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CHARLOTTE

OLGA. Okay, but you save seat. I get here first, get best seat. OLIVER
CHARLOTTE. (As Arthur and Olga exit out the hallway door.)
Absolutely. I promise we won't start the play without you.

The door is closed.

If we're starting the play at all. (In an emotional state we haven't
seen her in—and too preoccupied to notice Margots emotional
state.) Oh, Margot, everything, everything’s gone wrong. Oliver’s
not coming to the concert—of course he isn't, why did I ever think
hed want to watch you sing love songs to Victor Pratt? But then, I
had an idea: Get him to come to this rehearsal—to be our prompter,
in case we forget our lines, which God knows we will—only
now...he’s disappeared. Without a word to anyone, he just...
(Only now registering the emotions on Margot's face.) Wait. What
is it, what’s happened?

5“‘”27— MARGOT. Charlotte. I read his book.
—_—

CHARLOTTE. Oh. Oh!

MARGOT. Why did he never tell me he was writing it? Its...abso-
lutely gorgeous.

CHARLOTTE. Isn'tit?

MARGOT. It is a love letter—not to me, but to love, to fate, to the
night we met. It made me remember everything I felt that night. It
was...magical, and he describes it so movingly. But why—why—
did he keep this a secret?

CHARLOTTE. He said he was afraid to let you read it. Afraid he
hadn’t captured your perfection.

MARGOT. My perfection? (A laugh—maybe a sad one.) This was
before last night, 'm guessing. God, it turns out we're all idiots.

CHARLOTTE. (Simply.) “Lord, what fools these mortals be.”

The hallway door opens. Oliver enters—not dressed for the
evening, or even much for the afternoon.

Oh!

MARGOT. Oh!

OLIVER. (Seeing Margot.) Oh!
MARGOT. Oliver!
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Beat.
OLIVER. Uh...

Beat.
MARGOT. I've been...hoping to see you. Today, I mean.
OLIVER. Yes, I... Sorry, I...
MARGOT. No, there’s no need to...

Beat.
CHARLOTTE. (Moving to exit.) I think I'll just—
OLIVER. No! No, I'm the one who should—
MARGOT and CHARLOTTE. No! No!
CHARLOTTE. Why don't you...sit down, Oliver?

OLIVER. [, I really can’t, 'm sorry. I was only coming to tell you....
(Seeing the manuscript in Margot’s hands. ) Is that...?

MARGOT. Your book. I wanted to return it.

CHARLOTTE. (Extremely apprehensive watching—as if in slow
motion—the book go from Margot’s hands to Oliver’s. Under her
breath.) Oh! Um...

OLIVER. (Holding it now.) Thank you.
MARGOT. Thank you.

OLIVER. No.

MARGOT. For writing—

OLIVER. No, no, L...this was a mistake. The book, driving up
here, I've... I've made so many mistakes—

MARGOT. Oliver—

OLIVER. And saying anything more would only be another, so...
(After one last look at Margot.) Goodbye. - STOP

He opens the hallway door. Olga enters.
OLGA. Hello.
OLIVER. (Having to move out of her way, which prevents him from
exiting.) Oh!
OLGA. (To no one, headed straight for her chair.) Hello. How you
do. (As Oliver goes to answer.) I no care.
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