SYLVIA. (Wiispered. ?/J.. husband.
RICHARD. (Whispered.)y see.
CLARKE. (Calling from off) I'm coming down!

CLARKE. (CNling from off.) R
Their dikfogue continues hushed.
RICHARD. Is yoiy husband hiding upstairs
SYLVIA. Well, now\you know he’s there so [ \uppose he’s done a
poor job of it—can this be true? William Piercy? T was only just
now talking of you! It's & if the universe heard me)
RICHARD. How grand!
SNLVIA. 1 thought Id lost ¥pu forever!
ARD. AndIyou.
A. Howd you find me?
RICHARD. Ididn't.
SYLVIANWhat?
RICHARD\ I mean I'm not looking
SYLVIA. Bulyou've found me.
RICHARD. Thank God!

I you.

ierdre!
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SYLVIA. Would you mind terribly putting your gun down while
we determine why any woman would decide to leave you?
RICHARD. (Politely.) Oh! Sorry. Of course.

He sets his gun down,
SYLVIA. There now. A breath of relief.

They breathe in wiison. Dialogue resunes hushed.
RICHARD. This is a lovely cottage,
SYLVIA. It belongs to my mother-in-law,
RICHARD. (Sincere.) I didn't mean to frighten you, Sylvie. Lord
knows, in a million years, I never thought ['d find you here. God.
You look ravishing,
SYLVIA. (Flattered.) Thanks. (Back on task.) But, that's quite besides

the point. (With joy.) William, you're alive?!

RICHARD. Iam!

SYLVIA. (With despair.) But your wife says. ..

RICHARD. (Interrupting.) Ex-wife.

SYLVIA. Most people do choose to divorce murderers, darling.
RICHARD. (Confused.) Murderers?

SYLVIA. I never would have thought it, William. You were always
gentle as a lamb.

RICHARD. (Hurt.) But you can't think I've actually killed anvone?
SYLVIA. Haven't you?

RICHARD. (Offended.) Sylvie!

SYLVIA. Dierdre says there's a bloke buried in your back porch
steps!

RICHARD. (A realization.) She really is gullible isn't she?
SYLVIA. And Gavin at the local pub?

RICHARD. (A decision to explain.) My ex-wife is a bit of a free
spirit, Sylvia. I thought—

SYLVIA. What?



N RICHARD. (Not quite finding the words.) Well, I thought— RICHARD. {hapressed.) Successfully.
5 SYLVIA. Yes? SYLVIA. I suppose so.
RICHARD. (Ashamed.) I made up stories to frighten her into RICHARD. (Bravely.) Coward.
staying with me. SYLVIA. Quite.
SYLVIA. You fabricated murders? RICHARD. (Back to a fool in love.) You're looking so lovely.
RICHARD. (Apologetically.) Wellll.... SYLVIA. Your eyes haven't changed a bit. Warm. Gentle.

m%dﬁ.&. But you're here, aren’t you? With a rather large gun, I RICHARD. Tve dreamt of this moment. (Re: the gu) Well, not
might add. this moment exactly...but—seeing you again.

RICHARD. (Matter-of-fact.) Its not loaded. SYLVIA. Lalways thought it unsettling that your body wasn’t found.
SYLVIA. So, you're not a murderer? m All these years I've mourned you. You've wcﬂ a tombstone. Your
RICHARD. (With pride.) I'm a fantastic storyteller. parents think vou're dead, All of Shrewsbury thinks you're dead.
SYLVIA. You always did have a way with words. RICHARD. How are my parents?

RICHARD. (Humbly.) I'm thinking of becoming a writer. SYLVIA, Dead!

CLARKE. (Calling from off.) Sylvia?! RICHARD. How awful,

SYLVIA. (Calling up the stairs.) Still fine, Clarke! SYLVIA. Oh, William.

CLARKE. (Calling from off.) Just checking. RICHARD. Oh, Sylvia.
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SYLVIA. (Calling off.) Right darling. SYLVIA. How I've longed for vou.
Sylvia returns to Richard. RICHARD. AndIyou.
RICHARD. He seems nice. They rush to each othpr In therr fiste irops

SYLVIA. Bit of a philanderer. io-the ground. It

RICHARD. Ah. They screami, did screams argMeard througl;
(Perhaps #ie bullet strikes 4 china figuriy€, or some such

SYLVIA. My mind isall in a jumble,

RICHARD. It's wonderful to see you, Sylvia.

SYLVIA. What were you going to do with that gun then?
RICHARD. Hm? (Remembering his mission.) Oh, Scare the {ellow.
SYLVIA, Beau Van Kipness?

RICHARD. (Surprised once more.) You know him?

SYLVIA. Indeed. RIC
RICHARD. (Back to the hunt.) 1s he here?
SYLVIA. Heis.

RICHARD. (Curious.) Where?
SYLVIA. Hiding.

W wasn't! I've

vith guns!

aniines i,

ight. Good then.
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