Shep+ G- llin
‘

Miss HoLroYp. (Vaghwly and innocently.) Picky? No. I just passed
Nicky on the strect. He Winggd to me_pefither a funny kind of wave,
but . . . Darling, I must trot™gffLiaN crosses up, opens door as
MIss HOLROYD crosses sup.) GoBd-byenGood-bye, Shep—dear! (She
£oes out. GILLIAN closes gt ~of ottoman.)

] Mengo chasr)) Gillian,
e the truth

sHEP. You didn't tell me that you know Merle Kittredge. You did
know her, didn't you? You were at college together. You knew about
her and me, too, didn’t you? You knew from the beginning? And
that was why you went after me, deliberately, to spite her.

GILLIAN. (Steps ».) No, not to spite her.

suer. Why, then?

GILLIAN. Because 1 wanted you.

sHEP. Because you were in love with me?

GILLIAN. (Crossing to down L. of ottoman.) How could I be in love
with you? I didn’t know you.

sHEP. (Crosses toward her.) Are you in love with me now? (Silence.)
GILLIAN. (After a momens, evasively.) 'm more in love with you
than I've ever been with anyone. . . .

SHEP. (Crosses t0 her, down c.) Can you be in love, at all? Can you?
GILLIAN. (Crossing down to coffec stable.) I don’t know. I never have,
but then . . . I've never felt about anyone as I do about you, cither.
(Turns to him.) How does one teil if one’s in love.

sHEP. One knows.

GILLIAN. But how?

suep. (Slowly.) Could you go on without me? I think that's the
best test. If I wasn’t there? Could you?

ciLLiAN. I'd—have to, wouldn’t I?

sHEP. And there's the answer. (He surns away, up n.c.)

ciLLIAN, (Follows him.) But wouldn't I?

sHEP. Maybe. But you shouldn’t feel that you could. Why do you
think it’s hitting me the way it is? To find out the whole thing was
a frame-up—of whatever kind—to find that you just haven't been
there, the whole time?

GiLLiAN. (Turning away, deeply unhappy.) 1 don't think I knew.
(Sits on ottoman.)
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suep, Knew what?
GiLLIAN. What I was doing. That it would be like this. I'm sorry.
(She puss her hand to her head.)

sHEP. (Angrily.) That's great. And you needn't pretend to cry. Be-
cause you can’t do that, cither, if I remember rightly.

GILLIAN. (Angrily.) I'm not crying. (Then, with realization, she
rises and turns to suep.) Oh, so you believe it, now.

suep. (Crossing up to door.) Of course I don't believe it—not a
Goddamn word of it! (A pause. Then he crosses down to ». of otto-
man.) Can you people take off spells that you put on? Because I
think you'd better.

GILLIAN. (Urgenily, stepping back.) No, no, I wouldn’t do that. No,
I won't! I won't!

suep. (Again, after a pause.) Okay! (He goes 1o door, picking up
his coat.)

ciLLiAN. Where are you going?

sHEP. I don’t know, but I'm getting the hell out of here. For good
and all!

ciLLiaN. No, no, you can’t.

sHEP. Oh, yes, I can! I don't know how one deals with witches—but
watch me, you just watch me! (Opens door.) And don't think just
because you put a spell on me, that I'm coming back. Because I'm
not. Ever. (He goes out, slamming door.)

GILLIAN. (Urgently, moving forward.) Shep! ( Then she stops.) The
spell! He'll have to come back. (Front door is heard to slam.) Won't
he? (She starts to windo :

SHEP OreWgs in again.
forward, then [reezes, staring at oy

g8, No! (He retreats
ind as though his fees
f t0 exit and 10 slam door

sHeP. What am '8
sloswly, as though fiNgs
were in glue.) Nol No
again.)

ask, which was on
the chair and on




