as PORTERHOUSE moves DI.
te kitchen. BOBBY eniers from kitchem with a large
plastic bow!. He and PORTERHOUSE siep aside for
each other but the same way. They then both step the
other way.)

BOBBY. (Steps aside, to Porterhouse.) One more dance
and | really must go.

fWEIHHﬂHSEW&MaIm&M:ﬁuM&HIMJ
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BOBBY. (To Johs.) Who is that?
JOHN. The police.
BOBBY. Oh, gawd help us all and Oscar Wilde!

(BOBBY exits down JOHN and STANLEY are trying to
revive the limp but moaning MARY PORTERHOUSE
returns with a glass of water. He is still minus his jacket
and wearing the apron. He comes to L. end of seitee)

PORTERHOUSE. Water.

(STANLEY leans over and takes glass. JOHN shakes a
couple of pills from the botile,)

JOHN. Two should be O.K. (To Mary.) Drink that and
gwallow these,

MARY. (Sriff hysterical ) Drink this--(SHE takes the
glass of waler }—and swallow these. (SHE takes the borile
Sfrom John instead of the proffered pills and “drinks ** sev-
eral tablers from the bortle. )

JOHN/STANLEY/PORTERHOUSE. (Togerher ) No!

(Bt Mary has already swallowed from the bottle SHE Is
lolling abowt and still moamng.)

JOHN. Oh my God?

STANLEY. How many did she take?

JOHN. {Surveying the botle ) About a dozen.

STANLEY. Bloody hell!

PORTERHOUSE. Make her Sick.

JOHN. What?

PORTERHOUSE. Make her sick. Where's the
bathroom?

JOHN. Through there. (To Stanley) Right, lift.
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(JOHN and STANLEY go 1o lift Mary bui her legs
collapse.)

PORTERHOUSE. Come onl!

(PORTERHOUSE goes behind Mary and the three of them
Iry io get hold of her but SHE has mot totally lost
control of her limbs.

mﬂﬂﬂfhﬂmrummw&ﬂnhmm.
BOBBY enters DR from bedroom. He has his seeves
rolled up ad he has red paint splash marks on this shirt
and trousers. HE surveys ihe scene )

BOBBY. Oh, it's an orgy!
PORTERHOUSE. It's nothing of the kind. She's
swallowed some pills.

PORTER HOUSE. Thank you! Salt water, Mr. Smith!

JOHN. Sall water, right! (Huwrries into the kitchen.)

PORTERHOUSE. (To Stanley.) And some bicarbonate
of soda and vinegar.

BOBBY. God, she’ll explode!

FORTERHOUSE. (Shouts o Stanley.) Do as you're
told, Mr. Smith.

STANLEY. All right!

BOBBY, (To Stanley, brighsly.) Excuse me! Is your
name Smith, as well?

STANLEY. Don"t you bloody start!

(STANLEY exits into kitchen DL. BOBBY exils into
bedroom, leaving door open. As PORTERHOUSE gets
Mary into a sianding position, BARBARA enlers
behind him from hall URC. SHE still carries her
suitcase which SHE pils down as SHE warchas,
bemused, while Porter howse struggles with Mary,
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Finally FPORTERHOUSE gets behind Mary and puts his
Jeet against her. HE then “marches ™ her off into the
bedroom with his arms around her waist. THEY exit
with Mary bouncing up and down like a puppert but
singing quite happily.

JOHN heirries in from kitchen wich a glass of salt water
and runs across inio bedroom without noticing Barbara.
Before Barbara can move, STANLEY hurries out of the
kitchen with bicarbonate of sada, vinegar and a botle of
tomarte keichup. HE rushes into the bedroom as BOBRY
rushes out carrying the plastic bowlfull of red distemper
and exits imo the kitchen.

BARBARA moves down, bewildered, as JOHN hurries in
Jrom the beavoom

JOHN hurries towards kitchen and then staps. HE bangs
the kitchen door shut and turns, horrified )

JOHN. (To Barbara.) Lofty!

BARBARA. Lofty?

JOHN. {Puts on a nonchalan: air) Barbara! You're
supposed to be staying in a hotel. (Pues his arms around
her lovingly.)

BARBARA. Well, it all seemed pretty silly, really,
darling.

JOHN. No. Very good idea. 1'l] join you there later.
(HE pushes her R and then rushes to kitchen door D)

BARBARA. (Moves to him.) Hang on. What's going
on here?

JOHN. (Sucldendy feigns total relaxation and leans
against kifchen door,) Nothing. Nothing doing at all.

BARBARA. There seems to be something doing in the
bedroom.

JOHN. Bedroom?

BARBARA. That police sergeant just carried the nun
through there.
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JOHN. (Crosses in front of her, thinking madly.)

JOHN. Ah! Yes! I'd forgotien. She had a bit of a come-
over,
BARBARA. (Goes to him ar C) How awful, What
broeght that on?

JOHN. We wouldn't donate. She became hysterical and
then felt sick.

BARBARA. Good God

JOHN. Yes. A sont of religious relapse,

BARBARA. (Moves to bedroom.) And what was that
farmer doing?

JOHN, (Moves 1o her and stops her.) Ah! Well! Lucky
he was still there, He's a bit of a veL

BARBARA. (Moves back 1o kitchen door DL) And
what about Mr. Franklyn from upstairs? He looked like
he's been giving a blood transfusion.

JOHN. (Hwrries to her)) He's sorting out the paint
hrhu'lumin;ﬂmahﬂul::iﬂng. You go back to the
otel

(JOHN pulls her across him as BOBBY comes in from the
Ewmmmmwmewndmhgm
“squeceg).”)

BOBBY. A woman"s work is never done. (To Barbara,)
Where have you been? All hell's been let loose here,

BARBARA. So I've been told,

BOBBY. (Moves o bedroom door DR.) I'm absolutely
abject about the paint, darling,

BARBARA. Don't worry.

BOBEY. You'll worry when you see your bathroom. [t
looks like Sweeny Todd's cellar in there,

(BOBBY exits into bedroom as STANLEY enters from
bedroom.)
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STANLEY. John, you'd betier come and deal with
her—Lafty! (Has fust passed Barbara but then suddenly
stops.)

BARBARA. Lofty! (Reacts.)

STANLEY. You're supposed 1o be in a hotel,

JOHN. She thoaght it was silly,

BARBARA. (To Stanley.) How's your nun?

STANLEY. My what?

JOHN. How's Sister Mary?

STANLEY, (Realizing.) Oh! (Sings reverently.) “The
hills are alive with the sound of Mary.” (Cresses io John
DL with his hands held together in prayer.)

JOHN. 1s she feeling betier?

STANLEY. I'm afraid she is, yes.

BARBARA. Did she explain why she wasn't wearing
the useal sort of get up?

JOHN. (Crosses to her at RC.) Usual? Oh, yes! (To
Stanley.) She's unorthodox, isn't she?

STANLEY. Very.

PORTERHOUSE. (Enmters from bedroom.) She's

swearing [ike a trooper!
(BARBARA reacis.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Seeing Barbara.) Oh, hello, Mrs.
Smith.

BARBARA. How is she?

PORTERHOUSE. Well, she's still feeling prewty
roiten. Do you think she could rest up on your bed for a
bit?

BARBARA. Cenainly.

(BARBARA exits into bedroom. JOHN hurries over 1o
Porterhouse.)
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JOHN. Ooa!
(PORTERHOUSE looks swrprised.)

JOHN. That wasn't a very good idea,

PORTERHOUSE. Why not?

JOHN. Well, we don’t want his Mrs. Smith gelting
violent with my Mrs. Smith my Mrs. Smith getting
violent with his Mrs. Smith.

PORTERHOUSE. Why should either of them get
violent?

fﬂureirabndm,ﬁmﬂaqw. The MEN
freeze. MARY rushes in from the bedroom. She ir
minus her dress and wears bra and pants. SHE is srill
slightly “dozey™ but very angry. SHE turns to the open
bedroom door.)

MARY. (Calis.) Don't you try any of your fun and
games with me, Lofty.

BARBARA. (Appears in the doorway. SHE looks
bewildered.) What on carth did I do?

MARY. You ook my dress off!

BARBARA. Only s0 that | could get you inko bed.

MARY. (To John.) Blimey, talk about ambidextrous,

JOHN. It"s all a bit of a

STANLEY. Would you like 0 put that in writing?

PORTERHOUSE. I'll sort out her dress. (Exits into
bedroom) ;

MARY. (Calls afier him.) I won't fit you, Pussy!

JOHN. (Goes 10 Mary.) Just relax,

BARBARA. (To Mary.) Yes, you relax, Sisger,

MARY. (To Barbara.) Don't you call me “Sister.”
(Pulls away to C.)
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JOHN. (Te Barbara.) She’s probably still a novice, you
SEE,

MARY. In this company, I bloody well am!

BARBARA. I've never heard such

FORTERHOUSE. (Re-enters with Mary's dress and
closes bedroom door.) There we are.

MARY. (Goes DR and smaiches the dress from
Parterhouse.) God, if the Vice Squad knew about you lot!
{Hm:ﬂ#ﬂgrmﬂbﬁhbh&u;}

PORTERHOUSE. (Referring to Mary.) I'm sure her
behaviour all siems from her relationship with Stanley.

MARY. (Moves down 1o Staniey.) It damn well does!

BARBARA. (To Mary.) Do you know Stanlay?

MARY. Yes, I do but don't worry, you can keep him,

PORTERHOUSE., No, no, no. You must think
seriously before you have the little kad adopted.

(THEY ail look at Stanley who tries 1o look coy )

JOHN. (Finally, 1o Mary.) I'll drive you to the convent,
MARY, What the hell do 1 want o go 1o a convent for?
STANLEY. [ think it could be the solution for all of
us. (HE lays on the settee and sucks his thumb like a
child)
PORTERHOUSE. I'm convinced that Stanley's at the
botiom of everything.
MARY. (Moves to Porterhouse DR.) Too bloody true,
|

BARBARA. (Moves in io John.) Is this all because you
wouldn't give her a donation?

MARY. What he gives me is a damn sight more natural
than what he gives—

JOHN. (Quickly cutting in.) Sisier Mary, please!
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PORTERHOUSE. Sister? (To Mary, referring 1o John.)
Is Mr. Smith your brother?!

MARY. (Hesitates, then gives a similar scream lo
before, and runs DL,y Ahhh!

(JOHN, STANLEY, BARBARA and PORTERHOUSE all
react. PORTERHOUSE pulls Stanley DL, Mary's side,
and thrusts him at her.)

PORTERHOUSE. Show her some affection or
T

STANLEY. (After some hesitation. Pats her head.)
Hello!

(MARY screams and stampy her feet) _
BARBARA_ (To Jnﬁn.}hltﬁ:h:-w:htwubdlm,g
before?

JOHN. Yes. (HE indicates that Mary is mad.)

BARBARA. (Moves to C) It's obviously disturbing
her, this unorthodox business of hers.

PORTERHOUSE. Well! 1 reckon that, 0o, (To

Stanley.) It"s not matural these two agreeing o have po
SCX.

(MARY screams and rushes into bedroom DR )
JOHN. (Finally, politely.) Excuse me. (Goes into
dfter Mary.)

BARBARA. Sergeant, really! That was very indelicate.

PORTERHOUSE. Well! (To Stanley ) That's what her
trouble is. Not getting her rations.

BARBARA. She doesn't wani any “rations.” She's
married 1o “Him,~
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(SHE looks upwards io heaven. Porterhouse is astonished.
PORTERHOUSE looks up and then at Sianley.
STANLEY looks upwards, thinking.)

STANLEY. (After a pause.) They're divorced now.

(PORTERHOUSE and BARBARA think about this. The
front DOORBELL goes.)

BARBARA. Excuse me. (Hurries into the hall URC)

PORTERHOUSE. (To Stanley.) Your wife used o be
marmied 1o that fellow who lives up there?

STANLEY. Yes.

PORTERHOUSE. You mean—{HE flicks his wrist.)
him?

STANLEY. Surprising, isn"t it?

PORTERHOUSE. It's amazing. And is Stanley his son
or yours?

STANLEY. His.

PORTERHOUSE. S0 you're Stanley's step-father?

STANLEY. Yes. On my mother's side,

PORTERHOUSE. Well, that explains Stanley's
psychological problems.
(BARBARA returns with Troughton.)

BARBARA. (To Troughion.) I'll tell Mr. Smith you'd
like o see him.
TROUGHTON. Thanks. Sorry w0 interrupt your
cleaning,
(BARBARA frowns and ther goes into bedroom.
TROUGHTON moves o DRC)

TROUGHTON. (To Staniey, coldly.) Sull here, T see.
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STANLEY, It's become a way of life, really.

(STANLEY breaks ULC. TROUGHTON and
Pmﬂﬂﬂﬁdwmmhnhnﬂimﬂﬂ)

TROUGHTON. (To Porterhouse.) May T ask you who
you are, su?

PORTERHOUSE. May | ask who you are?

STANLEY. (Steps in a pace. To Porterhouse ) He did
ask you first,

(PORTERHOUSE turns on Stanley. STANLEY sits in
chair DL.)

(There is a pause.)

TROUGHTON/PORTERHOUSE. I'm a police
officer /I'm a police officer.

(There is a pause )

TROUGHTON. Let's stant again. I'm Detective
Sergeant Troaghton, Wimbledon C.ID,

PORTERHOUSE. Oh. I'm Detective Sergeant
Porterhouse, Streatham C.1.D,

TROUGHTON. Oh. (Doubtfully.) Are you here in an
official capacity?

PORTERHOUSE. Sort of semi. You?

TROUGHTON. Sort of semi. You're from Streatham,
you say?

PORTERHOUSE. That's right.

TROUGHTON. May I see your identification, please?
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PORTERHOUSE. (Coolly.) Certainly. (He feels inside
his jackel but reglizes he isn't wearing one. He feels in the
apron pocket watched by a dubious Troughton.) Oh, | don’t
seem to have it on me. Like I said, this is only semi-official.

TROUGHTON. (Dubiously ) 1 see.

PORTERHOUSE. May | see your identification, please?

TROUGHTON. Certainly! (Producer hkis Pass
trivmphantly and shows it io Porterhouse.)

(There is a scream from the bedroom.)
MARY. (Off) Ahh!

(THEY all stop and turn. MARY rushes in from the
bedroom. She is in bra and pants once more and
carrying her dress.)

TROUGHTON. {dmazed ) Mrs. Smith!

MARY. Oh, thank God you're here! (She hurries ro him
and during the ensuing dialogue proceeds to pur her dress
back on.)

TROUGHTON. Well, I only came to tell Mr. Smith
we wouldn't be taking the matter any funher.

MARY. Take it as far as you like. This is a right
“pomo™ place, this is.

TROUGHTON. “Pomo”™ place?

PORTERHOUSE. (Steps in.) | know a litde about
Mrs. Smith's situation, Sergeani—

(TROUGHTON locks at Porterhouse.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Te Troughton.) The poor girl's got
this obsession with sex.

MARY. Hark wha's talking!

PORTERHOUSE. She's cut herself off, you see.
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MARY. Pity you haven'1!

FGRTERHE)USE. It’s all very understandable,

TROUGHTON. (To Porierhouse.) Is it? Well, I'd like
you to remain silent until T've checked you out. (Sits
Porterhouse in L corner of seiee.)

PORTERHOUSE, Checked me out?!

MARY. Yes! Ask him abowt hit dance routine with
Gruesome.

JOHN. (Hurries in from bedroom in a panic.) For God's
sake there’s all hell—(Sees Troughson,y—hell-0, Sergean:,

TROUGHTON. (Moves over to Jokn DR Coldly.)
Good moming again, Mr. Smith,

BARBARA. (Enters from bedroom crosses John and
siands by Troughton. In disbelief ) That sisies bik me.

MARY, (Moves in to the other side of Troughton ) And
you'll get another one if you touch me again, Lofty,

TROUGHTON. (Te Mary.) 12 this lady your sisier?

MARY. Lady™ (To Barbara,) Come on, show us your
boobs, I dare you!

TROUGHTON. Hang on, hang on!

BARBARA. Let's just right the Mother Superior and
get her out of here,

TROUGHTON. Mother who™

MARY. (Moves up and sits on R arm of settee ) I'm
staying where 1 am, Lofty.

PORTERHOUSE. I's little Stanley and her ex-husband
that's caused all this,

TROUGHTON. (Moves UR above seftee 1o them
DLC.) I've asked you W be quis, sir.

BARBARA. (Moves to C below setiee. To Troughton. )

Eﬂﬂ}m. Yes, | am!
ANLEY. (Rising.) May / say something?
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STANLEY. (/ndicating John) Then may Mr, Smith
say
JOHN. (Steps in a pace.) No, he may not, Mr. Gardner.

(TROUGHTON glares ai John and JOHN steps back a
pace.)

PORTERHOUSE. (Rising. to John, referring to
Standey.) Why are you calling Mr. Smith, Mr. Gardner?

TROUGHTON. (Te Porterhouse ) Shut upl

BARBARA. (To Porierhouse.) You just called him.
(SHE points 1o Stanley.) “Mr. Smith.”

PORTERHOUSE. Yes, he's a taxi driver from
Wimbledon,

TROUGHTON, Taxi driver?

BARBARA. He's a farmer from Gatwick.

TROUGHTON. Farmer?

MARY. He's a pansy from way back.

TROUGHTON. That much [ know!

STANLEY. May I say something?!

TROUGHTON/JOHN. No!/No!

(T H{JU?HIW glares at John. JOHN gives him a weak
wave.

PORTERHOUSE. Now, if Stanley’s step-father is a
pansy as well, that would affect the litle lad.

(THEY all turn slowly to look at PORTERHOUSE who
sits again, L end of settee.)

TROUGHTON. Lock, I intend 1o make some sense out
of this. (Te John.) Mr. Smith!
JOHN. That's me.
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PORTERHOUSE. (Rises. Points to Stanley.) And
him.

TROUGHTON. Belt up!

PORTERHOUSE. There are two of them.

TROUGHTON, [ can see that.

PORTERHOUSE. Two “Smiths” | mean,

TROUGHTON. (Angrily.) Thai's their cover-up for the
homosexual sctivities going on here,

BARBARA. What homoscxial activities?

MARY. (Rises.) You take the cake, Lofty!

TROUGHTON. The activities between him and him,
(He points to Jokn and Sianley.)

BARBARA. What™

TROUGHTON. They've admitted it

BARBARA. (In disbelief)) But they*ve only just met

PORTERHOUSE. Yes, | introduced them.

(TROUGHTON slowly looks at him PORTERHOUSE
reaiizes the implications and sits again.)

TROUGHTON. (To Porterhouse.) I'm beginning 1o see
where you fit in, Pussy,

BARBARA. (Advances on John DR Why don't you
say something?!

STANLEY. (Moves in to DLC.) Yes, say something!

JOHN. I'm trying to think of something!

BARBARA. (Moves in fo Jokn.) 1 bet the pair of you
have been meeting on that farm for ages,

(MARY steps down to Barbara's R.)

MARY. (To Barbara.) Go on, eat heart out!
STANLEY. I want to confess! i

JOHN. You've confessed already, shot
STANLEY. A proper confiession, L
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JOHN. (Points to Troughion.) He'll decide what's
proper.

STANLEY, John, we've had i

JOHN. Everybody kaows that!

BARBARA. (Suddenly lets out @ long wail ) Ahhh!

(EVERYBODY reacts. STANLEY breaks up to L end of
seliee. PORTERHOUSE runs to DL chair and sits.)

TROUGHTON. (Te Barbara.) What the devil's the
matter with you?

BARBARA. (Grabs John.) My lovely Joha!

TROUGHTON. (Heaves John across him to DLC.
Bemused.) Your lovely John?! (Te Jokn.) Don"t iell me
you've been giving the cleaning lady one as well?!

MARY. Cleaning lady? You mean the handyman!

(BARBARA wails and runs towards bedroom at DR.)

MARY. Yes! That'll weach you for stealing John from

me. (BARBARA half stops crying.)
mnm (Sall crying.) How could I steal him from

{(EVERYBODY looks at John. JOHN kneels and “prays"
for help. TROUGHTON walks DL looking at John.)

MARY. A nun?! (To John.) Is that what you've been
saying about me? Just because I like my sex normal?
(Runs wowards door URC.)

JOHN, (Rises.) Mary!

(JOHN siarts o move below setiee wowards Mary.)

BARBARA. Sex?l
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(JOHN siops at R end of setiee.)

BARBARA. ﬂaiﬂh]%hh&lmmgﬂﬁu
farmers and ouns? (Rushes inio bedroom wailing.)
JOHN. Barbara!

(JOHN runs after her but BOBBY enters from bedroom and
JOHN “abowt turns” to finish up R end of setiee. Bobby
&8 now covered in red paint)

BOBBY. Well, that's it. The whale bloody ceiling's in
the bath now!
TROUGHTON. (Approaches Bobby at DR.) And who
the hloody hell are you?
BOBBY. Who wants 1 know, sunshine?
TROUGHTON. (Impassively.) Detective Sergeant
sunshing,

BOBBY, (Gaily.) Whoopsy-poo!

TROUGHTON. So where do you fit in?

BOBEY. I practically live here now!
TROUGHTON., (Looks af John and Seanley.) | see!

(JOHN and STANLEY are demolished. THEY sit on
settee.)

BOBBY. I've got the flat above nomally. (Loughing.)

TROUGHTON. (T Bobiry.) So you live upstairs?
BOBEY, With Cyril.
TROUGHTON. Cyril, 1 see! (Looks at John and
mﬁgﬁaﬁ e, Suanie Cyri
. © Sianley.) 1 say. Is 1l
Stanley's brother?



142 RUN FOR YOUR WIFE

(EVERYONE slowly looks at Porterhouse.)

PORTERHOUSE. Well, I'm confused about & lot of
things, but I'm sure Stanley should have been off that
polly ycars ago.

TROUGHTON. (Yelling.) Shut up, Pussyl (To
Bobly.) And what do you and Cyril do exactly?

BOBEY. Il ever we get around to it, we make frocks.

TROUGHTON. You make—? (Te John.) A right
bloody nest, this place is. (To Bobby.) You—back in the
bathroom.

BOBBY. I don't think there's anything more [ can—

TROUGHTON. (Shouting.) Do as you're wld!

BOEBY. Bossy boots! (Hurriedly retwrns into the
bedroom. There is a silence.)

JOHN. (Rises.) 1 think the time has come.

STANLEY. (Rising.) I think the time came hours ago.

JOHN. 1 should have listened to you earlier, Stanley. [t
woukd have saved a lot of heanache,

STANLEY. (Doubgfidly.) Yes. Well, that's what | said.

JOHN. You did. (To Troughton.) He did. O.K., here we
Eﬂ_

STANLEY . The wuth.

JOHN. Of course.

STANLEY. The whole truth.

JOHN. And nothing bot

(JOHN indicates for Sianley and Troughton o sit. THEY
do so. STANLEY sits L end of settee. TROUGHTON
sits in chair DR.)

JOHN. Firsdy, I would like 10 dispel the ramour that
the young lady who just rushed out in a flood of tears is a
nun. This is a concoction entirely of my own making. Nor
is she married to Mr. Gardner—who does not have a
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disturbed schoolboy son called Stanley. And for those who
MMHWMMWMMHI*WW
uiﬂﬁulhmnnulhmm;mlﬂuwmr
combination of the twa,

Sgnmdly.Iwilhitt}nnumde::hun'Lin:
hmhylﬂiullldrﬂum;hﬂwﬁhuhhumrdﬁlyhn]p
nor is she a ransvestite—

covering
that lady in there and live here. At the same time [ am
married (o the other lady and live somewhere elsc. Correct,
Stanley? (During the above speech JOHN has circled the
stage telling his story. HE starts above chair DR and
finishes below settee at C.)

STANLEY, (Rising, sadly.) Correct, John, (Puts his
arm around John in comfort. There is a pause ag THEY
look at Troughion.)

TROUGHTON. (Finally.) You lying bastard!

(FOHN takes this in and then siowly looks around blankly
at STANLEY who is sianding there dumbfounded.
John's face breaks into a smile. STANLEY siarts 1o
ery. JOHN kisses him.

MUSIC - Love and Marriage.”
As the music siarts the curtain begins io descend)

CURTAIN

“See cautionary note in front maner






