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                                        Selwyn on the Lam               
                                         A Play in Two Acts        
                                         By Frank Reinhard

Characters:
Robert Fielding, alias Selwyn Sheffield
Emma Fielding née Ritthäuser

John Michaelson

Herr Winkelrad

Inspector Scharmatt
Background:
Selwyn Sheffield formerly owned the Wellington Art Gallery in New York with his partner Rodney Brooks. The gallery sold forgeries under a dead artist’s name for several years. The fraud was eventually discovered, Rodney Brooks went to federal prison, while Selwyn Sheffield escaped prosecution and fled to Switzerland where he is now living under the name Robert Fielding. He is married to Emma Ritthäuser. The entire action takes place in the office of the Fielding Art Gallery, Basel, owned by Robert and Emma.
The office is furnished with a desk, coffee table, chairs. There are one or two paintings on the wall, and several Asian sculptures displayed on a table. Liquor and glasses. A door leads to the gallery. There is an unseen door leading from the gallery to the hallway. 
                                               A c t   I

                                  Scene 1 – Monday morning
Robert and Emma are seated at a coffee table reading the morning papers.
Robert:                       What are you reading about, dear? 
Emma:                        Something about American politics. You know, there are always a lot of expressions in the Herald Tribune that I don’t understand. I ought to take more English lessons.
Robert:                      No, I don’t think you need lessons. You do very well. Certainly so much better than I do in German. Just keep reading and ask me about anything that isn’t clear to you.  I have a hard time just pronouncing  the name of this paper, and I don’t understand half of what I’m reading.

Emma:                      That’s not surprising, Robert. You haven’t been in the country all that long. The problem is that you and I always speak English to each other. It will be our third anniversary next month, and when we got married you hadn’t been here more than a month. And you didn’t know any German before you came. It’s a difficult language.
Robert:                      That’s certainly true. I’m struggling with it. But your English is so good, so it’s natural that we always speak English.
Emma:                      I had five years of English in school. As you know, my parents speak it quite well, too. Having a knowledge of French and English  is expected of educated people here. But you and I should talk a little more  German.
Robert:                       Yes, you’re right, dear. I’ll just have to try harder. (Both start reading again).

[ Note:  Dialog in italics is “internalized”. The actors look up from their reading matter now and then as though speaking to the audience rather than to each other showing that their minds wander over different subjects. Their voices should change when they do normal dialog. ]
Robert:                        I wonder if she suspects something.  She couldn’t possibly know why I left the U.S., and of course she has no inkling that Robert Fielding isn’t my real name. Thank God for that.    (pause)    We had a whirlwind courtship. I wasn’t really in love with her. Am I now? Perhaps I am. In any case when I got here three years ago I  needed the Swiss residence permit. It was my main reason for marrying Emma. I have to be honest about that. At least to myself. 
                                           Pause.
Emma:                      Sometimes I wonder why we got married. He was in such a hurry! We had hardly met. I remember walking in the park. I  sat down on a bench, and there he came along and started talking to me. I noticed his accent right away, so I asked him to speak to me in English. 
                                         Pause.

Robert:                    She was alone in the park, and I found her attractive. Not very young, but attractive. I didn’t know if it is alright to walk up to a girl sitting on a park bench and talk to her -  just like that – in this conservative country. But I did.  Then I got this idea of getting my residence permit by marrying a Swiss girl. Why not her, I thought. I asked her for a date, and four weeks later we were married.

                                            Pause.

Emma:                   We began to talk. He told me he was from NewYork. I’m always interested in anything American, so I asked him many questions. He told me about life in America, but strangely, he would never say much about his work. Only that he was in the art business. I was curious to know what made him leave. His answer puzzled me. He said he wanted to spend his life in a nice quiet country. Isn’t strange for a man in his thirties to feel that way?
                                            Pause.
Robert:                 Touch wood, I never heard from back home.  “Home” sounds funny, because Basel is home now. I got out by the skin of my teeth. If they had come five minutes earlier I wouldn’t have.  I hope I’m okay over here. I am, as the expression goes, on the lam. Switzerland is a lovely country, but maybe I should have picked one that doesn’t have an extradition treaty with the U.S.  Well, now I’m here, I’m married, - happily, I think, and I have my residence papers.  And a new name. “Robert Fielding”. It has a nice sound. Nicer than Selwyn Sheffield. How does that little nursery rhyme go?  “Ach, wie gut, dass niemand weiss……”.  “Ah, it’s good that no one knows that my name is  -   Selwyn Sheffield. “  I learned that little rhyme from Emma.  Ironic.
Emma:                   You know, Robert, the amount of money spent in America on elections seems incredible to me. On a percentage basis your country must spend about fifty times as much as Switzerland. I don’t understand American politics at all.
Robert: (absent-minded)   Who does, Emma? 

Emma:                    Listen to this, Robert: There’s something in this paper about an art gallery in New York. Apparently the owners did something unlawful three years ago, and the police are still looking into it. Now they seem to have new clues. If I understand it right, the owners knowingly sold forgeries of paintings by some famous artist. Have you ever heard of the Wellington Gallery or a painter named Willard?
Robert:                   I can’t say that I have, but of course there will always be art forgeries. It’s  too bad. It reflects on everybody in our field.
Emma:                   He gives me evasive answers when I ask something about the New York art world. How come he doesn’t know about that gallery? It must have been well-known if it’s mentioned in the Herald Tribune.
                                                   Pause.
Robert:                  I don’t like it that she saw that item. Hope she forgets it and doesn’t ask any more questions. In the future I had better look at the Herald Tribune before she gets hold of it.
                                                   Pause.
Emma:                  I wish Robert were more open with me. If he has something to hide he should confide in me. I am his wife. I am sure I would understand.  Why is he so secretive?

                                                  Pause.

Robert:                 There are many things I can never tell Emma. I know I could trust her, but she might mention something inadvertently to her parents. Every Sunday she is at their place for lunch. They always invite me, too, but I get out of it most of the time. I can’t stand her old man. But it’s very nice to get the monthly allowance he gives Emma.     (  pause  )    I  wonder when I’ll hear from Hong Sing. I am anxious to get the new shipment. When Emma is around I talk to Hong in Spanish, that’s our secret language, ha-ha. She must wonder why I don’t speak English with him.
                                                   Pause.
Emma:            When he gets these phone calls from Singapore he always speaks in Spanish. I think he doesn’t want me to understand. I am sure that’s the reason.  I thought they spoke English there.    (pause)
Emma:            What does the expression “on the lam” mean, Robert?
Robert:            What did you say?
Emma:             On the lam. It says here that this man is ‘on the lam.’

Robert:             Ah yes. Yes. It means he is evading the law, he is a fugitive from the law. The expression is not very common.

Emma:             I see. That’s slang, isn’t it? Isn’t it odd that they use slang in a newspaper?

Robert:             Not really. Americans are creative people. They have a way of creating new expressions, and then after a while these become generally accepted, and everybody uses them, even newspapers.
Emma:              Uh-huh. 
Robert:            How ironic she came across that term which just went thru my mind. Ah well, forget it.   (pause)     Too bad I wasn’t able to bring the Willard paintings, that one up there. But I  was certainly very lucky to get this contact with Hong Sing. The antiques he obtains in Thailand, Cambodia, and now even Burma, are great, and they sell so well. I wonder how he gets the certificates of non-excavation which the Swiss require now. Well, I know how he does it, he just pays off a lot of people. I don’t care so long as I can show legitimate provenance. But sometimes I wonder if his certificates would stand up under scrutiny.--   I’d love to find a contact for European antiquities too, like Roman, Greek, and Hittite work from Turkey. That’s big now here in Switzerland.  
                                             Pause.
Emma:             I can’t understand how these antiques leave those countries. They really belong in a museum, like the Rietberg Museum in Zürich. Of course, I am glad that we do well with them, but – I can’t help worrying. I hope we don’t get into some kind of trouble. Papa would be very upset. He was against our marriage. He kept saying that we don’t know enough about Robert. And that’s true, we really don’t. I know very little about him. It’s strange. Why did he marry me? I don’t think he was really in love with me. Sometimes I feel I can’t fully trust him. He is always secretive. 
                                              Pause.
Robert:           Poor Rodney couldn’t make up his mind to leave. I wonder what happened to him. I hope it didn’t go to badly for him. He could say that he didn’t know much about the business, but they probably wouldn’t have accepted that because he was my partner.      (  pause)  Sometimes I think of Willard. I shudder to think how he may have met his end, but he chose to live in the jungle, and so he got killed there.   (   pause )      No more forgeries. Only genuine certified antiques. I heard that many of the antiquities in a California museum have turned out to have been looted from excavations in Italy, and now the curator seems to be in big trouble. Even the Metropolitan. Well, museums are in the public eye. Fielding Gallery is too small to be noticed, and in any case I have all the necessary documents. 
Emma: (putting down her paper)              Should we hire a receptionist, Robert? Or are you pleased with the one we have?

Robert:             The one we have does beautifully, sweetheart, and she speaks five languages! You don’t mind being a receptionist, do you?

Emma:               No, not at all. But sometimes I feel I should know more about the business.  (slight pause).  Anyway, I think I had better go to my desk, it’s almost ten o’clock – time to open the gallery.         (she goes into the gallery).

Robert:             I don’t want strangers around. Emma knows hardly anything about the business, and I want to keep it that way. I don’t want an accountant. I can do the books myself.   ( Pause ). Emma’s father is such an old goat. I do like her mother, though. But they are both straight-laced, old-fashioned people, typically Swiss.  What bothers me is that they made me sign a pre-nuptial. That really wasn’t fair. All the money in the gallery came from me. If we get divorced, or if I die, everything goes to Emma.   (Pause)   Why should we get divorced? I  am not planning to die, either.    (Pause) Oh, I almost forgot, Hong Sing was supposed to call. What’s keeping him? Maybe he’s not back from Rangoon.  I should give him a call.
             He puts down his paper, picks up phone and dials eleven digits  
Emma:  (from the gallery):   There’s a Mr. Michaelson here to see you, Mr.Fielding.
Robert: (hangs up phone): Please have him come in.
John Michaelson enters. He is American, handsome, tall and impressive looking. He is carrying a package.

Robert:                             Good morning, Sir. What can I do for you?
Michaelson:                     Hello. Mr. – uh -  Fielding?

Robert:                             Yes, I am Robert Fielding.
Michaelson:                      I am pleased to meet you, Sir. My name is John Michaelson. Aren’t you originally from New York?

Robert:                             Uh – ye-es – that was quite a long time ago.

Michaelson:                      I see. 
Robert:                             What can I do for you, Mr. Michaelson?

Michaelson:                     May I have a look around?

Robert:                             Of course. 

Michaelson:                      I am interested in Oriental antiques. Especially representations of the Buddha. That’s now my passion. I used to collect  paintings - original paintings by contemporary artists. I still do to some extent, but my main interest is in South East Asian antiques.
Robert:                             You’ve come to the right place, Sir. We just received this very fine seated Buddha from Thailand. (pointing to it). 

Michaelson:                    Yes. Beautiful. What material is it made of?
Robert:                             It’s white marble with gold decoration. From the 13th century, the so-called Súkhothai period.
Michaelson:                     Súkhothai? Ah yes. Yes. I was in Thailand several times. Very nice indeed. What are you asking for it?

Robert:                            Twelve-thousand franks.

Michaelson:                     Hmm. (inspecting it) It is very nice. Yes. Very nice indeed. (turning to another sculpture). But I am more interested in this one.  
Robert:                             Ah, you have excellent taste, Sir. This is our very best piece. It is from Burma – I should say Myanmar, as the country is called now. It dates from the 9th century A.D.  --   Carved wood, gilded. It was recently found in a long-forgotten royal palace in Northern Burma. The Mandalay area. A very rare find. In fact, it is unique. We were very lucky to get it. Look at the excellent craftsmanship on the ‘Úshnisha’

Michaelson:                      Uh - Úshnisha?
Robert:                              The head ornament, Sir.
Michaelson:                      Ah yes, of course, of course. How much is this statue?
Robert:                              I am asking two-hundred-ten thousand Franks.

Michaelson:                      That’s  very substantial sum, Sir.
Robert:                              Not really, when you consider its origin and rarity. When the palace was discovered two like statues were found. The other one is now in the National Museum of Myanmar in Rangoon.
Michaelson:                       Yes, I understand. Indeed I do. But I am afraid that’s a great deal more than I can afford.  But I am interested. Are you willing to negotiate?

Robert:                               I don’t see how I can, Sir.  There’s nothing like it except its companion piece in the museum. 

Michaelson: (musing)        Hmm. Yes, I see. In the museum. Indeed. Still, it is too much money for me. Maybe I should look at something smaller. How about this little one? Where is it from?
Robert:                              It’s from Nepal. It’s called a Tara. A female manifestation of the Buddha. Not very old - late nineteenth century, but a splendid example of Nepalese workmanship. We would sell this one for three-thousand franks.
Michaelson:                     Yes, I want to consider that one. May I ask you a question, Sir? How do you get these pieces?  Especially that very old one from Burma. Isn’t their exportation prohibited?

Robert:                              Well, Sir, - we have our ways. They are all genuine pieces. We issue, of course, certificates of authenticity.

Michaelson:                       Oh, I don’t doubt that they are genuine.  No, no, I don’t doubt that at all. I don’t think that’s a problem. Well – anyway – let me give it a little thought.
Robert:                               Are you perhaps interested in Cloisonné?

Michaelson:                        In what?

Robert:                                Cloisonné. That’s a special way of enameling. The best work of this kind comes from China. We happen to have this very fine vase from the Beijing area. Quite inexpensive, for what it is – nine-hundred franks.
Michaelson:                        No, I don’t think I am interested in that.
Robert:                                Chinese prints perhaps?
Michaelson:                        No, I don’t collect prints. Anyway, right now I would like to look at the painting you have up there. We’ll talk about the Buddha statues later.
Robert:                                Of course. You’re looking a very excellent landscape by Willard, a noted American artist. (pointing to it). You are familiar with Willard?  (Michaelson nods) Then you probably know that he died several years go.

Michaelson:                         Yes – so I’ve heard. Died somewhere in a jungle, didn’t he? I own two of his paintings. As a matter of fact, I brought them. I have them right here in this package. I would like to show them to you. May I?

Robert:                                 Certainly.    (Michaelson puts two paintings on desk. Robert examines them).  Ah, these are very nice. Very nice indeed. Why did you bring them all the way from America?

Michaelson:                           Well, I brought them, because you have been mentioned to me as an expert on Willard’s art. The thing is that I am a little worried. I paid $30,000 for this one, and $28,000 for this one.   (pointing).  
Robert:                                  They are both beautiful paintings by a very famous artist and certain to be a good investment.

Michaelson:                          Ye-es, I hope so. I do buy for investment, but you see, Mr. – uh - Fielding, there seems to be a problem that I am quite concerned about. There are some differences between the two. Perhaps not so obvious to me, but you, Sir, have a trained eye. I showed them to a representative of Sotheby’s, and, he pointed this out to me.  
Robert:  (examines paintings) Hmm, I don’t know what you are referring to – they are both fine Willard paintings.

Michaelson:                          Ye-es. But – you see – Mr. – uh - Fielding, it’s been pointed out to me that these colors -  look at this violet for example – and also this ochre here - they are too different from these  (pointing first to one and then to the other painting) to be by the same artist’s hand. See? They can’t be. At least that’s what I’ve been told. What’s your opinion, Mr. – uh – Fielding?
Robert:                                   I do see some differences here, but – you see, Mr. Michaelson, - uh – I think – well, it’s pretty clear to me that these paintings were done at least three years apart, and the artist’s style may have – uh  -  evolved, you might say. As you may know, this occurs quite frequently. With many painters. It’s quite common.
Michaelson:                           Yes, Mr. Fielding, yes, yes, indeed, I am aware of that. I bought both paintings from the same gallery in New York – the Wellington Art Gallery on Fourth Avenue. Did you know them by chance? Are they reputable?  Or were they, I should say?
Robert:                                   Uh – I can’t recall the name right now.

Michaelson:                           You can’t, Mr. Fielding? Indeed. They were involved in quite a scandal. They are closed now. Didn’t you have an art gallery at one time in New York?  
Robert:                                   Ye-es – quite a long time ago. 
Michaelson:                           And you don’t recall that scandal?  Hmm. You have been in Switzerland long, Mr. Fielding?

Robert:                                   Oh, yes. Several years. My wife is from Basel.
Michaelson:                           Ah, yes. That’s your wife out there in the gallery?     Robert nods.  Pause.     Well, you see, Mr. Fielding, I am of the opinion that this painting here is a forgery. I don’t think Willard painted it.
Robert: (looking at both paintings)                                  A forgery? Oh, no, I don’t think so. The signatures are completely identical. What makes you think that one of them is not a genuine Willard?

Michaelson:                           The gentleman from Sotheby’s said so, Mr. Fielding. He was pretty sure about it. You see – I paid good money for it. If it is indeed a forgery – well – you can be sure, I would leave no stone unturned to get my money back. Oh, yes, you can be sure of that. And if I found the responsible parties I would bring them to justice. (softly as if to himself). Yes, Sir, I would bring them to justice.
Robert:                                    Well, of course, of course. But -  Sotheby – you know, they are not necessarily right.
Michaelson:                             Quite so, Mr. Fielding, quite so. That’s why I engaged an expert in pigmentation analysis, Dr. Hillary Matthews of the UCLA art department. She was of the opinion that different grade pigments were used in these two paintings. She believed that this might point to two different artists. However, she referred me to a Mr. Ronald Carlsson in Chicago who is an X-ray expert. She said he was the man who can make a final determination. I am sure you have heard of him. (Brief pause)  I am very thorough, Mr. Fielding, very thorough where my interests are concerned. 
Robert:                                     Of course, you are, Sir. You have to be.

Michaelson:                             So-o – uh - Mr. Fielding, I got in touch with Ronald Carlsson. He specializes in X-raying paintings and suspected forgeries. Mr.Carlsson used his technique to examine both paintings very thoroughly and came to the conclusion that one of them is not by Willard. He based his conclusion on the fact that the artist of that painting,  -  this one here, Mr.Fielding  -  used the same canvas several times. An X-ray examination revealed these so-called ‘under-paintings’ which gave the new painting a certain texture that distinguishes it clearly from a painting on a fresh, unused canvas. Now, I was told that Willard always used fresh canvases.
Robert:                                     Hmm. 
Michaelson:                             There was a big, big scandal a few years, Mr. Fielding. In New York. Shook up the whole art world. That’s what started me on my investigation. I am very surprised that you hadn‘t heard of it?

Robert:                                      Coming to think of it, I recall reading something about that in the papers.  

Michaelson:                              Yes, of course you did, Mr. Fielding, of course you did! It was a big thing at the time. I am told the gallery had been selling forgeries of Willard paintings for several years. They knew what they were doing because they themselves arranged it. I understand the principal owner has fled the country. In fact he is supposed to be in Switzerland. The police are looking for him.  ( Slight pause).  Interpol is supposed to be involved too.
Robert:                                      Fled the country? Really? That’s pretty bad.
Michaelson:                              Yes, indeed, Mr. Fielding, it’s very bad, yes, so it is. Well, I must bid you good-by for now. But I shall be back. We must talk a little more about your 9th century Buddha from Burma. Myanmar rather. One must really get accustomed to the new name of that country. I understand they have a nasty bunch of rulers over there. Anyway, I am very interested in that statue. It’s from a royal palace, you said? Well, well, that’s really something! I shall call on you again soon. 
Robert:                                      I am curious, Sir, where did you acquire your interest in Buddhist art?

Michaelson:                              In Vietnam, Sir.

Robert:                                      Ah.

Michaelson:                              Yes, in Vietnam. Special Forces, Sir. 

Robert:                                      I see. - Where are you staying, Mr.Michaelson?

Michaelson:                              At the Basel Hilton

Robert: (eagerly)                      May I contact you there?

Michaelson:                              If you like, Sir. But don’t worry, I’ll be back. I’ll be back. Good-by for now.         (he leaves).

Robert (to himself):                   Who the hell is this guy? All those hints. He sure knows more than he lets on. He was right about the paintings. I am lucky he never saw me at the Wellington Gallery. Rodney must have handled the sales. Could he possibly be police or Interpol? Who knows. He was with a Special Forces unit in Vietnam. Those guys often joined the police after the war. But why would he bring the paintings? So what’s he after? I’m a little worried. I don’t believe for a minute he is interested in Asian antiques. Certainly not in buying any. I think he is posing as a collector. All those questions he asked, and the way he pretended to be interested in the Burmese Buddha. I think he’s got to be with Interpol. Yes, that’s probably what it is, he is after illegally exported art. Good thing I can prove provenance, but -  if they really dig they’ll get to Hong Sing, and I don’t know where this can lead. I’m afraid there could be trouble. I had better warn Hong.
He picks up phone and starts to dial, but Emma comes in.
Emma:                                     What did he want, Robert?

Robert:                                     He collects Buddhist art. 
Emma:                                      Did he buy anything?

Robert:                                      Not yet. But he said he will be back.

Emma:                                       I saw that he was carrying a large satchel. It looked like it might contain a painting. Did he show it to you?

Robert:                                      No, he didn’t. He didn’t open it. I don’t know what was in it.
Emma:                                       Is he interested in the Burmese Buddha?

Robert:                                       Very much so, it seemed. But he balks at the price.

Emma:                                       Balks? What does that mean?

Robert:                                       It means he doesn’t like the price.
Emma:                                        I see. Well, it is certainly very expensive. --Anyway, it’s soon time for lunch. How about the The Bären-Stube? I like their Émincé de Veau. Here’s a German tongue twister for you: in German we say ‘Geschnetzles’.
Robert:                                        The Bären-Stube is fine with me. Let’s close up and go.
                                           (they leave together).

                                       Scene Two – Next Day – Morning
Visitor’s voice: (In the gallery) Grüetzi. Winkelrad isch der Nome. Isch der Herr Fielding do?

Emma:   (in the gallery)             Jawohl, Herr Winkelrad. I’ll let Mr.Fielding know. (she appears in door, speaking to Robert).  There’s a Mr.Winkelrad here to see you, Mr.Fielding.  
Robert:                                        Please have him come in.

           Winkelrad enters. He is jovial, a little apologetic, and smiles a lot.
Winkelrad:                                  Grüetzi, Herr Fielding.

Robert:                                        How do you do, Sir. 
Winkelrad:                                  Sie schpreche nit düütsch?

Robert:                                        Not much, I’m afraid, but I can call my secretary. She’s bilingual.

Winkelrad:                                   Das isch nit nötig.  It’s not necessary. I speak English a little bit. Not so good, but I try. My name is Winkelrad. I am with the Interior Ministry.

Robert:                                        Ye-es? What can I do for you, Herr Winkelrad?

Winkelrad:                                  Herr Fielding, you have had this gallery three years, ja? 

Robert:                                        That’s right. Would you like to see our permit?

Winkelrad:                                  That’s not necessary, Herr Fielding, we know you have a permit. But I would like to ask you if you have antique pieces from Asia here in your gallery?
Robert:                                        Yes, indeed, we do. We have some very fine antiques from Burma, Thailand and Cambodia. And Nepal.
Winkelrad:                                  Aha. Ja. I see. I will not take too much of your time, Herr Fielding, so I will tell you in my bad English why I come. Our Ministry has received information from the Antiquities Department of  Myanmar – that means Burma -  that certain art objects have left that country –  how shall I say -  -  illegally, and they are now in Switzerland. Antique objects, Herr Fielding, that are not permitted for export. Very old ones. Very valuable ones. Supposedly they were looted from ancient sites and smuggled out of Myanmar. The Burmese are very upset and have asked our Ministry to investigate. We must check with all the galleries. (pointing to Buddha statue)  That fine statue over there is from Burma, is it not?  Do you have other Burmese antiques in your gallery?
Robert:   (a little upset)            Yes, we do, Sir. We have several pieces, but we obtained all of them, of course, legally. We wouldn’t do it any other way. We do not buy anything direct in Myanmar. I am quite familiar with their export restrictions. We purchase our antiques in Singapore from a very reputable dealer. I have known him for a long time. He handled Burmese antiques long before the restrictions took effect. We can prove the provenance of each piece we have here. 
Winkelrad:                                 Ja, ja, ich verschteh’ schon, mein Herr. I understand, Sir, no need to upset yourself. I am sure everything is in order. But we are bound by an agreement with the Myanmar government to make an investigation. So, we have to do it. They would do the same for us if we asked them to look for – ha-ha-  Swiss antiquities in their country. You are not smiling? That was meant as a little joke!
Robert:   (tries to smile a little).  Ah, yes, I get it.

Winkelrad:                                   You ‘get’ it?

Robert:                                          The joke.

Winkelrad:                                    Ach so, ‘get’ means ‘understand’?  English is so confusing.

Robert:    ( impatient)                    My time is limited today, Herr Winkelrad. Can I do anything else for you right now?
Winkelrad:                                      Ja, Herr Fielding. Of course, I know, you are a busy man. I am sorry to cause you all this inconvenience but I have to see all the certificates of provenance of all the Burmese pieces in your gallery. And maybe at the same time you should show me the documents for your antiques from other countries as well, ja? Just the important pieces. You have pieces from Thailand and Cambodia, ja? We might get requests for investigation from those countries too. Nowadays one never knows. Oh yes, and then I must also have the names of your overseas vendors. I apologize – this is much trouble for you. But I am sure it’s just a formality.
Robert:   (very nervous)                   Certainly, Sir. I will provide you with all the information you need. I am sure you will find everything in good order.

Winkelrad:                                       Das isch guet, Herr Fielding. I like your expression ‘ In Good Order’. That’s very good. That’s what we like here in Switzerland. We always say here in our language:  ‘Alles in guet Ordnig’. But, you see, Herr Fielding, we do have to trace. We must trace each piece to the point of origin. Ja, ja, each piece. By international agreement. It’s a lot of work, but we must do it. I shall be back – shall we say –  the day after tomorrow? Say, at eight o’clock in the morning?  Ja? 
Robert:    (very nervous)                 Yes, of course. That’s all right. I’ll see you out.

Winkelrad:                                       Nüt nötig, Herr Fielding, ich kenn doch de Weig. Merci villmool, und uf Wiederseh.       (he leaves).
Robert:  (picks up phone and dials an eleven-digit number. After a few seconds the call goes thru):         Is that you Hong?........Robert here. You can speak English, there’s nobody here right now………………………Yes, I know, but that’s not why I am calling. Listen, something has happened here. A man from the Swiss Ministry of the Interior came to see me today. ……………………………..Yes, that’s it – he wants to trace the provenance of everything. (urgently)  Each piece, I tell you! Each piece, and he mentioned specifically the Buddha from Mandalay! They’ve been contacted by the Myanmar government. Somehow they seem to be aware of us..………....... No, he didn’t seem to have your name but I’ll have to give it to him if he asks for it because he wants the names of all our vendors…………….. ............................What? You had a visit too? From whom did you say?...........................................The Singapore Antiquities people? We sure don’t want to get in trouble with them  …………………. ……………….…..Hong, we had better put everything on hold for the time being. Don’t make any shipments until this blows over. I am very worried.   .……………You had better contact your sources, especially your Rangoon people so they know what to expect……….No, I don’t know yet. But he wants to trace Thai and Cambodian pieces too………. So please hold all shipments…………. No, don’t ship that either. I said all shipments, do you hear? Wait till you hear from me again………… Yes. Bye.    (he hangs up, returns to his desk looking frantically thru some papers. A few seconds later Emma comes in.)  
Emma:  (upset)                                   Robert, I heard what the man from the ministry said. I’m worried. What’s going on?
Robert: (a bit irritated)                      Nothing is going on, Emma. Don’t worry your pretty head. Everything is fine.

Emma:  (pressing)                              But, Robert, when Mr.Winkelrad comes back what are you going to show him? Can you come up with all the documents he is asking for?
Robert:  (getting more irritated)         Of course I can! We have bills of lading, customs receipts, certificates of authenticity, and all the certificates of non-excavation for each important piece, - we have everything. Our books are in order. I can prove where everything originated. I am not in the least bit concerned.
Emma:   (upset)                                   But I am concerned, Robert! Those documents may not be enough. And are they real?  How well do you know that man in Singapore to whom you always speak in Spanish? Why don’t you speak English with him?  Maybe you don’t want me to understand? 
Robert:  (irritated)                              Emma, I speak in Spanish to Mr.Hong because he was born in Peru. He grew up with Spanish and he speaks it better than English. That’s why. He is a serious businessman. What are you getting at?

Emma:   (angry)                                 You never tell me anything, Robert. I don’t know what’s going on. You have all kinds of secrets. All I know is that we sell Asian antiques which we get thru Singapore. But how do they get to Singapore? Were they perhaps – how do you say in English? -  ‘looted’ and smuggled out?  I am beginning to get worried. You know that father has an important position in the Swiss government. If there is just a hint of suspicion he will be very upset.
Robert:  (very angry)                        I am telling you, Emma, neither you nor your father have anything to worry about. I run a legitimate business. You can be sure of that. 
Emma: (determined, threatening)   Well, I hope so, Robert, but I am not so sure. I tell you one thing: if I find out that you are lying to me I shall leave you. We respect our laws here in Switzerland. Just remember that. And, I’ll say it again – I will not stay with you if you’re involved in something illegal! And I want to be present when Mr.Winkelrad comes back. And also when that strange Mr. Michaelson comes back. I heard some of what he said thru the door. I want to hear all he has to say. He, too, seems to suspect something! (very angry) You can’t keep me in ignorance!                 
Robert: (upset and angry)                      Ah, keep your shirt on, Emma. If you know what that means. 

Emma: (very angry now)                        I don’t, and I don’t care. I find your behavior toward me very strange. Yes, strange and offensive. You have been secretive and condescending toward me. I am getting very angry and upset. I am not to be treated like Nora in Ibsen’s  “Doll’s House”! Or I might just walk out the way she did! You had better remember that! 
(she resolutely walks out and slams the door).
Robert  (to himself):   So now I have to worry about her and her family as well. And that mysterious Michaelson!  I can’t figure him out. What does he really want from me? Is he with Interpol? He said he would be back. I’ll have to be on my toes with him.

                              Scene Three – Next Day Morning
Robert alone in the office.  Emma’s voice:  “Mr. Michaelson is here”.
Robert:                               Please have him come in.      (Michaelson enters. Emma follows him. She sits down and listens to the conversation).
Michaelson:                       Good morning, Sir. What a lovely morning. I walked all the way from the hotel. Basel is a beautiful city. 
Robert:                               Hello, Mr.Michaelson. Please have a seat. (they sit down at coffee table, Emma, too, but somewhat  apart)  Nice to see you again. What can I do for you today?

Michaelson:                        I’ve been thinking about that Buddha statue from Northern Burma. That one (points to it). By the way, how long have you had it?  
Robert:                                Not long. And it is certain not to stay here very long. Why are you asking?

Michaelson:                        Well, you see, Mr. Fielding, I am a serious collector, and if there’s one thing I don’t want it is a piece of questionable  provenance.
Robert:                                 I already told you. I will give you a certificate of authenticity.

Michaelson:                         I am not implying that the statue is a fake, Mr. Fielding.

Robert:                                 I am not sure I understand.

Michaelson:                         Maybe I haven’t made myself clear, Sir. Authenticity is not the issue. Legitimate provenance is.  I must make sure, absolutely sure, that the piece was officially released by the Burmese authorities, and legitimately obtained by you.
Robert:                                 I can provide you with a copy of the certificate of non-excavation, issued and signed by an agency of the Government of Myanmar. That’s your guarantee that everything is in order.
Michaelson:                          I don’t think so. A certificate of non-excavation only says that the statue wasn’t dug up somewhere. It could have been discovered above ground. And what’s more, any certificate can be forged, Sir.
Robert:                                  Not very likely in this case.

Michaelson:                          There are people who can do that quite easily. You know that very well, Mr.Fielding.
Robert:                                  I must take exception to your statement, Sir. If I understand you right, you are implying that I sell contraband art and provide forged certificates? That’s a very serious accusation - if that’s what you really mean!

Michaelson:  (quietly)         That’s precisely what I mean, Sir.
Robert: (challenging)           What proof do you have to support these  allegations?

Michaelson: (calmly)            None at the moment. Just my own feeling. Call it an intuition. And I am still willing to consider the purchase if you can positively show me that the piece was exported legitimately from Myanmar and imported legitimately into Switzerland. And provided we can agree on the price.
Robert:                                   I can certainly prove the legitimate provenance of the statue. I can even show you the bill of lading, certificate of origin, and customs receipt. What more do you want?

Michaelson:                          Let this go for the moment. The let’s talk about the price. I am offering you one-hundred-fifty thousand franks.

Robert:                                  That’s out of the question, Mr. Michaelson.

Michaelson:                           All right, we’ll talk about it later. Let’s first talk about the paintings. May I see the Willard you have for sale?

Robert:  (pointing)                It’s right up there.

Michaelson: (calmly)           Ah yes. There it is. But that is not a genuine Willard.

Robert:  (very upset)              How can you say that?

Michaelson: (calmly)             Because, Sir, I believe it, and I have good reason to believe it. I have conclusive proof.
Robert: (defensive)                You have nothing of the kind. What you told me about the painting you showed me is not ‘proof’ one way or another from an authenticity point of view.

Michaelson: (calm and firm) Could be, Mr.Fielding, but I think it is. And what’s more, Sir – I believe you are an impostor.

Robert: (very upset)               Sir, this conversation is offensive and absurd, and I have no intention of prolonging it. You had better leave. Miss Emma,  the gentleman is leaving. Will you please show him out.
Emma:  (jumps up)               But Robert! What’s your answer to his statements? You can’t just leave it at that. He’s made serious accusations!

Robert:                                     I don’t intend to dignify them with an answer. (to Michaelson). Will you please leave, Sir!
Michaelson:                             I have no intention of leaving, Mr.Sheffield.

Emma:                                      Sheffield??
Robert:                                     Get out!

Michaelson:                             No, Sir. I’m staying.

Robert:                                     I have no more business with you, and I want you to get out. Or shall I call the police?

Michaelson:                             The police? Ha-ha. That’s a good one. The Swiss police, the FBI, or Interpol?  I think Swiss Immigration will also be very interested. Which do you prefer, Selwyn? Take your pick.

Emma: ( very alarmed)           Selwyn?? Sheffield??  What is this??
Robert:                                    My name is Robert Fielding.
Michaelson:                            No, Sir. Your name is Selwyn Sheffield. That’s what it says on your birth certificate. 
Robert:                                      What business you do have coming in here and making these crazy allegations?!
Michaelson:                              Very important business, my friend.

Robert:                                       I want you to get out right now.

Michaelson:                               I am in no hurry.

Robert:                                       Get the hell out of here, or  -! (he takes out a gun, but doesn’t point it).

Emma:  (gets up and screams)   Robert!! What’s that?! Put that away!!
Michaelson: (taking out his own gun, but not pointing it either)     Ah – now you’re talking my language, Selwyn. Remember I was in the Special Forces. You had better put that away. By the way, do you have a permit for it?
Robert: (challenging)               Do you?

Michaelson:  (very calm)         As a matter of fact, I do, my friend. Would you like to see it? 
Robert: (putting away gun)      What the bloody hell do you want from me anyway, Michaelson, if that’s your name?
Michaelson: (putting away his gun).    Quite a bit, Robert – or Selwyn - whichever you prefer. But we don’t have to talk about it now, do we? We have plenty of time. Our talks will take time. I might stay here in our beautiful Basel for a long time. Yes, my friend, a very long time. In fact as long as I wish. You see, I was born here. I have Swiss citizenship. 
Emma: (very upset, to Robert):           What does all this mean, Robert? Why does he say your name is Selwyn Sheffield? Is that your name??  WHO ARE YOU ??
Robert:                                    I can explain all that, Emma.
Emma: (determined and very upset))               I am certainly anxious to hear your explanation! And I want you to understand this:  here in Switzerland we don’t settle disputes with guns! Do you think you are in Chicago?! How did you bring a gun into this country anyway?  (Robert is silent).    
(to Michaelson)  And that goes for you too, Sir. You two seem to think this is the Wild West.
Michaelson:                             I have a gun permit, dear lady. I am Swiss.

Emma:                                     Sie schpreche Schwytzer Düütsch?

Michaelson:                             Ja, natürli’, Frau Emma!     (he starts to walk out)

Emma: (getting up quickly)     Wait, Mr. Michaelson, I want to talk to you. (she runs after him. Robert appears dumbfounded. She turns to Robert): You and I will have to have a very serious talk, Robert. Or is your name Selwyn?  When I come back. If I come back at all, that is.   (She leaves with Michaelson. Robert runs after them.)
Robert: (calling loud)               Emma! Listen to me! Come back! Emma!!!
                                                   A c t   II
                             Scene One  – A Two Weeks Later
          Robert is alone in his office. He is depressed and drinking heavily.

Robert (to himself):  She hasn’t come back. She’s been gone three weeks now. Where can she be? Probably at her parents’, but I don’t want to call them. She’s been acting so strange for some time. I still hope she’ll call.  (pause)  I gave Winkelrad whatever he asked for. He seemed satisfied. When he left, though, I had a feeling that that wasn’t the end of it.  I haven’t heard any more from Michaelson. But he’ll be back, I’m sure of that. 
Michaelson enters without knocking. He is blunt and no longer tries to speak in his former artificial manner.
Michaelson:                Greetings, Robert. Or do you like Selwyn better? You thought I had forgotten to come back.

Robert:                         I knew you would. I am surprised it took you so long. So what is it you want? I know you are not interested in antiques. 
Michaelson:                  Ha-ha, Selwyn, but I am, only perhaps not in the way  you think.
Robert:                          Why don’t you drop the act, Michaelson, and come straight out with it. What do you want from me? And I am sure your name isn’t Michaelson.

Michaelson:                  May be it is, and maybe it isn’t. My name doesn’t matter, does it, at least not until we’ve come to an agreement?

Robert:                          Agreement? What kind of agreement?

Michaelson:                  You will see, my friend. All in good time.
Robert:                          Okay, your name isn’t Michaelson. So what shall I call you?

Michaelson:                   Anything you like - John, Hans  –  whatever. It’s not important. What’s important is the agreement.

Robert:  (wary)               What kind of an agreement are you talking about? 
Michaelson:                     I think you and I could work something out, Selwyn. We are – you might say – two of a kind. You and I know that you are a forger and an accomplice in contraband deals, and that the police are looking for you. As for me, I am – well, never mind, that’s none of your business. This isn’t about me. 
Robert:                             If it’s money you are after, let’s talk about it.

Michaelson:                     Money? Oh yes, money is very much part of it. 

Robert:                             Okay, come to the point, or leave me alone.

Michaelson:                      I didn’t see your wife, the lovely Emma, out there. Where is she?

Robert:                              That doesn’t concern you. She has nothing to do with this.

Michaelson:                       Oh, but there you are wrong, Selwyn, she does. You don’t mind my calling you Selwyn, do you?  It is, after all, the name on your birth certificate.

Robert:                                I don’t care what you call me. You said you are Swiss?

Michaelson:                        Oh, yes. I am Swiss. And American too. And a few other assorted nationalities. I have a little collection of passports. They come in very handy. And I know where to get more. Are you interested, Selwyn? You may need a new one.
Robert:                                 I don’t know why I should.
Michaelson:                         Oh, but you do, Selwyn. Don’t be foolish. There’s a gentleman in federal prison who knows all about you. He used to be your partner. Partner in crime, ha-ha. You know who I’m talking about.  They gave him five years, but   - -   he could get out early if he tells them what they want to know. And he might. He says you sold forged paintings. Over a dead artist’s signature. Tsk – tsk – tsk - tsk! They wouldn’t by chance be Willard paintings? The man says you sold them at big profits which you hid in a bank account in Luxemburg. How clever of you, Selwyn. Yes, this guy seems to know all about you. He even says you once tried to kill Willard. And he says he knows where you are. Well, maybe he does, and maybe he doesn’t. In any event I do!  We have enough on you to send you to prison for a long, long time, Selwyn. Of course, they’d have to find you first, ha-ha. But eventually they would, wouldn’t they? Have you heard enough?
Robert:                                   How the devil do you know all this? 

Michaelson:                            That’s beside the point. The point is, my friend, I know who you are, I know who you were, and I also know where you will be if we don’t come to an agreement. On the other hand, I can be very useful to you. Very. As I have been to myself on a number of sticky occasions. I could in fact be your salvation. Your ‘white knight’, you might say.
Robert:                                    Well, what do you want, and how can you be of help, assuming that I need or want your help?

Michaelson: (sitting down)     Oh, you need it all right, Selwyn. I’ll lay it on the line. I want one-half of this gallery. I’ll provide you with a Romanian passport on a new name and a one-way ticket to Bucharest. Romania does not have an extradition treaty with the U.S. You’ll be safe there, and you’ll get your share of the gallery’s profits. Indefinitely. To any account you specify. And as for running the gallery – I will do that myself. With a little help. And, of course, you will pay me back the $30,000 I paid for the fake Willard.
Robert:                                     You are insane! My wife owns half of this business! And I have no intention of moving to Romania.
Michaelson:                              Ah yes -  Emma. Your wife Emma. She’s very pretty. But believe me, she is not a problem. .
Robert:                                      What the hell do you mean -   ‘she is not a problem’?

Michaelson:                              Where is Emma?
Robert:                                      She is – uh – visiting her sister in Zürich.
Michaelson:                               Is she now? Well, here’s a little item for you, Selwyn. Emma has been staying with me at the Hilton Hotel right here in Basel for the past two weeks. Since she left you. We have had a lot to talk about. We have a very nice relationship, Emma and I.
Robert: (totally taken aback)     What? Emma is – with you??!! I don’t believe you!
Michaelson:                                Oh yes, she is. She intends to stay with me, too, Selwyn. Now, think about my proposition. You won’t get a better one. You could live happily ever after in Bucharest. I’ve been there, it’s quite a nice place, Selwyn. You’ll hear a lot of gypsy music. But it’s all up to you. If you don’t, we-ell - - we had better not go into that now. Good-by for now, Selwyn.
Robert:                                        What guarantees do I have that you’ll keep your word?

Michaelson:                                 None, my friend, none. (he leaves quickly).
                                       Scene Two – One Week Later
                                 Robert alone in his office. Depressed, drinking.
Robert: (to himself)   No word from Michaelson. Should I call him at the Hilton? Is Emma with him now?  Oh my God. I don’t know any more where to turn. 
                      Knock at the door. Winkelrad puts his head in.

Winkelrad:                     Grüess Gott, Herr Fielding. Darf ich hereen komme?

Robert:                            Please come in.
Winkelrad:                      Ah, yes, I forgot, you don’t speak our language. I must try my bad English again.
Robert:                             I showed you all my documents. Is there anything else?

Winkelrad:                       I am afraid there is, Herr Fielding. I am sorry to tell you that I have orders to remove the Burmese Buddha, the one we were talking about. The Myanmar Government and our Interior Ministry are not satisfied with the documents. They wish to have the statue looked at by experts. I have here an order signed by the Bundesgericht – that’s our federal court – ordering you to surrender the statue. Temporarily, we hope. Just a formality. You will get it back as soon the experts determine that it has not been taken from a certain royal palace in Northern Burma.
Robert:                              But – Sir, I showed you the certificate of non-excavation!

Winkelrad:                        Scho’ recht, Herr Fielding, quite so, but the statue may not have been excavated at all, it may have been found above ground – and, you see, - believe me, I am really sorry to have to tell you this  – they want you to surrender that certificate to me, too, to examine it for its authenticity.

Robert:                              But – but, it’s signed by the Myanmar Antiquities Corporation! That’s a government agency.
Winkelrad:                         Ja, stimmt scho’, Herr Fielding. True, true. But, you see, we do not seem to have any record of a Myanmar Antiquities Corporation. And, moreover, the ministry believes that if such a corporation exists – and, mind you, - we do not say that it doesn’t  – but, let us say, if it exists, surely it would not issue such a certificate because that would be in violation of its own laws. You see what I mean, Herr Fielding?   ‘C’est logique’, as the French like to say.
Robert:                                Do as you wish, Sir. But I want a receipt.

Winkelrad:                          Of course, Sir. I brought it. Here it is. Properly signed and stamped. You see, here is the stamp of the Ministry. That’s important, because we Swiss always put stamps on our documents.
Robert:                                Let me wrap the statue. It’s fragile.
Winkelrad:                          Not necessary, Herr Fielding. I am a little in a rush. My assistant is waiting outside in the hallway. We shall be most careful with the statue. We are responsible for it to you, and of course, to the Burmese Government. Especially, the Burmese Government, ha-ha. Uf Wiederseh’, Herr Fielding.  (he is leaving with the statue handing it to his assistant outside.  Robert collapses on his chair. In the doorway Winkelrad turns around):
Winkelrad:                         Ach, mein Gott, where is my head today? I almost forgot to give you something, Herr Fielding. I have been asked by  our Immigration Department to let you know that they would like to see you tomorrow morning. Rheinstrasse 1, Room 512. You should ask for Herr Hessler. 8 o’clock. Here is the invitation from them. It’s all written here. (hands him a paper)
Robert: (stares at summons)   Do you know why, Mr.Winkelrad? My papers are in order. Do you know what this is about?

Winkelrad:                              I do not know, Sir. You see, that’s a different department. But they knew I was going to see you today, so they gave me this paper to hand to you. It saves them the trouble of sending their own messenger. You know, we are very economical, we Swiss, ha-ha. I will be in touch with you about the other problem. If it’s a problem. Maybe it’s not. Have a good day, Mr.Fielding.  (he leaves).
Robert: (sinks down on a his chair, to himself)    Oh, God, now what? What on earth does this mean now?  First this Winkelrad, then Michaelson, and now a summons from Immigration!  And Emma is gone. (He reaches for the bottle.) I’ll never see that Burmese piece again, and I haven’t even paid Hong Sing. I owe him over three-hundred thousand franks. Where do I get that kind of money if I don’t have that statue to sell? 

                                        The phone rings.
Hello. Fielding Gallery...................Oh, it’s you, Hong……………….Yes, I know a payment will be due soon……….  Listen, Hong, I am having a problem with the Mandalay Buddha. The Swiss have confiscated it and they are questioning the certificate………………..   I don’t know when they’ll release it…………………………You’ve got to understand, Hong, I need a little more time………………….  Please, give me a few weeks, just to the first of January ………………..Yes, I’ll transfer the money for sure the first of the year. …………………  Right now I just don’t have it……… I’ll call you in a few days and let you know what’s happening.   (He hangs up.) 
                              The​ phone rings again.

Fielding Art Gallery. Yes, this is Robert Fielding……………….. Yes,  Mr.Hessler, I received your summons …….. Yes, I’ll be there tomorrow morning at eight. 
              He hangs up. Keeps drinking. Phone rings immediately again. 
Fielding Art Gallery…… Oh, my God, Emma, it’s you! Where are you?............... You are at the Hilton! (desperate)……………..Are you with Michaelson?......................... ... But of course, I care!  (he sounds always more desperate)  How can you think I don’t care?..............How can you do this to me?.........            ......................Emma, please, listen to me, I love you…………………I can explain everything.…….……………No, no, that was not the reason………………Please, Emma, when can I see you? I must see you right away, it’s very, very urgent.  Please! I am telling you…………..…   no, you don’t understand…………………….Emma, I am desperate  (pleading), I love you……….…Please, Emma, please, please, don’t hang up…………hello….. hello….hello…… Emma….(puts down receiver).
(He dials).          Frau Ritthäuser?  (Robert’s voice gets more desperate and weaker in the course of this call)  This is Robert. I am terribly upset. May I speak in English, please? …..Thank you. Emma has been gone three weeks now. Do you know if she is with this Mr. Michaelson? …………..Please, can you help me?...........................  Yes, I understand that you are upset too, Frau Ritthäuser, you are her mother, I thought you might be able to talk to her……………………….I want her to come back, Frau Ritthäuser, yes, of course, I want her to come back, I love her……………….....It’s all a big misunderstanding……………..I  assure you, Frau Ritthäuser – please, Frau Ritthäuser – Frau Ritthäuser………………………please, believe me……………No, no, it isn’t like that at all ………….. Please……(his voice trails off and becomes almost inaudible. He slowly hangs up).
                                                  Long Pause
The door opens and Emma strides in. She is carrying a bag.

Robert: (getting up)       My God, Emma!!  I am so happy to see you. I was afraid you’d never come back.
Emma: (cold)                I am not coming back, Robert. I am leaving you and I am getting a divorce. 
Robert:                           But why, Emma, why? I love you. What have I done to you?

Emma: (emphatic, cold)You have deceived me, Robert. You are not who you said you were, and your reasons to marry me had nothing to do with love. You never loved me. Your name is not Robert Fielding. You are an impostor and should be reported to the authorities. I don’t intend to do that, but I want nothing to do with you any more. I have come to pick up a few personal things, that’s all. Then I’ll be out of your life  -  forever. (she picks up some papers).
Robert:                            But Emma –

Emma:                             You’ll never see me again, Robert. You’ll hear from my lawyer. (she leaves)
                                 Scene Three – Evening same day.
Robert is alone in the office. A desk lamp is lit. Robert looks distraught.
Robert ( to himself):  I am so tired. Nothing seems to go right any more. Emma is gone forever.  I don’t have the money to pay Hong. What can I do if I can’t bring in antiques. The antique business is out the window.      (Pause) Michaelson seems to know about everything. He must have an informant in prison. Or maybe he was in prison himself. Whatever – should I take his offer and get out? If he really keeps his promise and sends me my share maybe I can start a new art gallery in Bucharest. But I would always be at his mercy. At their mercy, because Emma is in bed with him. Literally, but that makes no difference to me any more. Whatever – I don’t want to go to Romania or anywhere. I am tired of everything.   (he takes out his gun, looks at it for while, then puts it down on the desk).
After a few moments he picks up a piece of paper and begins to speak to himself as he writes: 

“Dearest Emma, I have to unburden myself. I have to tell you some bad things about me. I hid my past from you.  Yes, my name is Selwyn Sheffield. I owned the Wellington Art Gallery in New York, and it is true that we sold forgeries…..”  (his voice trails off and becomes inaudible. He is close to tears but continues to write)……”but I want you to know that I love you  (he keeps writing)………….. Always yours, with my love, Robert ”.
He turns off the desk lamp, walks into the gallery. A shot rings out.

                                  Scene Four – a few minutes later
Michaelson’s and Emma’s voices are heard in the gallery.
Michaelson:                   What are you looking for, Emma?

Emma:                            A few things that are important to me. It won’t take long. 

                                                  pause

Emma: (screams)           Oh my God, John, come quick!

Michaelson:                   What is it, dear?

Emma:                            Quick! Over here! He’s dead. He shot himself. Oh, God! Oh, my God! This is horrible. -- Look, there’s a note. 
Michaelson:                    Don’t touch the gun. Just pick up the note, and let’s go into the office.

They go into the office. The rest of the scene takes place there.

Emma:                       The note is addressed to me. (She reads the entire note out loud, showing shock and pain. At times she stops to look at Michaelson). “ Dear Emma, when you read this I am out of your life. You have always suspected me  – yes, I have done some things that I am not proud of, but it does not matter any more.  My real name is Selwyn Sheffield. I owned the Wellington Art Gallery in New York with my friend and partner Rodney Brooks. We sold forgeries of paintings by Willard Williamson. When we  assumed Willard was dead we had a young painter imitate Willard’s style, and we sold these forgeries under the Willard name. It was all my idea. The young man killed himself because he could not live with this fraud, but I could, and I did. Willard died in South America. When the law began to catch up with me I fled the country and came here.  My partner went to prison. I hid all this from you. I know you think I married you to get a Swiss residence permit. Yes, that was my reason at first, but I also loved you. This is the truth. I have come to the end of my line. My life is over. I hope you can be happy again. Good-by. Robert ”. 
Emma:                       My God, John. Everything you told me about him was true.

Michaelson:               Of course, it was.
Emma: (softly)           But he did love me……
Michaelson:                He used you, dearest. Forget him. He was a forger and  impostor.
Emma:                        But to end up this way ……my God.
Michaelson:                Best ending I can think of – saves us a lot of trouble! And a lot of money! 
                                                  Pause.

Emma:                        What do we do now?

Michaelson:                First of all, we phone the police and report this. (he picks up phone and dials 3 digits). Hello, police?  I want to report a suicide. A Mr. Robert Fielding, yes, the Fielding Art Gallery, Stadtplatz No.1……. Yes……………..Thank you.  (He hangs up). They are coming.
Emma:                        I am confused. I don’t know what to do now. (She looks at him for help. The phone rings)
Michaelson:                Start by sitting down and answering that call. (Phone continues to ring)

Emma: (sits down, picks up receiver and answers)     Ritthäuser-Michaelson Art Galleries. ………   Yes, this is a new name. We have taken over the Fielding Gallery. We are under new management.…………. No, I am sorry, we don’t handle Asian antiques any more. We now specialize in contemporary painters………..Yes, our address is the same:   No 1, Stadtplatz ……….We are open every day till seven-thirty, except Sunday. Good-by. (she looks up at Michaelson and smiles slightly. He smiles back.)
                                      Scene Five – Six Months Later

Michaelson and Emma are in the office. Michaelson is behind his desk. Emma is sitting at the coffee table. 
Michaelson:                 There’s something we should talk about, Emma. Robert’s been gone six months now. We don’t really have enough to sell. I wonder if we should buy antiques in Asia again. We could contact Hong Sing. What do you think?

Emma:                          Better not. We are lucky there haven’t been any repercussions since they confiscated the Burmese Buddha and some of the other pieces. I would feel uneasy about bringing in anything from Asia. Unless, of course, the provenance is absolutely clear and legitimate. But in any case we shouldn’t deal with Hong Sing any more.
Michaelson:                  I guess you are right. Then we need to look for a new source.            (pause)
Emma:                           Tomorrow’s our anniversary, dear.

Robert:                           Yes – our one-month anniversary!

Doorbell rings. Michaelson opens the gallery door. Inspector Scharmatt’s voice is heard.
Inspector Scharmatt: (in gallery)   Good morning. I am Inspector Scharmatt,  Swiss Federal Police. Are you Mr. Michaelson?

Michaelson:                  Yes. I am John Michaelson. Please come in. (both come into office.) This is my wife Emma.

Inspector:                      How do you do, Madam. You are Swiss?

Emma:                          Yes, I was born here in Basel.
Inspector:                      Ah, yes. And you, Sir?                     

Michaelson:                  Uh – I am American, but I am Swiss by birth. May I ask what this is about?

Inspector:                      How long have you been in Switzerland, Mr. Michaelson?

Michaelson:                  Well, I was born in Basel, but I spent most of my life abroad. I have now been back for some time. 

Inspector:                      Sie schpreche Schweizterdüütsch? You speak Swiss-German?
Michaelson:                  I am a little out of practice. Please have a seat, Inspector.  (they sit down) Your English is excellent.
Inspector:                      Thank you. I spent a year in America studying criminal police methods. 

Michaelson:                  Ah. 

Emma:                           Could you please tell us the purpose of your visit, Inspector?

Inspector:                       Of course, I was coming to that. It is only a small matter. We have received a request from the U.S.Embassy in Bern. They would like to see Mr.Michaelson’s passport. I understand you have dual citizenship, Sir. Do you have a valid American passport? 

Michaelson:                      Yes, I do.  I am an American citizen by naturalization. Is anything wrong?

Inspector:                          No, no. Not at all. At least not that we know of. But the Americans would like to see your passport. I am not aware of the reason. But, Sir, we were very surprised to receive a request from the Embassy of Brazil to surrender your Brazilian passport to them. Do you actually have a Brazilian passport, too?

Michaelson:                      Uh – well – I did, but it has expired

Inspector:                          May I see it please?

Michaelson:                      I will have to look for it. I haven’t used it in years.
Inspector:                          Do you mean, Sir, that you actually have three passports? Swiss, American, and Brazilian? Are there any others? (Michaelson shakes his head). No? Well, right now we are only concerned with the U.S. passport. Would you please let me have it?

Michaelson:                       Certainly. Here it is.  (hands it to him).

Inspector:  (looking at it)   Well, from what I can see it seems to be in good order, but anyway we’ll have to send it on to the American Embassy.
Michaelson:                       Is there anything else I can do for you, Inspector?

Inspector:                           No, not at the moment. You are not planning to travel?

Emma:                               We are planning to take a vacation in Greece.

Inspector:                           Could you perhaps postpone that for a little while?

Emma:                               Well, yes, of course, if we have to. But why?  We have already made hotel and flight reservations. We travel on our Swiss passports.

Inspector:                           Yes, of course. You both have valid Swiss passports? 

Emma:                                Certainly.

Robert:                               I applied for renewal of mine a couple of months ago, and it’s just been renewed. Would you like to see it?

Inspector:                          No, that’s not necessary. But we would appreciate it if you could postpone your trip, maybe just a day or so. I hope this doesn’t cause you any inconvenience?  Thank you very much.  (he turns abruptly to face Michaelson). Mr. Michaelson, there is something that has been on my mind which I have been wanting to ask you about. Or, rather, I would like to ask both of you.
Emma:                                 Yes?

Inspector: (addressing her)  Frau Michaelson, you stated at the inquest that you and Mr. Michaelson found your late husband, Mr. Fielding, dead on the floor of the gallery. According to your statement, that was at about 6 PM. Do you recall that?

Emma:                                  Yes, of course. As if it was yesterday. I saw him first. It was horrible.
Inspector:                              Forgive me for asking these questions, Frau Michaelson, but something has been bothering me, and I wonder if you or Mr.Michaelson might be able to clear it up. I thought that while I am here about this little passport matter, it might be a good opportunity. You see, it’s about Herr Krauss, the building superintendent.

Michaelson:                           Mr. Krauss?  What about him, Inspector?

Inspector:                               I had a conversation with him about that Sunday, six months ago, when Mr.Fielding committed suicide. Herr Krauss said that when he was looking thru his lobby window he saw you and your wife come into the lobby. According to Mr. Krauss that was about a quarter to six, and you then walked upstairs. Now, I would like to ask you this question, Frau Michaelson:  Why did you and Mr.Michaelson go to the gallery on a Sunday?

Emma:                                   Inspector, I had had a falling out with my former husband Robert. I didn’t want to see him, but I needed something from the office. He never comes in on Sundays, that’s why we went. 

Inspector:                              After you walked upstairs with Mr. Michaelson did you both stay in the gallery all the time?
Michaelson:                           Yes, of course, we did.
Inspector:                                 Sir, if you don’t mind, I would like your wife to answer my question. Frau Michaelson, did either of you leave the gallery before the other one at any time?
Emma:                                     No. Oh - wait a minute – (turning to Michaelson) -   John, I remember you reminded me to go down and see Krauss before he was leaving.
Michaelson:                              That’s right, I did. What about it?
Inspector:                                  Did you go down, Frau Michaelson?

Emma:                                      Yes, I did. I went down to talk to Krauss about a problem we had with the heat.
Inspector:                                   Why didn’t you do this before you went up?
Emma:                                        We knocked at Krauss’ window but he was on the phone, so we went up.

Inspector:                                   So you left the gallery and went down. How long were you gone?

Emma:                                       Oh, maybe fifteen or twenty minutes. 
Inspector:                                   Why did it take so long?

Emma:                                        Krauss was still talking on the phone, and after he finally hung up he and I talked for a while. We talked mainly about the heat because it was cold in the gallery, and about a few other things.
Inspector:                                   Then, after you went back up and entered the gallery, was Mr. Michaelson inside?

Emma:                                        Yes. John was inside. I had unlocked the door for him because he didn’t have a key. 
Inspector:                                    And after you went in, is that when you found your husband’s dead body?

Emma:                                         Yes. I didn’t see it right away. I almost went past it into the office. It was awful. He was lying behind the receptionist’s desk. There was blood. I remember screaming.

Inspector:                                   Do you believe anyone else could have entered the gallery without being noticed by you.
Emma:                                        No, I don’t think so, because John would have seen him, or else I would have had to see him on the stairway. 
Inspector:                                    Could anybody have passed thru the lobby while you were speaking to Herr Krauss?

Emma:                                         I don’t think so, Inspector. Herr Krauss came out of his office, and we talked in the lobby. I didn’t see anybody. Why are you asking all these questions?
Inspector  (to Michaelson)          So you were alone in the gallery for about fifteen or twenty minutes, Sir, before your wife came back up from the lobby? What were you doing? 

Michaelson:                                I was looking at paintings. But I really fail to understand the reason for your questions?

Inspector:                                     I will explain it presently. You see, there is something else. We are having a problem with the suicide note.

Michaelson:                                A problem?

Emma:                                        The note? You mean the note Robert left for me? 
Inspector:                                    Exactly. That note. We had the handwriting  analyzed. It does not match the handwriting in your husband’s last will which, according to Swiss law, was written by hand and duly witnessed.
Emma:                                         I don’t understand. What does this mean?

Inspector:                                    It’s an important fact, ma’am, but not the only one. ( now addressing Michaelson directly). There is something of equal importance, Mr.Michaelson. Our experts compared the writing on the suicide note with the handwriting on your application for renewal of your Swiss passport. Although the person who wrote the note tried to disguise his writing, our experts determined that the two handwritings were by one and the same person. Can you explain this to me, Mr. Michaelson?
Michaelson moves quickly toward the door and pulls a gun.

Michaelson:                                Get back!
Inspector:                                    I wouldn’t advise it, Sir. You’ll have a problem with two armed policemen waiting outside. We had suspected for some time that you killed Fielding. You have now supplied confirmation. I am placing you under arrest for the murder of Robert Fielding, alias Selwyn Sheffield. 

                                            C U R T A I N

