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                                           The Man in England                          
                                             By Frank Reinhard                       (2-26-06)
Note:  The play may be performed as a sequel to ‘The Man Without a Past’ (Jean Anouilh, adapted by Frank Reinhard).
          Characters:                              
          Jacques (Pierre) Marchand                 
          Valentine Renaud                               
          Susan Beck                                       
          Nigel Willoughby
          Dobson               
                                       Scene 1 – Morning
London 1940. Pierre Marchand, about 38-39v  years old, is working on papers in his office.  He is French but speaks English fluently. 
Dobson  (outside): Mr. Willoughby on line 2, Sir.            
Pierre:                    Thank you, Dobson.    -  Oh, hello, Nigel................Yes….………No, they haven’t told me ……………   yes, you may be right about that. I’ll try to find out. ….. You mean Susan?........... Yes..............       Ah, I see. Well, but we could be wrong………..Why would they?.......Oh, yes …glad you told me. Yes, I’ll look out for that. Don’t worry, that’ll be taken care of…….Thanks…………Bye.
Dobson (outside):        A lady to see you, Mr.Marchand.

Pierre:                           Have her come in, Dobson.

                      Valentine enters. She is attractive, about forty years old.
Pierre: (getting up)      Good God, Valentine!  I don’t believe it! You here!

Val.:                             Yes, it’s me, Jacques.

Pierre:                          How incredible to see you in London! You look wonderful. (they hug). How long has it been? Three years, four? What brings you here?  --- By the way, I have changed my name to Pierre.
Val.:                            Yes, I know, Pierre. It’s been a few years, hasn’t it? You look well.

Pierre:                         Honestly, I am stunned to see you. What on earth are you doing in England? How did you get across?
Val.:                           I didn’t swim the Channel, obviously. I got here like others before me, by boat.

Pierre:                        But what made you come? It’s terribly dangerous. You could have been caught by the German patrol boats!  Please, Valentine, let’s sit down.  (they both sit down at small coffee table) I do admire you!  Let me order tea. 
Val.:                          Don’t bother with tea. It’s nice to know that you admire me, Jacques, I mean Pierre. But I can’t say I admire you. (looking around) You seem to lead a comfortable life here in London.
Pierre:                      Well – you know that I couldn’t stay in France. There were too many old memories that were haunting me.
Val.: (quietly)          And so you took the first opportunity that came along to leave your country, your mother, your brother, and me!  

Pierre:                     But you should understand that, Valentine. You know everything that happened. And, besides, you are married to my brother! Whatever there was between you and me – all that was a very long time ago. I don’t want to think about it any more. 

Val.:  (dreamily)     Yes, that was long ago. We were very much in love, weren’t we? That was a wonderful time of our lives. Maybe I am still a little in love with you, Jacques?  (brief pause, then hard) But at any rate, this is not why I have come. You are French, Jacques. How can you be here in England while France is under the German occupation? Doesn’t your conscience bother you? How can you turn away from your country in times like these?
Pierre (annoyed):      I haven’t turned away from my country. But I have had my fill of war. And if you think I live in comfort, may I remind you that German bombs are coming down on us night after night! Not exactly comfortable. And please don’t call me Jacques any more.
Val.: (hard)              I know what you went thru in 1918, in the trenches. I remember seeing your picture in the paper in ‘36 and reading about your amnesia and that you were looking for your family. I know what war did to you. But now again we are fighting the Germans. You are French, and you have a duty toward your country. We need your help. We need every Frenchman back home, not here, sitting at a desk doing paper work. (brief pause) Certainly, I keep telling myself, what it must have been like for you to lose your memory. But four years ago when you came to Montville looking for your family, your memory came back, and you knew that you were Jacques Renaud. (brief pause) And then all of a sudden you left for England, and, I must say, under very strange circumstances.
Pierre:                    I know that must have seemed strange, but I couldn’t  bear the memories of the past. They were like a horrible specter to me. They often still are.
Val.:                      Your past is your past whether you like it or not. You cannot undo it. It’s yours, no matter what you do and where you run to. (brief pause. then sarcastic).  But I really think your reason for going to England was money. The money you hoped you’d get from that inheritance which that lawyer held out to you as a bait. (sarcastic)  By the way, how is  dear Uncle Charles – or whatever his name was, and your so-called aunt Janie?
Pierre (irritated):     I don’t know, and I don’t care. No, it wasn’t the money at all. And by the way, I didn’t even get any of it. I am telling you, I just could not stay and live with my past. Seeing you, Mother, and George  brought everything back. And the worst of it was what I did to George. Doesn’t that haunt you too? Maybe I was even afraid I might fall in love with you again. (she smiles )I just couldn’t bear the thought of having to re-live the past. But -  I even here I can’t rid myself of it. It’s with me. I have nightmares. I just had to get away. You’ve got to understand that.
                                        (long pause)

Val.:                      Well, all that is not important any more. What’s important today is that we need you. The Resistance needs you!
Pierre:                   You are a member of the Resistance?! 

Val.:                     Yes, I am, and I am glad to be able to do my little bit to help my country. 

Pierre:                  I would never have thought of you as a Resistance fighter! When did you join them? How did you get recruited?  What do you do for them? 
Val.:                    Nobody needed to ‘recruit’ me, Jacques. I joined them because I knew I had to join. You are asking many questions. You will find all that out later. None of it matters right now. The only thing that’s important is that you return to France.
                                       Long pause
Pierre: (reflecting) Return to France…….. and if I were to come back, in what way do you think I would be able to help?

Val.:                      You were trained as a decoding expert in the first war. The Resistance needs people like you. I have come to ask you, no, to urge you, to come back with me. My friends will arrange transportation. You have to come! Without delay, Jacques! 
Pierre (getting upset):  You are mad! I couldn’t simply leave here. You think you can blow in here and tell me I should drop everything and leave! I have a new life now here in England. All this is so sudden and goddamned upsetting. I don’t see what right you have to ask me this of me. I will have to think. But I can’t promise you anything.---- Also, I want you to know that there is someone here I care for…………
Val.:                      You mean a girl? That doesn’t interest me. So what if you have a girl? Whoever she is, she cannot mean much to you. Not under these circumstances. Not under any circumstances, Jacques. Running away from your past the way you did, don’t you think that was cowardly, and opportunistic?  I am offering you a way to redeem yourself. Think about that. And don’t wait too long. I expect you to make up your mind soon.
Pierre:  (heatedly)         You say I have to redeem myself! Is it only me that needs redemption?

Val.:                     I do too. Maybe that was one of the reasons why I joined the Resistance. I don’t really know, but it doesn’t matter.

                                      Pause
Pierre:                 Where can I reach you? 

Val.:                    I am staying at this hotel in Chelsea. It’s on this card. (handing him a card) No, on second thought, don’t contact me. I’ll contact you. Very soon. You shouldn’t need much time to think this over. It should be crystal clear to you where you belong.  Good-bye, Jacques.
Valentine leaves. Pierre is  shaken by what she told him.  Almost  immediately Susan enters without knocking. She is British, pretty, in her mid-thirties.
Pierre:                Susan! I know we have a lunch date, but I didn’t expect you so soon.

Susan:                Who was that woman I saw on the stairs, Peter?
Pierre:                Nobody important. Somebody I knew long ago. And I wish you wouldn’t call me Peter. It’s Pierre. 
Susan:                Okay, Pierre. That woman is French. I heard her speak.
Pierre:               Yes. She is.
Susan:               Does she live here in London?
Pierre:              Yes, well, -  actually, no. She just came over.

Susan:              From over there? You mean she came from France just now?  That’s really remarkable. I didn’t think anybody could get across the Channel.
Pierre:             Some people manage. There are ways.  You don’t want to know about that.
Susan:            Yes, I do. This is thrilling, like a spy story.

Pierre:            A spy story? Well, she is not a spy.

                               pause
Susan:           So what did she want from you?

Pierre:           Susan, let’s drop it. These are old stories. I don’t want to talk about it. What would you like to do tonight?

Susan:            I want to stay here. And I want to know about that woman. What’s her name?

Pierre:            Valentine Renaud.

Susan:            Très bien, Mademoiselle Renaud. Et de quel côté est-elle?
Pierre:           Why would it interest you what part of France she is from? Anyway, she is from around Paris. By the way, she is Madame Renaud. But, hey, you amaze me, Susan, I didn’t know you speak French! 

Susan:            Yes…….  We haven’t known each other very long, There are a lot of things you don’t know about me, Pierre. (coquettish) I’m a many-facetted girl.     (brief pause)
Pierre:             Yeah, you’ve never told me where you work, for example.  All you told me was that you work in an office. And you didn’t give me your address or phone number. I could pick you up from work some time if I  knew where you work. I haven’t even seen your flat. You must be afraid I’ll drop in on you when you have male company, eh? 
Susan:              Oh, come on, Pierre. You know that’s not so. I only go out with you. Of course, we’ll go to my place some time. Right now I am moving to a new flat in Kensington. My goodness, all those questions you ask!  Is Madame Renaud coming back?

Pierre:              I don’t know.

Susan:              Where is she staying?

Pierre:              Why in the world would you want to know that?

Susan:              Because I am the jealous type. I don’t want you involved with any other woman! (jokingly).  So, beware, Pierre!

Pierre:  (bantering)             Hmm. That sounds dangerous. Would you kill her if she were my girlfriend? Or an old love?  (a moment’s pause).
Susan:               I might. It depends.

Pierre:               So much more reason not to give you her address. (brief pause).
Susan:               Well, enough of this nonsense. Let’s have lunch, and after we’ll go to your place.

Pierre:                I have work to do after lunch, Susan.  -  See what I mean - always my place. Is your place some deep dark secret?  
Susan:                Of course, it isn’t, but I told you I am just getting ready to move and everything is a mess. Come on, hurry up, so we can beat the midday rush! 
Pierre:                 Where would you like to go?

Susan:                  How about Simpson’s? I have a yen for some of their roastbeef.  

Pierre:                  Okay, Simpson’s it is. I am ready. Allons.
                                           They leave together.
                                Scene 2 – Afternoon same day
                           Pierre enters and sits down at his desk
Pierre (to Dobson outside):                   Dobson, put me thru to Mr.Willoughby, please.
Dobson (a few seconds later)           :    Mr. Willoughby on line 2, Sir.
Pierre:                   Nigel? …Yes, I know it’s already 3:30…I couldn’t call you this morning. I had a visitor………What? What do you mean?.........  Yes, I am pretty sure about that………. No, she doesn’t.………What?....... Speak up a little, I can’t hear you. ….How do I know?.......I had better tell you  in person……Yes… I want to talk to you about something else anyway, as soon as possible….. ……No, no, the visitor was my sister-in-law, Valentine. She came to see me, quite unexpectedly,…I was totally surprised …..….yes, from France! Listen to this: she wants me to return to France and join the Resistance………What did I tell her? Let’s talk about it in person….Yes, she is……. …There are also some personal reasons, we were very close at one time. I think I told you about that. It’s very complicated ……..Yes, I know, Nigel. …..It would be good if you had a chance to drop by, I need someone to talk to………tomorrow morning? . …………….Oh, Susan? Everything is OK…….. Certainly. Thanks very much, Nigel.
(hangs up).
Dobson (outside): The lady from this morning is here again, Sir.
                                  Valentine enters.

Pierre:               Valentine!  You are back already? But you should have called me before coming. You could have easily missed me.

Val.:                  I didn’t want to use the telephone. The Gestapo has agents everywhere, even in England.. 
Pierre:                Oh, I don’t believe that. They are illegal here. I’d chase them out.
Val.:                  This isn’t the time for jokes. 

Pierre:               You are right. I’m sorry.
Val.:                  I want to know if you have made up your mind.

Pierre:               To go with you and join the Resistance?  Yes, I have thought about it. I cannot go back. 
Val.:                  What? That’s all you have to say? Just like that? I can’t believe what I am hearing. You are callous.

Pierre:               No, I am not, but I have my reasons. Good reasons.
Val.:                  What reasons? I think I know what they are. You mentioned someone you are close with. Is it the pretty girl I saw on the stairs this morning as I was leaving?
Pierre: (defiantly)    Yes, it is.

Val.:                  What is your relationship with her? Are you having an affair with her?

Pierre:                 Frankly, I think that’s none of your business, but I’ll answer your question anyway: Yes, she is my girlfriend.

Val.:                    How long have you known her?

Pierre:                 That’s none of your business, either, Valentine. Look, I  admire you for being in the Resistance, but as for you and me - what’s past is past. You and I are not together any more. That was more than twenty years ago. (pause)  I still feel very bad about hurting my brother. Sometimes I wish I had never visited the family in Montville. If Madame de Grandmaison hadn’t taken me there I would never have found out about my past. I would be much happier in ignorance.  (pause) By the way, how is George?   (pause)
Val.:                    Your brother is dead. He was in the Resistance. He got caught. He was tortured and executed by the Gestapo.  ( pause). Now that you know this will you join us?
Pierre:                  My God. George dead? Oh, my God, and I knew nothing about it. When?  Where?
Val.:                    A few months ago. Somewhere in the Loire valley. George was the decoder in our section. You went thru decoding training as he did, in the first war. You just have to replace him. Our group does not have another one.  (emphatic) Will you join us now, and  (tenderly)……….will you  try to come back to me? You and I can still have a future together when this horrible war is over.

Pierre:                  Believe me, I would if I could, and it isn’t my girlfriend that’s keeping me here. She doesn’t mean much to me.
Val..:                    Then, what’s holding you, Jacques?
Pierre:                  My business. My work. My clients.

Val.:  (strongly)   Business, clients – ha! You call that ‘reasons’ not to help your country?

Pierre:                  I am established here, Valentine. I have a new life, and, you can believe me, I do my little bit too.
Val.: (sarcastically)   I can see what you do. You sit in an office.

Pierre:                   There’s a lot more. I have certain obligations toward others. 
Val.:                      Oh, yes, words, words. Like Hamlet. Yes, you are like him, you can’t make up your mind.

Pierre:   (getting up)  No, that’s not true. I have decided. I am telling you again you have no right to insist. I must stay in England.
Val.:                        I don’t accept that. And I haven’t even told you everything yet. Right this moment I have to meet with one of our contacts. But I’ll be back tomorrow. You can be sure of that! ( she rushes out furiously).
    Pierre, very upset, starts walking around the room, talking to himself.
Pierre:                        My God, George is dead. I wonder how Mother took it. Where does she live now? Ah, I don’t care about her. What Valentine asks of me is, of course, impossible, ….. for more than one reason. No, of course, I cannot join them.  There are things she doesn’t know. If she did perhaps she would understand………No, she wouldn’t.  She is single-minded. She knows what she wants and what needs to be done. ….But does this really need to be done? The war has changed everything. I am sure they would want me to stay. No, I just can’t go. And yet……don’t I really have to no matter what?   I thought I had done with wars. The trenches. But there were no more trenches in this war. This was a different kind of war. For France it’s over…. Yes, except for the Resistance. They are fighting on. And Valentine wants me to join them. What can they really accomplish?...............I don’t want to see Mother again. I don’t want to see any of them again. That’s done and over with…… but…Valentine…..yes, I still have feelings for her. I thought she was out of my life………………How I wish I could talk to Nigel right now. (sits down at his desk again).
                                                Scene 3 – Morning next day
                                         Valentine comes in without knocking

Pierre:                      You’re back again. Are you planning to come every day? 

Val.:                         Yes, I am back, and I’ll be back as often as it takes to convince you that joining us is the only right thing for you to do. What is your answer?

Pierre:                       I told you before, Valentine, I cannot go, and there’s nothing else to discuss.

Val.:                         Oh, yes, there is. I said I hadn’t told you everything yet.

Pierre:                      What else is there?

Val.:                         There is little Jacques.
Pierre:                      Little Jacques? Who is little Jacques?

Val.:                         He is our little Jacques. Named after you.

Pierre:                      After me? What do you mean? Who is ‘our little Jacques’?
Val.:                         He is your son, Jacques. He is my son.

Pierre:                      Our son? 

Val.:                         Yes, Jacques, our son. He is six years old. 
Pierre:                       But .....I don’t understand….how can you and I …. have a child?...
Val.:                         Don’t you remember our conversation in the summer of ’36 when that lady brought you to Montville? To jog your memory I reminded you of the night in the sanatorium two years earlier, and then suddenly you remembered. You knew it was true, though you still insisted that you were not Jacques Renaud. I am telling you now, Jacques, we have a son.
Pierre:                      My God, Valentine, and you never let me know until now?

Val.:                         How was I to let you know? You rushed off to England. I didn’t know how to get in touch with you until just recently thru one of our contacts. Yes, Jacques, we have a little boy.
Pierre:                       But when I came to Montville in 1936, you should have told me then. He must have been a year old then.
Val.:                          You were so vehement about not being Jacques Renaud. You denied it flatly. I knew you’d deny the child too!

                                       pause
Pierre:                     Where does he live?

Val.:                        With your mother in Antibes.
Pierre:                     With my mother! 

Val.:                       With your mother. She has changed, Jacques. She loves me and treats me like her own daughter. And George was very wonderful about it too. He accepted little Jacques as if he were his own child, and we loved him and raised him together. But George is gone now. Little Jacques needs a father. You must come back. Even if you cannot see him often, but after the war is over he and you and I can be together. We can be a family. And maybe life will become normal again.
Pierre:                     Please don’t mention my mother to me. What she did to me that year in 1918 before I had to go into the army – I’ll never forget that.

Val.:                        I know. But that was long ago, and it was your own fault too. You should forgive and forget. Times have changed.
Pierre:                     Perhaps I will forget some day. But right now I am confused and torn by everything you have told me, Valentine. I don’t know what to say or do.

Val.:                       Surprised by what I told you, yes, but torn, no. There should be no conflict in you. There is only one thing you can do. And now I have given you one more reason why you should come back.  (pause).
Pierre:                    What does he look like?

Val.:                       I brought you a picture.  (she takes photo from her purse and shows him)

Pierre:                   Little Jacques. He is beautiful. He has brown hair. My hair was brown too. I think he has my features. What’s he like?
Val.:                     He is not at all as you were when you were his age, Jacques, at least from what I’ve been told. Our son is sweet and lovable.

Pierre:                   I am afraid I wasn’t. My mother and George told me awful things about myself. I had forgotten all that during those eighteen years in the sanatorium. And when I saw you again it all came back to me, Valentine……..and it just crushed me. I could not live with it. Perhaps I was a coward, as you said. When that lawyer showed up out of the clear, I saw my chance, and - I took it. But, believe me, money was not my motive. 
Val.:                 Let it rest. It doesn’t matter now.

Pierre:              I need more time, Valentine. Give me a day or so. I will  come to a decision one way or another. I promise I will.

Val.:                All right, Jacques. I am leaving for now. I have to contact somebody. But I’ll be back later.
Pierre:              Please, Valentine, not today. I won’t be here.
Val.:                All right, tomorrow morning then.
Pierre:              Good-bye, Valentine. May I keep the picture?

Val.:                 Of course, it’s for you. He is your son.
Pierre:              Thank you. Good-bye then.     (Valentine exits).
             Pierre looks at the photo and slowly begins to smile.

                                  Scene 4 – Same day - afternoon
Dobson  (outside):Mr. Willoughby here to see you, Sir.

                      Nigel enters. He is about 50, well-dressed, very English.
Nigel:               Hello, Pierre, my friend. You sounded upset on the phone. I got worried. I’ve come to see if I can help.
Pierre: (getting up)               Nigel, I am very grateful to you. Yes, I am upset, I am very, very upset. A lot of things have happened.  I need a drink.  (he pours drinks). Let’s sit down (both sit down). I told you about my-sister-in law Valentine. She was here again this morning. She insists on my going back to France with her. She is hammering away at me. And she has a whole arsenal of arguments. First she told me it’s my duty. Is it? Maybe it is, but I am sick of fighting. War, war, war. She wants me to join the French Resistance. (raising his voice) Why the devil should I?  Again fighting, running, hiding, killing?  J’ai marre des guerres! J’en ai marre! Sorry, Nigel, my French slips out when I’m upset. I said I am sick and tired of war.
Nigel:               I know you were wounded and had amnesia for years. And that eventually something made your memory come back. But I don’t actually know what made you leave France.

Pierre:                I’ll tell you. All this is troubles me a lot, Nigel. Was it right for me to leave? I’ve been telling myself that I simply couldn’t live with the memories of my past, that I had to shake them off somehow, and start over. Maybe that was cowardly. Maybe I ought to have stayed and faced my past. But then, out of the clear, this opportunity came along and – I took it. Was that a manly thing to do? I did have an old grudge against my mother, and I still do, but I never held a grudge against my brother George, and - (slight pause)  there is something which will make me feel ashamed for the rest of my life:  In 1917 I had an affair with his wife, Nigel. While my brother was  in the trenches fighting the enemy. And now Valentine is here and trying to get me to go back to France. And to come back to her. She is appealing to my patriotism. She insists on my joining the underground, but I believe that she has personal reasons that are even stronger. She wants me, and I don’t want that. It would be like resurrecting a past that would rather forget.
Nigel:                One can probably never get rid of one’s past, Pierre, but you are here now. We are at war here too. Maybe the Yanks and the Russians will come in.  That’ll be the end of the Germans. Meanwhile your job here is important. The memories will fade in time.

Pierre:                 I don’t know, Nigel. It was a lie that brought me here. Let me explain: A man came over from London claiming me as a member of his family for some shady inheritance purpose. He even promised me some money. The whole thing was a sham, of course, but I jumped at it and left France with him. He gave me a forged passport on the name “Pierre Marchand” – ha! Well, you know that’s not my real name. I am Jacques Renaud, and I’ll always be Jacques Renaud. And Valentine thinks I left for the money. But that wasn’t it.  (pause) You see, when you come right down to it - my whole life here is based on a lie, isn’t it? And on cowardice because I couldn’t to face up to the past. (pause) You say my work is important. I hope so. I always thought it was. Does doing my work here redeem me? I don’t know. One moment I feel I have to go back to France. And the next moment I realize it is more important that I stay here. (pause) I’ve got to decide to whom I owe my duty? What would you do in my place?
Nigel:                     To whom do you owe this ‘redemption’, as you call it?

Pierre:                    To my brother, to my family, to France, to myself. I am tormented by that.
Nigel:                      I don’t know why you are torturing yourself, Pierre. You are helping your country and England by being here and working here. We all help in our own way. That wipes out the past.

Pierre:                      I haven’t told you everything yet. Listen, Valentine just told me that my brother is dead. Shot by the Gestapo. This weighs terribly heavy on me. He was older than I. He loved me, and he had always been a good brother. He forgave me for the affair with his wife. I don’t know how he was able to, but he did. He was a very kind person. He joined the underground. And now he is dead.

Nigel:                     You can’t bring him back, Pierre. I repeat your work here is very important to our defense. France and England are allies. You are helping. It should make no difference where. 

Pierre:                     There is something else, Nigel.          (brief pause)
Nigel:                      Personal too?
Pierre:                     Yes. (slight pause). I just told you about Valentine. Nigel, she told me that she and I have a child, a little boy of six. She named him Jacques, after me. You can imagine, that was another shock for me.
Nigel:                     Yes, I can understand that.  What I don’t understand is that the child is only six years old.  How is that possible?  You said you had an affair with Valentine in 1918. 
Pierre:                     I saw Valentine again in ‘34. She came to the sanatorium. She posed as a laundry girl. I didn’t recognize her. I had amnesia. But she knew that I was her brother-in-law. We spent one night together.
Nigel:                    I can well imagine how upsetting all this must be for you. Especially now that you know you have a little boy over there.

Pierre:                     I just don’t know what to do, Nigel. I need a chance to think. I told Valentine I need time to think. But she doesn’t understand that.
Nigel:                    Well, this is something you will have to work out with yourself, Pierre, and with Valentine. I can’t advise you. But you know that you are needed here.  (pause)    I’ll have to go now. There’s a meeting in half an hour that I can’t miss. But I’ll be in touch. Of course, everything you’ve told me is just between you and me. So long, my friend.  (leaves.)
Pierre:                     So long, Nigel. And thank you for coming.
                                               Scene 5  - A few hours later 
                        Pierre at his desk. He turns on desk lamp. Susan enters.
Susan:                     Hello, Pierre. Are you ready?

Pierre:                     Oh, it’s you Susan. You are early, it’s just a quarter after six. 

Susan:                     That’s good. We can have a snack before the movie goes on. 
Pierre:                     Susan, I’m not sure I want to go to a movie tonight.

                                    Suddenly Valentine bursts into the office
Pierre:                     Valentine! I told you not to come! Susan and I have a date, do you mind?

Val.:                        I certainly do. I must talk to you, Jacques.
Pierre:                     Not now.
Susan:                     Again the lady from France! I wish you’d send her home, Pierre!
Val.:                        What‘s she doing here? Tell her to leave, Jacques! I must talk to you alone!
Susan:                      Pierre, why is she calling you “Jacques”?
Pierre:                      Never mind that.

Susan:                      Well, tell me some time. But tell her to go away.
Pierre:                      Valentine, will you please leave. I can’t see you now.
Susan:                      What do you want from him anyhow?
Val.:                         I’m not leaving. Not till I have accomplished what I came for.

Susan:                      Et ça veut dire?
Val.:                         Ah, she speaks French! Well, my dear, it means that Jacques will go back to France. With me.

Susan:                       You can’t mean that.
Val.:                          Of course, I do. Pierre is French. He has no business being here. 

Pierre:  (to V.)           Valentine  -   Susan and I  -  
Val.:                          Are you going to get rid of that silly girl?

Susan: (very upset)   Pierre, don’t listen to that woman.
Val.: (to Susan, strong)            Will you be quiet! You had better go right now!

Susan: (stubbornly)   I am not leaving!

\                         
                                  Susan sits down

Val.:  (very urgent)    Jacques, get rid of her. Now!
Susan:  (taunting)      Pierre and I are going to get married.

Val.:  (strong)            I wouldn’t count on that if I were you, dearie!
Pierre: (suddenly decisive)  Valentine, I told you, I can’t go back and I won’t go back. That’s final.
Val.:  (strong)             I won’t accept that answer, Jacques. 

Pierre:                         You will have to. I have my reasons. Very strong reasons.
Val.: (screams)           Oh, is that so?! – and  (pointing at Susan)  that’s the reason!  She is not going to stand in our way. I’ll take care of her!
                       She takes a gun from her pocket without pointing it yet.
Pierre:                          No….. no……. no!!  Drop that gun, you’re mad!

Val.: (categoric)         Will you come, yes or no?

Pierre:                         No, I can’t. Give me that gun!
Val.:  (screams)          Then to hell with both of you!
Valentine fires two shots at Susan who slumps in her chair. She then slowly raises gun at Pierre. Pierre knocks it out of her hand, feels Susan’s pulse.
Pierre:                        She’s dead!
Val.:                           She stood between us. Good riddance!
Pierre:                        You are a fool, a damned fool. It wasn’t that at all!

Val.:                           What else? Do you deny that you were lovers?

Pierre:                        You’ve made a stupid, horrible mistake. You’ve no idea what you’ve done!

Val.:                            Oh, yes, I do. She was what was keeping you here. She said just before that you were going to marry her.

Pierre:”                        You are totally mistaken. She meant nothing to me. She wasn’t keeping me here.

Val.:                             Then what?

Pierre:                           I suppose I shouldn’t be telling you this. Susan was very important in a way you don’t know and cannot imagine. She was half-German. Her name was Beck. She was a German agent. She belonged to a German spy network that has managed to infiltrate important British government departments. MI-6 had been watching her for several months. I started going out with her because I was trying to get to the spy ring thru her, and now you have destroyed all that. You have ruined everything. MI-6 had known for a long time who she was, but she had no idea who I was. You see, I am an agent of MI-6 myself, Valentine. Now do you understand why I remain in England? 
                                              Long pause

Val. (dejected):             What will happen to me?

Pierre:                            Nothing. Nothing at all. MI-6 will take care of everything. You’ll be taken back to France.   (pause)
Val.: (soft)                     Will I ever see you again, Jacques?
Pierre: (soft)                   Perhaps, Valentine. When the war is over. I want to see my son. Our son.

                                                 C U R T A I N
