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Scene Three: Hannay’s Flat. Night.

(We hear HANNAY’s voice in the dark.)

HANNAY. Never can find the switch. Dammit!

(HANNAY pulls the switch on the standard lamp.)

(Lights up on HANNAY’s armchair and table. Various 
ladders, sheets, paint pots revealed.)

ANNABELLA. Turn it off! Quickly!

(HANNAY turns off the light. Now the room is illumi-
nated by street lighting coming through the window. 
Maybe a flashing neon hotel sign. She runs to the 
window. Looks out.)

ANNABELLA. Sheisse! (looks at HANNAY) Bleint!
HANNAY. Sorry?
ANNABELLA. Bleint!
HANNAY. Bleint?
ANNABELLA. Bleint! Bleint! Pull the bleint!!
HANNAY. Oh blind! Of course. Sorry. Blind. Yes.

(Pulls blind down. It snaps back. Pulls it down again. 
It snaps back. Pulls it down harder. It stays. He walks 
away. The blind snaps back. He pulls it, wrestles with it, 
jams it ferociously.)

HANNAY. Sorry about that.
ANNABELLA. Now the light Mr. Hannay!
HANNAY. Light. Right.

(He switches on the light. She marches to the drinks cabi-
net. Pours herself a drink. Downs it in one.)

Have a drink why don’t you?
ANNABELLA. Thank you.

(Pours herself another. Downs it.)

For you?
HANNAY. Thank you.

(ANNABELLA pours another. Downs this one too.)
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ANNABELLA. Mr. Hannay –
HANNAY. How do you know my name?
ANNABELLA. I saw it in the lobby.
HANNAY. Ah, yes.

(Telephone rings.)

HANNAY. Hello. There’s the telephone.
ANNABELLA. Don’t answer it, please!
HANNAY. Why not?
ANNABELLA. Because I think it is for me.

(HANNAY picks up the phone. It goes on ringing. An 
awkward moment for the actors.)

ANNABELLA. Please don’t answer!!

(HANNAY drops the phone on its cradle. The ringing 
continues then stops.)

HANNAY. Now look here –
ANNABELLA. Yes?
HANNAY. Am I allowed to know your name?
ANNABELLA. You don’t want to know my name.
HANNAY. Don’t I?
ANNABELLA. Schmidt.
HANNAY. Schmidt?
ANNABELLA. Annabella Schmidt.
HANNAY. So what’s the story Annabella Schmidt?
ANNABELLA. Mr. Hannay?
HANNAY. Yes?
ANNABELLA. May I be very impertinent for a moment and 

ask for something to eat?
HANNAY. But of course. Would you care for some haddock?
ANNABELLA. Haddock would be wunderbar thank you.
HANNAY. Nothing like a spot of haddock. Now look here –
ANNABELLA. Yes?
HANNAY. It was you who fired that revolver in the theatre, 

wasn’t it? It wasn’t a great show but it wasn’t that bad.
ANNABELLA. It was a diversion. There were two men in the 

theatre trying to shoot me.
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