ALISON: Well, I’m very sorry, but I can’t just stop everything because you want to listen to music. 

JIMMY: Why not?
ALISON: Really, Jimmy, you're like a child. 

JIMMY: Don't try and patronise me. (Tumi"g to ClijJ.) She's so clumsy. I watch for her to do the same things every night. The way she jumps on the bed, as if she were stamping on someone's face, and draws the curtains back with a great clatter, in that casually destructive way of hers. lt's like someone launching a battleship. Have you ever noticed how noisy women are? (Crosses below chairs to L.C.) Have you? The way they kick the floor about, simply wallcing over it? Or have you watched them sitting at their dressing tables, dropping their weapons and banging down their bits of boxes . and brushes and lipsticks? 

He faces her dressing table. 

l've watched her doing it night after night. When you see a woman in front of her bedroom mirror, you 

rcnlise what a refined 80rt of a butcher she is. (Turns in.) nll! yoll (lVI-I' /lI'C Nome dirty okl A\"Ilb, sticking his /IllHtIIl IlltOIHlIIIl- IIlnl(\ or 11Ilnh rut Md f:,'Tistlc? Well, 

111"'. Jtllli IlkllllH\I. '1'lulJlk (ìotl they don't have many WIIIII!'l\ 1IllllWill1td 'l'hOMe primitive hands would bave YOIIl' Iluttl Oli. In no lime. Flip! Out it comes, like the I U IW\ k·r out 01' il:; box. Flop! Back it goes, like the llowdcr puff on the table. 

nl,ll'lll (urimacing cheerfully). Ugh! Stop it! 

JIMM.Y: (moving upstage). She'd drop your guts like hair clips and fluff all over the floor. You've got to be fundamentally insensitive to be as noisy and as c1umsy as that. 

He moves C., and leans against the table. 

l had a flat underneath a couple of girht (')Ill'(~. VO\1 heard every damned thing those bastnl'dN dld, ull dny and night. The most simple, cvcl'yd/lY 1llil00ltl WL'fC a sort of assault course on your s('I1Nihllh I.,", I llNrd lO plead with them. I even got 10 HlIl'HlltllIH dH- IIl1lNt 

ingenious obscenities I could think of, up the stairs at them. But nothing, nothing, would move them. With those two, even a simple visit to the lavatory sounded like a medieval siege. Oh, they beat me in the end-I had to go. I expect they're still at it. Or they're probably married by now, and driving some other poor devils out of their minds. Slamming their doors, stamping their high heels, banging their irons and saucepans-the eternal flaming racket of the female. 
Church bells start ringing outside. 

JIMMY: Oh, hell! Now the bloody bells have started! 
He rushes to the window. 

Wrap it up, will you? Stop ringing those bells! There's somebody going crazy in here! I don't want to hear them! 

ALISON: Stop shouting! (Recovering immediately.) You'll have Miss Drury up here. 

JIMMY: I don't give a damn about Miss Drury – that mild old gentlewoman doesn't fool me, even if she takes in you two. She's an old robber. She gets more than enough out of us for this place every week. Anyway, she's probably in church, (points to the window) swinging on those bloody bells! 

Cliff goes to the window, and closes it. 

CLIFF: Come on now, be a good boy. I’ll take us all out, and we'll have a drink. 

JIMMY: They're not open yet. It's Sunday. Remember? Anyway, it's raining. 

CLIFF: Well, shall we dance? 

He pushes Jimmy round the floor, who is past the mood for this kind of fooling. 

Do you come here often? 

JIMMY: Only in the mating season. All right, all right, very funny. 

He tries to escape, but Cliff holds him like a vice. Let me go. 

CLIFF: Not until you've apologised for being nasty to everyone. 

Do you think bosoms will be in or out, this year? 
JIMMY: Your teeth will be out in a minute, if you don't let go! 
He makes a great effort to wrench himself free, but Cliff hangs on. They collapse to the floor C., below the table, struggling. Alison carries on with her ironing. This is routine, but she is getting close to breaking point, all the same. Cliff manages to break away, and finds himself in front of the ironing board. Jimmy springs up. They grapple. 

ALISON: Look out, for heaven's sake! Oh, it's more like a zoo every day! 
Jimmy makes a frantic, deliberate effort, and manages to push Cliff on to the ironing board, and into Alison. The board collapses. Cliff falls against her, and they end up in a heap on the floor. Alison cries out in pain. Jimmy looks down at them, dazed and breathless. 

CLIFF: (picking himself up). She's hurt. Are you all right? 
ALISON: Well, does it look like it! 
CLIFF: She’s burnt her arm on the iron.
JIMMY: Darling, I’m sorry.
ALISON: Get out!
JIMMY: I’m sorry, believe me! You think I did it on pur-

ALISON: (her head shaking helplessly). Clear out of my sight!
He stares at her uncertainly. Cliff nods to him, and he turns and goes out of the door.
CLIFF: Come and sit down.
He leads her to the armchair. R.

You look a bit white. Are you all right? 
ALISON: Yes. I’m all right now. 

CLIFF: Let’s have a look at your arm. (Examines it.) Yes, it's quite red. That's going to be painful. What should I do with it? 
ALISON: Oh, it's nothing much. A bit of soap on it will do. I never can remember what you do with burns. 

CLIFF: I’ll just pop down to the bathroom and get some. Are you sure you're all right? 

ALISON: Yes. 

CLIFF: (crossing to door). Won't be a minute. 

EXIT. 

She leans back in the chair, and looks up at the ceiling. She breathes in deeply, and brings her hands up to her face. She winces as she feels the pain in her arm, and she lets it fall. She runs her hand through her hair. 

ALISON: (in a clenched whisper). Oh, God! 
Cliff re-enters with a bar of soap. 
CLIFF: It's this scented muck. Do you think it'll be all right?
ALISON: That'll do.
CLIFF: Here we are then. Let's have your arm.
He kneels down beside her, and she holds out her arm.
I’ve put it under the tap. It's quite soft. I’ll do it ever so gently.
Very carefully, he rubs the soap aver the burn.
All right? (She nods.) You're a brave girl.
ALISON: I don't feel very brave. (Tears harshening her voice.) I really don 't, Cliff. I don't think I can take much more. (Turns her head away.) I think I feel rather sick.
CLIFF: All over now. (Puts the soap down.) Would you like me to get you something? 
She shakes her head. He sits on the arm of the chair, and puts his arm round her. She leans her head back on to him.

Don't upset yourself, lovely. 

He massages the back of her neck, and she lets her head fall forward. 

ALISON: Where is he? 
CLIFF: In my room. 
ALISON: What's he doing? 
CLIFF: Lying on the bed. Reading, I think. (Stroking her neck). That better? 
She leans back, and closes her eyes again. 
ALISON: Bless you.
He kisses the top of her head. 
CLIFF: I don't think I'd have the courage to live on my own again – in spite of everything. I’m pretty rough, and pretty ordinary really, and I’d seem worse on my own. And you get fond of people too, worse luck. 
ALISON: I don't think I want anything more to do with love. Any more. I can't take it on. 
CLIFF: You're too young to start giving up. Too young, and too lovely. Perhaps I’d better put a bandage on that – do you think so? 

ALISON: There's some on my dressing table. 

Cliff crosses to the dressing table R. 

I keep looking back, as far as I remember, and I can't think what it was to feel young, really young. Jimmy said the same thing to me the other day. I pretended not to be listening – because I knew that would hurt him, I suppose. And – of course – he got savage, like tonight. But I knew just what he meant. I suppose it, would have been so easy to say "Yes, darling, I know just what you mean. I know just what you're feeling." (Shrugs.) It's those easy things that seem to be so impossible with us. 
Cliff stands down R., holding the bandage, his back to her. 

CUFl': l'm wondering how muc.h longer I c.an go on watc.hing you two tcaring the insides out of eac.h other. !t looks prctly \.lgly sOffictimcs. 

AI,INO"l: 'VI 'I! wOllldll'C l'lcriously think oflcaving us, would you? 111,11111: 10\l))11011C nOI'. (G1'OSSOS LO Iter.) 

Al,I/J()N: I rldllk l'm fdghtcncd. If ooly I knew what was going I li IlIlpPCJ\. 

1:1.11'1': (hliiolii/{J 011 lite arm oJ her chair). Give it here. (She holds oul Iler arm.) YelI out if I hurt you. (He bandages ÙJor lIer.) 

ALISON: (staring at her outstretched arm). Cliff.-​CLIFI': Um? (Slight pause.) What is it, lovely? 

ALISON: Nothing. 

CLIFF: I said: what is it? 

ALISON: You see--(Hesitates.) l'm pregnant. 

CLIFF: (after a few moments). l'Il need some sc.issors. 

ALISON: They're over there. 

CLIFF: (crossing to the dressing table). That is somcthing, isn't it? When did you find this out? 

ALISON: Few days ago. It was a bit of ti Nhock. 

CLIFF: Yes, I dare say. 

ALISON: After three years of married life, I have to get c.aught out now. 

CLII'I': None of us infa1lible, I suppose. (Crosses to her.) Must say l'm surprised though. 

ALISON: !t's always been out of the questiono What with​this plac.e, and no money, and oh-everything. Re's ,resented it, I know. What can you do? 

CLIFF: You haven't told him yet. 

ALISON: Not yet. 

CLII'F: What are you going to do? 

ALISON: l've no idea. 

CLIFF: (having cut her bandage, he starts tying it). That too tight? 

ALISON: Fine, thank you. 

She rises, goes to the ironing board, folds it up, and leans it against the food cupboard R. 

CLII'F: Is it ... Is it ... ? 

ALISON: Too late to avert the situation? (Places the iron on the rack of tne stove.) l'm not certain yet. Maybe noto If not, there won't be any problem, will there? 

CLIFF: And if it is too late? 

Her face is turned away from him. She simply shakes her head. 

Why don't you telI him now? 

She kneels down to pick up the c/othes on the fioor, and folds them up. 

Mter all, he does love you. Y ou don't need me to telI you tha!. 

ALISON: Can't you see? Re'lI suspect my motives at once. Re never stops telling himself that I know how vuInerable he is. Tonight it might be all right-we'd make love. But later, we'd both lie awake, watching for the light to come through that little window, and dreading it. 

Y In the morning, he' d feel ~ed~ as if I were trying to kill him in the worst way of allo Re' d watch me growing bigger every day, and I wouldn't dare to look at him. 

CLIFF: You may have to face it, lovely.
