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Characters 

 

The play is a four-hander:  Two females, two males. 
 
SUSAN 
 
LIAM     SUSAN’S husband 
 
BEV     The Journalist 
 
FELICE     
 
CARL     FELICE’S Psychiatrist 
 
BURT     The Fedex Courier 
 
MYRNA 
 
LLOYD    MYRNA’S husband 
 
JORGES    The Building Super 
 
SOFIA    The Sex Worker 
 
GREGORY    The Cop 
 
SPENCER    The Doorman 
 
Female I Female II Male I Male II 
BEV SUSAN LIAM JORGES 
SOFIA MYRNA BURT CARL 
 FELICE DUANE LLOYD 
 DOLORES SPENCER GREGORY 

 

Setting 
 
A series of high-rise apartments. 
 
Monologues are spoken by each of the characters in neutral accents, as if they 
themselves were Harry Lime. 
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16. 
 

Sound of Nat King Cole’s Love Is A Many Splendoured Thing.  The mood is fully 
established, then: 

‘16’ projected onto black screen. 

Music gives way to rhythmic mechanical sound of whirring, punctuated by clicks. 

Lights up on modern, high-rise apartment, with huge windows filled with blue sky. 

Before one window, on a tripod, stands a camera, pointed out at the view.  It is taking 
photographs every 15 seconds – hence the whirs and clicks. 

BEV and LIAM are looking out into the distance. 

Music fades under. 

BEV 
God.  You can see forever from up here. 

LIAM 
(still captivated, though it’s his apartment) 

Yeah.  Something to do with the curvature of the Earth.  Or so I’m 
told. 

Beat. 

BEV 
Wouldn’t that have the opposite effect? 

LIAM 
Damned real estate agents.  Tell you anything.  Guess there’s 
more money to be made in curved earth. 

BEV 
So high above the world.  Makes you feel.. 

LIAM 
Cocooned? 

She turns to look at him. 

LIAM (CONT.) 
Double-glazing.  Brilliant stuff.  Printing press.  Sliced bread.  
Double-glazing.  Three pillars of civilization.   
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BEV 
(flirty, playful) 

What about.. faith? 

LIAM 
Faith? 

BEV 
Yeah.  Faith. 

LIAM 
In what? 

BEV 
Anything! 

Beat. 

LIAM 
How is that a pillar? 

BEV 
Oh, and sliced bread is beyond question. 

LIAM 
Think about it.  Think about the profound ways in which sliced 
bread has transformed our society.  Think about spreads.  Think 
about lunch-pails.  Remember the days in the old schoolyard.  

BEV 
And faith hasn’t? 

LIAM 
Hasn’t what? 

BEV 
Transformed society. 

LIAM 
(shaking head) 

Faith is a default position.  Kinda like what humans have when 
they’re not experiencing thought.  I don’t think you can use faith.  

BEV 
I don’t see why not. 
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LIAM 
Because faith itself requires pillars!  The pillars of faith!  The five 
pillars of Islam!  Perfect example!  How can something that 
requires pillars be a pillar in its own right? 

BEV 
Okay.  Okay.  Okay.  What about.. plastic? 

LIAM 
(screwing up face) 

You really want one of your pillars to be made outa plastic? 

BEV 
All right.  All right – I got it.  Polio vaccine! 

LIAM 
(almost sneering) 

Polio. 

BEV 
You’re just pissed off ‘cos you didn’t think of it. 

LIAM 
Who thinks of polio?  Polio is unthinkable. 

BEV 
C’mon – polio doesn’t outrank sliced bread? 

LIAM 
Do you see a supermarket aisle devoted to polio?  I don’t think so. 

BEV 
What about if you live in Africa? 

LIAM 
(overriding) 

That is a trick question.  They do not have supermarkets in Africa. 

Beat. 

BEV 
What about hope?  O-Or charity!  I assume you’ve read the story 
on the front page of today’s Chronicle? 

LIAM 
I’m a small-print man myself.  Headlines just don’t do it for me. 
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BEV 
It’s about what happens when you remove one of the pillars of 
society. 

Beat, as he sizes her up. 

LIAM 
Okay.  See that jet airliner out there, honey?  395,000 pounds of 
titanium alloy.  Suspended.  Like a hot-air balloon.  Gliding, 
without so much as a whisper.  How can a cure for some 
outmoded disease hope to compete with that? 

BEV 
Is this a serious conversation or is it just a part of your successful-
man-of-the-world-impressing-your-rookie-reporter routine? 

LIAM 
Can’t it be both? 

BEV 
How do you know it’s 395,000 pounds? 

LIAM 
Boeing 767-223ER.  Same jet that slammed into the North Tower. 

BEV 
Wow..  Odd kinda thing to take away from 9/11. 

LIAM 
It’s what I do – take away odd things. 

Beat, as she moves around the room. 

BEV 
So this is where you do all your.. 

LIAM 
.. thinking?  (shakes head)  Too high up.  Not enough oxygen. 

BEV 
I was going to say photography. 

SUSAN 
(entering, dressed in shades, hat, coat, gloves, scarf) 

Darling..  Darling?  How do I..? 

She notices BEV. 



 5 

SUSAN (CONT.) 
(disconcerted) 

Shit..  Didn’t realize the fat was already in the fire.  (to BEV)  Not 
that you should take the word ‘fat’ personally, honey.  Not yet. 

LIAM 
Susan, this is Bev.  She’s doing a piece on me for The Observer.  

SUSAN 
The Observer!  Now there’s a step up the food chain.  (taking BEV 

aside)  Don’t let him blind you with eclecticism, honeybunch.  ‘The 
Pillars of Civilization!’  Has he done that bit for you yet?  He’ll try 
his level best to intimidate – intellectually, that is - but don’t let 
that fool you.  He actually has the penis of a four-year-old. 

LIAM 
In case that gratuitously inappropriate reference hadn’t already 
given it away, this is my wife, Susan. 

BEV 
I was just er.. admiring your wonderful view. 

SUSAN 
Yeah, I guess.  Little too high up for my tastes.  I like to feel that 
I’m looking down at the Earth rather than Googling it.  Seen my 
sanitary pads anywhere, sugarplum? 

LIAM 
Susan would’ve preferred a western aspect. 

SUSAN 
That’s a cultural orientation, sweetie, not a Shui preference.  I’m 
bleeding on the carpet here. 

BEV 
(embarrassed) 

Perhaps if I stepped out for a moment? 

SUSAN 
Long way down, sister.  May as well stay for the show..  Liam, I’m 
on my way out.  Do you intend fucking this young lady in my 
absence?  If so, be a treasure and put down a towel – I just 
changed the sheets.  (to BEV)  Lovely to meet you, Fanny. 

BEV 
It’s Bev. 
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SUSAN 
(derisive) 

Yeah – right. 

She turns to go. 

LIAM 
(lowered voice, leading her away by the elbow) 

What do you think you’re doing? 

SUSAN 
It’s called pre-emptive monogamy.  You should try it some time.  
Oh.  I forgot.  You don’t need to. 

LIAM 
You look ridiculous. 

SUSAN 
(slightly wounded, in spite of herself) 

Now that is one hurtful non-sequitur.   

LIAM 
People don’t dress like that any more. 

SUSAN 
As in.. appropriately. 

LIAM 
Susan, there’s not a single thing about you that’s appropriate.  
Least of all your clothing. 

SUSAN 
Don’t hold back, dear. 

LIAM 
You’ll embarrass yourself. 

SUSAN 
Says he, whose life has been one sustained exercise in intellectual 
karaoke.   

LIAM 
Change into something normal, wait an hour, and I’ll take you 
down. 

SUSAN 
You’ve been taking me down since the day we first met. 
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LIAM 
Susan - we’re on the same side. 

SUSAN 
(adjusting face in compact mirror) 

I can do this on my own.  Do I look pale to you? 

LIAM 
You won’t need that coat. 

SUSAN 
You don’t think I’m up to this, do you. 

LIAM 
Why make it harder for yourself than it has to be? 

SUSAN 
You’re doing it again.   

LIAM 
I’m trying to help. 

SUSAN 
By undermining my confidence? 

LIAM 
(lowering voice) 

I just don’t want you to.. 

SUSAN 
What – achieve something?   

He rolls his eyes. 

SUSAN (CONT.) 
Whatever happened to ‘gee, you look great, honey!’ or ‘wow, I’m 
so proud of you!’.   

LIAM 
Guess they lost out to ‘Who left all these fucking bottles all over 
the floor?’ 

SUSAN 
Ever ask yourself why I need the stuff? 

LIAM 
To give meaningless prattle the aura of wit? 
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SUSAN 
I’m outa here. 

LIAM 
(reaching out) 

I’m sorry. 

SUSAN 
Yeah – right. 

LIAM 
I truly am.  Truly..  I have a problem with verbal restraint.  You 
know that. 

SUSAN 
You always do this.  Just when I’m ready to put a bullet through 
your fucking head, you simulate humanity. 

LIAM 
Susan, don’t do this.  Not now.  You’re not ready.  You could do 
yourself some serious psychic harm. 

SUSAN 
Or free myself of a crippling tyranny. 

They stare at one another. 

LIAM 
Remember what happened last time. 

SUSAN 
(turning on him) 

How is that supposed to help!? 

LIAM 
All right.  Go.  Do whatever it is you have to do.  Challenge your 
beneficent God.  Rage against the implacability of disease.  Get 
laid, if it helps.  I’ll be here to pick up the pieces when you get 
back. 

SUSAN 
There you go.  I did it again, didn’t I.  Mistook hubris for 
humanity. 

She turns and exits. 
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LIAM (CONT.) 
(moving back into BEV’S area) 

Sorry to’ve kept you waiting. 

BEV 
I can come back another time if.. 

LIAM 
No no – not at all.  Can I get you something?  A drink?  Polio 
vaccine?  A pill that erases social embarrassment? 

BEV 
Forgive my asking, but.. is your wife someone I should know? 

LIAM 
You mean in terms of her fame or your career? 

BEV 
No, I mean..  you know.. with the shades and everything?  Is she 
like.. an actress or..? 

LIAM 
(smile) 

Oh, yes.  Definitely.  Definitely an actress. 

BEV 
Tilda Swinton!   

He raises his eyebrows. 

BEV (CONT.) 
It’s her, isn’t it!  Tilda Swinton! 

LIAM 
Her name’s Susan. 

BEV 
Yes, but.. 

LIAM 
But? 

BEV 
If I promise not to breathe a word? 

LIAM 
Does blogging come under the heading of breathing? 
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BEV 
Why would she dress like that? 

LIAM 
Who – Tilda or Susan? 

BEV 
Kinda like.. Madmen meets Burberry.   

LIAM 
Well, if you want the truth.. 

BEV 
(closer) 

I am a journalist. 

LIAM 
She’s photophobic. 

BEV 
Name a star who isn’t. 

LIAM 
The light hurts her eyes.  Hence the shades? 

BEV 
(unwilling to let go of it) 

So.. what you’re saying is.. she’s not famous? 

LIAM 
(shaking head) 

Uh-uh. 

BEV 
Uh-uh, you’re not saying that, or uh-uh she’s not famous. 

LIAM 
What is it about fame? 

BEV 
That makes it compelling? 

LIAM 
That makes people think they can invade another person’s space. 

BEV 
Fame is invasion.  Of our space. 
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LIAM 
So you’re just invading back. 

BEV 
(up close) 

Is it true what she said?  About you fucking every pretty young 
thing who ventures into your lair? 

LIAM 
(looking about) 

Never really thought of this as a lair.  Does it look like a lair to 
you?  Guess it’s the low ceiling.  Is that what gives it its lairlike 
quality? 

A shower of glass fragments closely followed by a chair fall past the window. 

BEV 
Shit!  Did you see that? 

LIAM 
What? 

BEV 
I’m not..  Shit.. 

She strains to look down through the window. 

LIAM 
You okay? 

BEV 
Do these windows open? 

LIAM 
What did you see? 

BEV 
It..  I don’t know.  Looked like a chair. 

LIAM 
A chair. 

BEV 
That’s what it looked like. 

LIAM 
(considering this) 

What sort of chair? 
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