S‘MP + Gillian

atisfied smile.) Well, yg ‘made it charmingly
Yeg her—a long silepfe of sheer contentment

GILLIAN. (With &
apparcent. (sHEP ki
falls on them.) N
sHEP. You know, there's a Wy
this moment, and the two of 1 _
GILLIAN. (Quietly.) Stay thapval
sHEP. | don't ever want 36°
thinking? V4 N
ciLLiaN. Nothing. Not a thing. And you?
sHEP. Nothing, #ither. I can't think. Certainl}
art soon, though. Very soon. (He'es, crosses up v,
a table t0 ¢.)

- (Grimly.) A lot of things. (He goes to console.) 1
tter have myself a drink. Can I fix you one?
GILLIAN. (Leaning back on sofa.) No, thanks. (He turns on I3
and mixes himself a highball. sue watches him, stilly, rather like @
cat. He drinks, then looks at his watch—steps L., puts watch to his

sHEP. Do you happen to know what time it is?

ciLLiaN, No.

sHEP. It’s ten o'clock. A good three hours since | came in here. Since
[ went to that door to leave.

ciLLiaN, Well?

suee. Docsn't that seem strange to you?

ciLuian. Not strange . . . It—happened . . .

suep. Nothing like this has ever happened to me before.

oiLLiAN, Do you mind?

sHep. [ ought to mind. . . .

GILLIAN, Why?

step. In the first place, I was on my way to a party.

ciLLIAN. And you found something you'd rather do.

sHEP. (Crossing toward her.) That, my girl, is an understatement.
I found something I couldn't resist doing.

GILLIAN. (Smiling.) You don’t have to explain to me.

sHEP. It's fantastic. (He comes back to sofa, sets down his drink,
sits on R. arm of sofa, taking her hands.) Gillian—tell me—just
what has it meant to you?
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GILLIAN, Meant?

suEp, These three hours.

GILLIAN. They've been—enchantment.

suEe. And that’s all?

ciLLiaN. What more?

sHEP. [ don’t know. I know it doesn’t make sense, but somewhere,
I've got an idea—that I must be in love with you. . . . Are you—at
all in love with me?

ciLLian. [ like you more than [ can say.

sHEP. Yes—well, that wasa’t what I asked you.

ciLLIAN. Do we have to talk about it?

sHeP. Yes. I've got to know.

ciLLIAN. Why?

sHEr, Because I've got to face a few decisions.

GILLIAN. Now?

sHEP. (Rises and crosses to up n.c.) I should think so. There are
people waiting for me—wondering where the hell [ am. There's a
whole future that’s cither got completely shot to hell, or else—well,
I've got to do some fast talking. (Crossing back 10 sofa.) And 1'd like
to know where I stand. Where we stand.

enLiaN. What do you want to do?

suep. (Slowly.) Right at the moment, I want never to stop sccing
you. (He sits beside her, and stares into her eyes.) lIs it possible—
that I can—never stop secing you?

GiLLIAN. You can see me all you want,

sHEP. It hasn’t hit you as it has me.

ciLLIAN, [ want you just as much as you want me.

sxep. You do?

ciLiaN. And I'm happy. Very happy.

sHEP. (Rises, takes his drink and crosses down below coffee table 10
L. of sofa.) Look, Gill,—] haven’t asked you, but—I guess you're
free and unattached. (He crosses up to bedroom door, then down to
sofa.)

ciLLIAN. Yes.

suep. Well, that makes a difference—for you. You don't have to ask
yourself questions. I do, I'm not frec. The thing I've got to decide is
——am I going to cut free?

GiLLIAN. Do you want to?

sHEP. I've told you I want to. But—(Leans over arm of sofa.) what
future is there in it?

GILLIAN. It can go on like this.
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suep. For always?
GILLIAN. Docsan hing go on for alwa ?

ofa table t0 conmk»——pours drink.) ldon t know whether thss i
those things that burn themselves out—lmt if it is, well, it’

GILLIAN.
suep. Whethéy this is it. (He puts drink on coffee
her.) If it’s noly,it’s a pretty good facsimile.

GiLLIAN. | think--that for me, too. :
sHEp. And that willdo for the answer. And no?'{ think I'll have to

use your telephone.
Gu.wm.Gorighta ‘ y
suep. And this tio &\ yo mind?—l ddike to be left alone.

cLLiaN. Of course. (She riges, and startgffor bedroom. v stops her.)
ssiep. You're amazing, do yi know it (He kisses her passionately,

and holds her.) More than
GILLIAN. (In his arms.) Shep hlt me—quite hard. (THEY stay
together a long moment, thenssh leam and goes into bedroom,

closing door. sHEp stands whg " Ic \( for a moment, then he finishes
his drink in one big swallgtv to nerdg himself—goes to phone, and
then dials. He stops dialling—crosses dgwn to x. of :ofa—-tlcint: of
the impending call, theh crosses up to pMepe again, dials and waits.)
suep. (Into phone.)/ls that Miss Carlson'y apartment? I'd like to
speak to Miss Kipfredge, please: And—is there some place where
she can sit dowgffor a minute? I mean, wher§she can talk without
being disturbgd? Yes, I wish you would. ( olds on, carrying
phone o coffec table, where he nervously and abseng-mindedly lights
two cigardttes, one after the other. Then he ansddgrs, again, in a
high, nghvous voice.) Merle? This is me. I'm—outgome place. [
knowg That's what I'm calling about. I can’t get therd, I can’t get
thegf. T can't get therel No, not at all. Never. I've sudderily realized
i’s no good. It’s no use. Us. I mean—us! Yes, I'm afraidhat is—
st what I mean. I can’t explain. I don’t understand it, mys#{f. Yes
-wyes——okay let’s have it. (He listens, wretchedly.) Yes . .\, yes
. Ouch! No, it's all right. I'm still here. Go on, I deserve it. §ay

it all. Yes, I am. Yes, I'm that. Yes, I guess I'm that, too! No, wai
minute, I'm not that! (She has hung up. He clicks receiver hook,
then slowly hangs up.) 1 guess I am. (He replaces phone, crosses to
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