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AN INCIDENT AT THE BORDER
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Our patrons are respectfully reminded that, in this intimate theatre, any noise such as rustling programmes, talking or the ringing of mobile phones may distract the actors and your fellow audience-members.

We regret there is no admittance or re-admittance to the auditorium whilst the performance is in progress.

An Incident at the Border is performed in repertoire and on the set of The Fear of Breathing, designed by Philip Lindley, which plays Tuesday to Saturday evenings, and Saturday and Sunday matinees, until 11 August 2012.
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Winner – Eight awards at the OffWestEnd Awards 2012 “A theatre in a class of its own: last year’s programme was so good that it was worth moving to West Brompton for... Its first new writing premiere of the year...suggests that 2012 in London’s only wine bar theatre, will be as impressive as it was in 2011.” Time Out

“A disproportionately valuable component of the London theatre ecology. Its programme combines new writing and revivals, in selections intelligent and audacious.” Financial Times

“A blazing beacon of intelligent endeavour, nurturing new writers while finding and reviving neglected curiosities from home and abroad.” The Daily Telegraph

Founded in 1980, the multi-award-winning Finborough Theatre presents plays and music theatre, concentrated exclusively on new writing and genuine rediscoveries from the 19th and 20th centuries. We aim to offer a stimulating and inclusive programme, appealing to theatregoers of all ages and from a broad spectrum of the population. Behind the scenes, we continue to discover and develop a new generation of theatre makers – through our vibrant Literary team, our internship programme, our Resident Assistant Director Programme, and our partnership with the National Theatre Studio providing a bursary for Emerging Directors.

Despite remaining completely unsubsidised, the Finborough Theatre has an unparalleled track record of attracting the finest creative talent, as well as discovering new playwrights who go on to become leading voices in British theatre. Under Artistic Director Neil McPherson, it has discovered some of the UK’s most exciting new playwrights including Laura Wade, James Graham, Mike Bartlett, Sarah Grochala, Jack Thorne, Simon Vinnicombe, Alexandra Wood, Al Smith, Nicholas de Jongh and Anders Lustgarten.

Artists working at the theatre in the 1980s included Clive Barker, Rory Bremner, Nica Burns, Kathy Burke, Ken Campbell, Jane Horrocks and Claire Dowie. In the 1990s, the Finborough Theatre became known for new writing including Naomi Wallace’s first play The War Boys; Rachel Weisz in David Farr’s Neville Southall’s Washbag; four plays by Anthony Neilson including Penetrator and The Censor, both of which transferred to the Royal Court Theatre; and new plays by Richard Bean, Lucinda Coxon, David Eldridge, Tony Marchant, Mark Ravenhill and Phil Willmott. New writing development included a number of works that went on to become modern classics including Mark Ravenhill’s Shopping and F***king, Conor McPherson’s This Lime Tree Bower, Naomi Wallace’s Slaughter City and Martin McDonagh’s The Pillowman.

Since 2000, new British plays have included Laura Wade’s London debut Young Emma, commissioned for the Finborough Theatre; James Graham’s Albert’s Boy with Victor Spinetti; Sarah Grochala’s S27; Peter Nichols’ Lingua Franca, which transferred Off-Broadway; and West End transfers for Joy Wilkinson’s Fair; Nicholas de Jongh’s Plague Over England; and Jack Thorne’s Fanny and Faggot. The late Miriam Karlin made her last stage appearance in Many Roads to Paradise in 2008. Many of the Finborough Theatre’s new plays have been published and are on sale from our website.

UK premieres of foreign plays have included Brad Fraser’s Wolfboy; Lanford Wilson’s Sympathetic Magic; Larry Kramer’s The Destiny of Me; Tennessee Williams’ Something Cloudy, Something Clear; the English premiere of Robert McLellan’s Scots language classic, Jamie the Saxt; and three West End transfers – Frank McGuinness’ Gates of Gold with William Gaunt and John Bennett, Joe DiPietro’s F***ing Men and Craig Higginson’s Dream of the Dog with Dame Janet Suzman.

Rediscoveries of neglected work have included the first London revivals of Rolf Hochhuth’s Soldiers and The




Representative; both parts of Keith Dewhurst’s Lark Rise to Candleford; The Women’s War, an evening of original suffragette plays; Etta Jenks with Clarke Peters and Daniela Nardini; Noël Coward’s first play, The Rat Trap; Charles Wood’s Jingo with Susannah Harker; Emlyn Williams’ Accolade with Aden Gillett and Graham Seed; and Lennox Robinson’s Drama at Inish with Celia Imrie and Paul O’Grady.

Music Theatre has included the new (premieres from Grant Olding, Charles Miller, Michael John LaChuisa, Adam Guettel, Andrew Lippa and Adam Gwon’s Ordinary Days which transferred to the West End) and the old (the UK premiere of Rodgers and Hammerstein’s State Fair which also transferred to the West End, and the acclaimed Celebrating British Music Theatre series, reviving forgotten British musicals including Gay’s The Word by Ivor Novello with Sophie-Louise Dann, Helena Blackman and Elizabeth Seal.

The Finborough Theatre won The Stage Fringe Theatre of the Year Award in 2011, won London Theatre Reviews’ Empty Space Peter Brook Award in 2010, the Empty Space Peter Brook Award’s Dan Crawford Pub Theatre Award in 2005 and 2008, the Empty Space Peter Brook Mark Marvin Award in 2004, four awards in the inaugural 2011 OffWestEnd Awards and swept the board with eight awards at the 2012 OffWestEnd Awards including Best Artistic Director and Best Director for the second year running. Accolade was named Best Fringe Show of 2011 by Time Out. It is the only unsubsidised theatre to be awarded the Pearson Playwriting Award bursary for writers Chris Lee in 2000, Laura Wade in 2005 for James Graham in 2006, for Al Smith in 2007, for Anders Lustgarten in 2009, Simon Vinnicombe in 2010 and Dawn King in 2011. Three bursary holders (Laura Wade, James Graham and Anders Lustgarten) have also won the Catherine Johnson Award for Pearson Best Play.
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118 Finborough Road, London SW10 9ED
admin@finboroughtheatre.co.uk
www.finboroughtheatre.co.uk

Artistic Director | Neil McPherson

Resident Designer | Deputy Chief Executive | Alex Marker

General Managers | Lauren McGee, Isabella Riggs

Assistant General Manager | Elizabeth Hawes

Pearson Playwright-in-Residence | Dawn King

Playwrights-in-Residence | Bekah Brunstetter, James Graham, Anders Lustgarten, Colleen Murphy, Simon Vinnicombe

Associate Director | Justin Audibert

Cameron Mackintosh Resident Composer facilitated
by Mercury Musical Developments and Musical Theatre
Network UK | Craig Adams

Literary Manager | Francis Grin

Literary Associate Music Theatre | Max Pappenheim

Technical Manager | Miguel Figueiredo

Assistant Technical Manager | Jude Malcomson

Associate Designer | Philip Lindley

Marketing | Gemma Bealing

Resident Casting Directors | Lucy Casson, Hayley Kaimakliotis

Resident Assistant Directors | George Ransley, Dan Pick, Jack Ryder(Dan Pick is on attachment from the MFA in Theatre Directing at Birkbeck, University of London.)

Resident Assistant Producer | Luke Holbrook, India Pool(India Pool is on attachment from the MA in Creative Producing at Birkbeck, University of London.)

And our many interns and volunteers.




The Associate Director position is supported by The National Theatre Studio’s Bursary for Emerging Directors, a partnership between the National Theatre Studio and the Finborough Theatre.

The Finborough Theatre has the support of the Pearson Playwrights’ Scheme. Sponsored by Pearson PLC.

The Cameron Mackintosh Resident Composer Scheme is facilitated by Mercury Musical Developments and Musical Theatre Matters

STAGETEXT Captioned Performances
Captioning converts the spoken word into text that provides people with hearing loss with access to live performance. www.stagetext.org

The Finborough Theatre is a member of the Independent Theatre Council, Musical Theatre Network UK and The Earl’s Court Society www.earlscourtsociety.org.uk

Ecovenue is a European Regional Development Fund backed three year initiative of The Theatres Trust, aiming to improve the environmental sustainability of 48 small to medium sized performing arts spaces across London. www.ecovenue.org.uk

The Finborough Wine Café
Contact Monique Ziervogel on 020 7373 0745 or finboroughwinecafe@gmail.com

Mailing
Email admin@finboroughtheatre.co.uk or give your details to our Box Office staff to join our free email list. If you would like to be sent a free season leaflet every three months, just include your postal address and postcode.

Follow Us Online
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Feedback
We welcome your comments, complaints and suggestions. Write to Finborough Theatre, 118 Finborough Road, London SW10 9ED or email us at admin@finboroughtheatre.co.uk




Friends
The Finborough Theatre is a registered charity. We receive no public funding, and rely solely on the support of our audiences. Please do consider supporting us by becoming a member of our Friends of the Finborough Theatre scheme. There are four categories of Friends, each offering a wide range of benefits.
Brandon Thomas Friends – Bruce Cleave. Matthew Littleford. Sean W. Swalwell.

Richard Tauber Friends – Neil Dalrymple. Richard Jackson. M. Kramer. Harry MacAuslan. Brian Smith. Mike Lewendon. William Terriss Friends – Leo and Janet Liebster. Peter Lobl. Bhags Sharma. Thurloe and Lyndhurst LLP. Jon Sedmak. Jan Topham.

Smoking is not permitted in the auditorium and the use of cameras and recording equipment is strictly prohibited

In accordance with the requirements of the Royal Borough of Kensington and Chelsea:

1. The public may leave at the end of the performance by all doors and such doors must at that time be kept open.

2. All gangways, corridors, staircases and external passageways intended for exit shall be left entirely free from obstruction whether permanent or temporary.

3. Persons shall not be permitted to stand or sit in any of the gangways intercepting the seating or to sit in any of the other gangways.

The Finborough Theatre is licensed by the Royal Borough of Kensington and Chelsea to The Steam Industry, a registered charity and a company limited by guarantee. Registered in England no. 3448268. Registered Charity no. 1071304. Registered Office: 118 Finborough Road, London SW10 9ED. The Steam Industry is under the Artistic Direction of Phil Willmott. www.philwillmott.co.uk
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Characters

ARTHUR
A boy

OLIVIA
A girl

REIVER
A newly recruited border guard







A bench. A beautiful day. Arthur and OLIVIA. She reads a newspaper.

OLIVIA: ‘The country is now a republic. It has officially become independent from the neighbouring land. The details of the independence have all been finalised, though not yet released, so it is not clear whether both sides were completely satisfied with the final terms, nor is it clear what plans either country has for its new-found independence.’ Amazing.

ARTHUR: I wish I was a duck.

OLIVIA: Today is one of those days.

ARTHUR: I’d make a good duck.

OLIVIA: This will be one of those days that everyone remembers where they were when they heard the news.

ARTHUR: Why are you reading a newspaper?

OLIVIA: I am trying to become more involved.

ARTHUR: In what?

OLIVIA: The world. When people talk about me, I want them to say, ‘Olivia is really involved.’

ARTHUR: I don’t want to be involved.

OLIVIA: I want to feel like part of the world.

ARTHUR: I don’t want anything to do with the world.

OLIVIA: I want to have opinions.

ARTHUR: I don’t want any opinions.

OLIVIA: I want to have educated opinions.

ARTHUR: I just want to live in the park.

OLIVIA: It seems like the world is divided into two groups of people: people who do things, and people who don’t do things.


ARTHUR: I want to live in a tree house.

OLIVIA: I’m one of the ones who doesn’t do things.

ARTHUR: You can come and live with me.

OLIVIA: Arthur, I already live with you.

ARTHUR: I mean in the tree house.

OLIVIA: What tree house?

ARTHUR: It would have a little wooden door. Little wooden chairs.

OLIVIA: A little wooden table.

ARTHUR: A wooden bookcase.

OLIVIA: A log fireplace.

ARTHUR: A log fireplace, in a tree house? That is very unsafe.

OLIVIA: Won’t it get cold in the winter?

ARTHUR: I suppose so. If I was a duck I wouldn’t have to worry about the cold.

OLIVIA: I think you would make a good duck.

ARTHUR: Well, so do I, as it happens.

OLIVIA: Except you don’t like flying.

ARTHUR: No.

OLIVIA: And that is half the battle.

ARTHUR: No, but I’m a good swimmer, and that is the other half.

OLIVIA: I just don’t want the other ducks to make fun of you for not liking flying.

ARTHUR: They won’t. I am a tough duck.

OLIVIA: Are you?


ARTHUR: No one tells this duck what to do.

OLIVIA: I like that.

Silence.

OLIVIA: ... We should come here more often.

ARTHUR: We should.

OLIVIA: Sit by the lake.

ARTHUR: Amongst the trees.

OLIVIA: Look at the water.

ARTHUR: The air tastes different.

OLIVIA: The stillness of the water.

ARTHUR: It feels like we have left the real world behind.

OLIVIA: It is so peaceful.

REIVER enters from behind the bench. He is rolling a thick white line of tape along the ground. He rolls it over the back of the bench, forming a line in between OliviA and Arthur. They watch silently. He takes out a radio.

REIVER: George? I’m going to take a few minutes break. Is that all right with you George? It’s just that I’ve got some fudge in my pocket George, and I want to get at it before it melts. Thanks George. What’s that George? What? Oh, vanilla.

He puts the radio away, takes out the fudge and begins eating it.

OLIVIA: ... Excuse me?

REIVER: Me?

OLIVIA: Yes.

REIVER: What?

OLIVIA: What are you doing?


REIVER: Eating.

OLIVIA: What is that?

REIVER: The border.

OLIVIA: The border?

REIVER: Yes.

OLIVIA: ... Of what?

REIVER: Of the country.

OLIVIA: What?

REIVER: That is the border of the country.

OLIVIA: Which country?

REIVER: Depends which side you are standing on.

ARTHUR: That isn’t the border. The border is miles away.

REIVER: Was miles away. Now it has moved to here.

ARTHUR: You can’t move a border a couple of miles.

REIVER: Why not?

ARTHUR: I don’t know. You just can’t.

OLIVIA: It did say in the newspaper that not all of the terms of the independence had been released. I suppose the border move was one of those details. It also mentioned something about a reduction in powers in certain global forums and possible tax increases, but we do get our own national anthem.

REIVER: Wow. You’re really involved.

OLIVIA: Thank you. I try to be.

ARTHUR: So the border is moving here?

REIVER: Yes.

ARTHUR: Right through the park?


OLIVIA: Right through the bench?

REIVER: Yes, right through, both, the park and the bench. And the duck pond, though I haven’t quite figured how I am going to run a line of tape through the middle of that yet.

ARTHUR: Use rope.

REIVER: Would it not sink, I thought it might sink?

ARTHUR: Not if you pull it tight enough.

OLIVIA: If you change the border then that is changing the country. You’re making the country smaller.

ARTHUR: Or bigger.

OLIVIA: Or bigger, depending on which side of the border you’re on.

REIVER: That isn’t up to me. I have been told where to draw the line and I am going to draw it there.

OLIVIA: Who told you where to draw it?

REIVER: George.

OLIVIA: Who is George?

REIVER: George is my friend on the radio. My superior.

OLIVIA: And who told George where to draw it.

REIVER: I don’t know. You would have to ask George that.

OLIVIA: I can’t believe you are moving the border.

REIVER: That’s because I’m not. I’m eating fudge, or at least trying to.

ARTHUR: How is the fudge?

REIVER: Lovely, thank you.

OLIVIA: It’s a piece of tape. That’s not a very good border, is it?


REIVER: Obviously it is temporary.

ARTHUR: What will it be eventually?

REIVER: Some kind of fence. Or wall. Maybe a bit a barbed wire around the top.

OLIVIA: Why is that necessary?

REIVER: To keep people in, or out, again, it all depends on which side of the barbed wire wall you’re on.

ARTHUR: So we woke up this morning thinking we belonged to a country, and now we still belong to that country, but the country itself has changed?

REIVER: I suppose so.

ARTHUR: If I stood here yesterday, I would have been in my country, if I stand here today I am standing in a different country.

REIVER: Should I be answering these questions? They sound quite rhetorical.

ARTHUR: Yes, you should – I don’t sound rhetorical.

REIVER: You do. Doesn’t he?

OLIVIA: Well, we were sitting here, enjoying the peace and quiet of a nice morning in the park.

REIVER: I haven’t stopped you.

OLIVIA: You are about to divide the duck pond in two.

REIVER: Yes I am, and if those ducks know what is good for them, they will stay on their own side of the line.

ARTHUR: You leave the ducks alone.

OLIVIA: We will go and sit somewhere else.

ARTHUR: We are going to sit somewhere else.

ARTHUR begins to move towards OLIVIA.


REIVER: Wait.

ARTHUR: What?

REIVER: You can’t cross that.

ARTHUR/OLIVIA: What?

REIVER: The border.

ARTHUR/OLIVIA: What?

REIVER: You can’t cross the border. Not without permission.

ARTHUR: Permission?

REIVER: Under the terms of the independence, it is prohibited to cross the border without permission, so you will have to stay on that side I’m afraid.

OLIVIA: Ignore him. He is joking. Come on Arthur.

REIVER: Stay where you are sir.

ARTHUR: But I am from this country.

REIVER: Which country?

ARTHUR: This country.

OLIVIA: This country.

ARTHUR: That country.

OLIVIA: The country I am in.

REIVER: You are from this country?

ARTHUR: Yes.

REIVER: Did you get permission before you crossed into that country?

ARTHUR: No.

REIVER: So, you are telling me that you are originally from this country, you crossed into that country without


permission, and now you want to cross back into this country without permission from either country?

ARTHUR: ... Yes.

REIVER: George, I’ve got a problem down here.

OLIVIA: He didn’t get permission because you drew the border in between us before he had a chance. If you had asked him to get into his country before you drew the border then we wouldn’t be in this mess.

REIVER: I didn’t want to disturb you. You looked so peaceful.

OLIVIA: Just let him cross. He is from this country. And he isn’t dangerous.

REIVER: I never said he was dangerous.

OLIVIA: He is the opposite of dangerous.

ARTHUR: I don’t know about that... I can be pretty mean.

REIVER: Good for you. You still can’t cross.

OLIVIA: We could make it worth your while?

REIVER: ... How?

OLIVIA: We could pay you?

ARTHUR: Olivia!

REIVER: George, we have an attempted bribery in progress.

ARTHUR: No, she didn’t mean it, she was joking. We understand you have a very important job to do.

REIVER: Exactly.

ARTHUR: Although, to be fair, I was sitting on the bench in my country, and you really should have asked me which side I wanted to be on before you stuck the line down.

REIVER: Maybe I should.

ARTHUR: So I can come back over?


REIVER: No.

OLIVIA: You can’t stop him. This isn’t a border. It’s a piece of tape. Come on Arthur.

REIVER: I’d stay on that side if I was you.

OLIVIA: Don’t you tell him what to do. He can think for himself, you know? Arthur, over here now.

ARTHUR steps to the line. REIVER takes out a stun gun.

REIVER: Stay where you are.

OLIVIA: What is that?

REIVER: What does it look like?

OLIVIA: A stapler.

REIVER: It’s a stun gun. It stuns people. And if your boyfriend puts one foot into this country, then he will get the shock of his life. George?

OLIVIA: Just let him across. No one will know.

REIVER: I will know. George?

ARTHUR: He is calling George.

OLIVIA: I don’t see why we should listen to you.

REIVER: I need back up George.

ARTHUR: He is calling for back up.

OLIVIA: Come on Arthur, cross over and we’ll go home.

REIVER: George? Evasive action required George.

ARTHUR: Evasive action?

OLIVIA: Arthur, come on.

ARTHUR: He’s got a stun gun.

OLIVIA: So?


ARTHUR: And he threatened to be evasive with it.

REIVER: Is this thing on?

OLIVIA: Arthur, you are all talk and no action. Step across.

ARTHUR doesn’t move.

OLIVIA: Now!

ARTHUR steps forward. REIVER emphatically stuns him – Nothing happens.

ARTHUR: Nothing is happening.

REIVER: Is it not switched on? Oh, I see.

He switches it and then stuns ARTHUR again. Who screams and falls unconscious to the floor. OLIVIA tries to get to ARTHUR, but is held by reiver.

OLIVIA: What have you done?

REIVER: I stunned him.

OLIVIA: Is he alive?

REIVER: ... Yes.

OLIVIA: Arthur?

REIVER: He’s just unconscious.

OLIVIA: You could have killed him.

REIVER: I warned him. He cannot cross without permission.

Now, I am going to let you go. If you attempt to cross the border, then I will have no choice but to stun you as well.

He lets her go.

OLIVIA: Is he all right?

REIVER: He is definitely still alive.

OLIVIA: You’ve never used that before have you?


REIVER: I have now. George. Potential national security threat. In the park. An unknown suspect attempting to enter the country without permission. I stunned him. It was a lot of fun. They shouldn’t be anymore trouble, but I will need to keep a close eye on the girl. She is very involved. Thanks George. He said he has sent back up, though I don’t think I really need it.

OLIVIA: Poor ARTHUR.

REIVER: I think I dealt with the situation admirably.

OLIVIA: Are you sure he is okay?

REIVER: He’s fine.

OLIVIA: No thanks to you.

REIVER: I had to show him I was serious.

OLIVIA: You know he means no harm.

REIVER: I don’t know that. I have been trained to be suspicious of everyone who isn’t from this country.

OLIVIA: But you must have met lots of people who weren’t from this country.

REIVER: A few.

OLIVIA: And were you suspicious of them?

REIVER: No. In fact, my Father wasn’t born in this country.

OLIVIA: If he wanted to cross the border, would you be suspicious of him?

REIVER: Yes, when I was a child, he left and never came back.

OLIVIA: Oh, would you be suspicious of your mother?

REIVER: Yes. She left with him.

OLIVIA: What about if George wanted to cross the border?

REIVER: Why would George want to cross the border?


OLIVIA: Imagine if he did.

REIVER: He wouldn’t.

OLIVIA: The point is /...

REIVER: Why would he leave?

OLIVIA: Who?

REIVER: George.

OLIVIA: I don’t know I’ve never met him.

REIVER: I need to speak to him. I need to talk him out of it.

OLIVIA: I am being hypothetical.

REIVER: (reiver is mildly hyperventilating.) You are making me hypothetical.

OLIVIA: George is not leaving.

REIVER: He is not leaving?

OLIVIA: No. I am pretending that he is to make a point.

REIVER: And what is the point?

OLIVIA: That if he was, would you be suspicious of him?

REIVER: No.

ARTHUR begins waking up.

OLIVIA: Exactly. Division creates suspicion. If we are kept apart from each other, by borders, for instance, then we start to believe that we are different from each other. And we will begin to /...

REIVER stuns him again.

OLIVIA: What did you do that for?

REIVER: We were talking, it was nice. I didn’t want him waking up and ruining it.

OLIVIA: Stop electrocuting my boyfriend!


REIVER: It’s quite a thing this. It’s like a people pause button.

I thought we would get guns, but we have to work for one week before we get guns.

OLIVIA: They are really taking this seriously.

REIVER: Well, we’ve all seen what can happen if a nation has a poorly defended border.

OLIVIA: And you think this piece of tape will stop anyone entering our country?

REIVER: It’s temporary.

OLIVIA: And what is a wall? You think walls haven’t been built and smashed before?

REIVER: I should mention some of this to George. I have a feeling he is a man who enjoys an ideological chat.

REIVER takes out a notebook and makes notes.

REIVER: Could you say some of that stuff again?

OLIVIA: No.

REIVER: I’ll have to paraphrase then. I hope George doesn’t mind me paraphrasing. Actually, I could use your input on a particular predicament I am currently staring down the barrel of.

OLIVIA: ... I’m not helping you border the duck pond!

REIVER: This isn’t so bad there are a million lines we are not allowed to cross. You should be used to it by now.

OLIVIA: What do you mean?

REIVER: Well, you see signs everywhere, don’t you? Do not cross this line. Do not enter this door. Do not touch the animals.

OLIVIA: This is different.


REIVER: And you hear people say, you have just crossed the line. Or don’t cross the line. You are walking a fine line.

OLIVIA: I think that’s three different ways of saying the same thing.

REIVER: Well you get the point. There are plenty of imaginary lines we are not allowed to cross. I don’t see what makes this one so different.

OLIVIA: It’s completely different. This is a physical border with possibly life-altering consequences for crossing.

REIVER: Yeah, but it’s similar.

OLIVIA: It’s not very similar.

REIVER: It’s a little similar.

OLIVIA: It’s completely different.

REIVER: They both have to do with lines.

OLIVIA: I’m getting sick of you.

REIVER: That is not very nice.

OLIVIA: We still don’t know how I am going to get ARTHUR back to this country?

REIVER: I’m not sure what the procedure is. I’m not even sure if there is a procedure yet.

OLIVIA: You are a border guard. How can you not know the procedure?

REIVER: I imagine he will have to get permission from this country to enter. If he is from here, and he has the documents to prove it, then that won’t be a problem. But first he will have to tell the country that he is in, that he is in it. You can’t leave a country, that you aren’t in, can you?

OLIVIA: What documents?

REIVER: His passport.


OLIVIA: Then why didn’t you just say passport?

REIVER: Documents sounds better.

ARTHUR is coming around. Unseen by the others.

OLIVIA: He won’t have his passport with him.

REIVER: Why not?

OLIVIA: Because when we came for a romantic walk in the park, we didn’t think we would be involved in an international crisis. I’ll go home and get it.

OLIVIA exits, quickly.

REIVER: Wait... You can’t leave...

ARTHUR: What’s happening?

REIVER doesn’t know whether to follow her or stay with ARTHUR.

REIVER: Come back.

ARTHUR: What’s going on?

REIVER: You were threatening national security, so I stunned you with an electronic tazer.

ARTHUR: Oh. Right.

REIVER: Olivia has gone to your home to collect documents.

ARTHUR: What documents?

REIVER: Your passport.

ARTHUR: Then why didn’t you just say passport?

REIVER: Don’t you start.

ARTHUR: When Olivia gets my passport, can I come back over?

REIVER: I don’t know.

ARTHUR: You don’t know anything.


REIVER: Look, I want to get this straightened out as much as you do. I’m not happy standing here all day, stunning you with my stun gun. Actually, that bit I did quite enjoy. But for the most part I wouldn’t mind getting back to work. For one thing, the pond is a bloody mess. Ducks and geese, coming and going.

ARTHUR: Leave the ducks alone.

REIVER: Not to mention fish, who knows what they are getting up to under the water, where no eyes can see.

ARTHUR: They are probably just breathing and swimming.

REIVER: Yes, but on which side of the border?

ARTHUR: So you are going to impose your border on the fish as well. What about the birds? What about the wind? You don’t want that passing from country to country unchecked.

REIVER: You do go on.

ARTHUR: No I don’t.

REIVER: You do. Even Olivia thinks you go on.

ARTHUR: No she doesn’t.

REIVER: She thinks you are all talk and no action.

ARTHUR: I am action. I am major action. I’m an action man.

REIVER: I don’t see you taking any action.

ARTHUR: I have just been electrocuted. I don’t feel like taking action right now.

REIVER: I was only doing my duty.

ARTHUR: You were doing your duty to this stupid border.

REIVER: This border is for your own good.


ARTHUR: I’ve heard that before. That is what everyone says when they are doing something that is quite clearly not for your own good.

REIVER: It may not be helping you personally, but as an overall system.

ARTHUR: As an overall system, shouldn’t it still be helping me personally?

REIVER: Listen ARTHUR, you have absolutely no idea what you are talking about.

ARTHUR: I do.

REIVER: You are obviously not involved, like Olivia.

ARTHUR: I don’t want to be involved. That is my whole point. I don’t want to be stuck in border disputes, or need documents, or argue with authoritative figures. I want to be the least involved person who ever lived.

REIVER: You think I am an authoritative figure?

ARTHUR: That is not important.

REIVER: I’ll take that as a yes.

ARTHUR: Does it matter?

REIVER: It does to me.

ARTHUR: Not that.

REIVER: Then what?

ARTHUR: Does it really make that much of a difference?

REIVER: Not to me.

ARTHUR: You don’t even know what I am about to say.

REIVER: But if you are about to say it it probably doesn’t make much of a difference to me.


ARTHUR: Does it really make that much of a difference which side I am from?

REIVER: I think it does.

ARTHUR: Why though?

REIVER: Well, we go to all of the trouble in drawing the line, we may as well act like it means something.

ARTHUR: I just want to be back over there with Olivia.

REIVER: Not possible I’m afraid. Now you stay well on your side of the line or you will get another house call from Dr. Stun Gun.

ARTHUR: Fine.

Silence.

REIVER: She is nice isn’t she?

ARTHUR: Who?

REIVER: What do you mean who? The only girl here.

ARTHUR: Olivia?

REIVER: Yes. Olivia.

ARTHUR: You think she’s nice?

REIVER: She’s attractive, spirited, and so involved.

ARTHUR: She is involved all right.

REIVER: She can be a little annoying at times. A little pushy, I think and, possibly a little too high maintenance.

ARTHUR: She isn’t pushy.

REIVER: She is pretty pushy.

ARTHUR: Well, she isn’t high maintenance.

REIVER: Really?


ARTHUR: Maybe a little. And she can be annoying. She goes on and on and on. Sometimes I just want to tell her to shut her mouth for one minute, but I never do. I don’t know why.

REIVER: You can’t tell a woman to shut her mouth for one minute. They don’t like it.

ARTHUR: Are you married?

REIVER: No. Actually, I shouldn’t be revealing any details about my personal life.

ARTHUR: Why not?

REIVER: I wouldn’t want to encourage vendetta.

ARTHUR: Vendetta? I am not even brave enough to step over a tape line, you think I am the vendetta type?

REIVER: No I’m not married.

ARTHUR: Girlfriend?

REIVER: No.

ARTHUR: Ever had one?

REIVER: Not really. Women have never seemed to like me very much.

ARTHUR: I wonder why?

REIVER: Me too. I always thought I would be quite a catch. I am enthusiastic and organised.

ARTHUR: I am not sure how much of a part organisation has to play.

REIVER: But women never seemed to give me a chance. That is why I am pleased I have this job. I am important now.

I have an important job. And hopefully a nice girl will see that, and she will like me.

ARTHUR: I’m sure she will.


REIVER: How did you get Olivia?

ARTHUR: Get her what?

REIVER: Get her. Get her to be your girlfriend.

ARTHUR: Actually, I think it was more the other way around.

REIVER: You made her do a bit of chasing, did you?

ARTHUR: Yes, but not in the way you might think.

REIVER: What do you mean?

ARTHUR: Well, I don’t think it counts if you don’t know you are being chased. I’m not very good at reading signs.

REIVER: Are you going to marry her?

ARTHUR: What? Am I...marry Olivia? I don’t know. Maybe.

I mean I could. I definitely could...do that. Not yet I don’t think. But in the future. I suppose, I might.

REIVER: Wow. They say when you know you really know.

ARTHUR: I do know. I mean I think I know. I don’t know.

REIVER: Is that why you don’t want to cross back over, because you don’t want to marry her?

ARTHUR: No, I do want to cross back over, you won’t let me.

REIVER: I’ll let you if you get Olivia to set me up with one of her friends.

ARTHUR: You must be joking.

REIVER: No, I’m not.

ARTHUR: I wish I was a duck.

REIVER: ... What is the thing with you and ducks?

OLIVIA enters.

OLIVIA: I’ve got his... Arthur...

OLIVIA makes to cross to him. REIVER stands between them.


REIVER: Whoa whoa whoa! How many times do I have to tell you? You can’t cross the border without permission. You don’t have permission. So stay put.

OLIVIA: Look, I don’t know who you are, or why we have put up with so much of your shit. But I am getting sick of it now. We have done everything you asked and you have done nothing for us. Well, we are not going to stand for it any more. Come on Arthur let’s go home.

Silence.

OLIVIA: Arthur, cross over.

ARTHUR: I don’t want to.

OLIVIA: Why not?

ARTHUR: Because something might happen to me.

OLIVIA: It won’t.

ARTHUR: It might.

OLIVIA: It won’t.

REIVER: It might.

OLIVIA: It won’t.

ARTHUR: Olivia, it is to big a chance for me to take.

OLIVIA: You wouldn’t risk your life for me?

ARTHUR: No.

OLIVIA: Arthur! That is not very romantic.

ARTHUR: Would you want me to?

OLIVIA: Maybe.

ARTHUR: It wouldn’t make sense.

OLIVIA: I suppose not.


ARTHUR: It would be much more practical to wait and see if a more diplomatic solution could be found.

REIVER: He’s right.

ARTHUR: Would you risk your life for me?

OLIVIA: Definitely not.

ARTHUR: Exactly.

REIVER: I would risk my life for you Olivia.

OLIVIA: Really?

REIVER: Yes. As long as I knew I wouldn’t lose it.

OLIVIA: That’s not really the same thing.

REIVER: Well, it’s more than Arthur would do. He wouldn’t even consider it.

ARTHUR: I didn’t say I wouldn’t. I would consider it.

REIVER: You would consider it, but you definitely wouldn’t do it.

ARTHUR: Yes. No.

REIVER: I would more than consider it. I would consider it an honour.

Silence.

REIVER: I wish I hadn’t said that.

OLIVIA: Arthur you are such a coward.

ARTHUR: So?

OLIVIA: What do you mean so?

ARTHUR: I don’t care.

OLIVIA: How can you not care? You are a man, aren’t you?

ARTHUR: What has that got to do with it?


OLIVIA: Men are supposed to hate being called cowards.

ARTHUR: Olivia, we are not in the Wild West, you know?

OLIVIA: Still you are supposed to be courageous.

ARTHUR: Courageous? What exactly can I be courageous with?

REIVER: I consider myself courageous.

OLIVIA: Good for you.

REIVER: I’m also very organised.

OLIVIA: So?

ARTHUR: I told you they didn’t like it.

REIVER: I can’t believe I am just finding this out now.

ARTHUR: Why don’t you come over here?

OLIVIA: What?

ARTHUR: Why don’t you step onto this side? I am obviously not brave enough to cross, so you will have to cross over here.

OLIVIA: I can’t.

ARTHUR: Why not?

OLIVIA: Because all of my stuff is on this side.

ARTHUR: Stuff?

OLIVIA: My life is on this side.

ARTHUR: And I am on this side.

OLIVIA: All of my things are over here.

ARTHUR: Leave them. We can start a new life over here.

OLIVIA: I don’t want to.

ARTHUR: Why not?


OLIVIA: Arthur, you’re being ridiculous.

ARTHUR: You’re scared.

OLIVIA: I am not.

ARTHUR: Well go on then, cross.

REIVER: Turning the tables. Nicely done Arthur.

ARTHUR: Thank you.

OLIVIA: You don’t think that I will cross the line? I will cross the line. I cross lines all day long.

ARTHUR: Go on then.

OLIVIA: Okay. I will. I will. I’ll cross.

Silence.

ARTHUR: Go on then.

REIVER: Yeah! I mean no. Don’t do it, you are not allowed.

OLIVIA: Quiet! Here goes.

Pause. A red siren light on one side of the stage.

REIVER: Back up.

ARTHUR: Back up?

REIVER: George has sent them to protect me.

OLIVIA: Well, I definitely can’t cross now.

ARTHUR: But we haven’t done anything wrong.

REIVER: You haven’t yet.

ARTHUR: I want to go home.

REIVER: I think that is what they are worried about.

OLIVIA: I brought his passport.


REIVER: Could you please call them documents? Or papers?

Your choice.

OLIVIA: I’ve got his documents.

REIVER: Let me take a look at them. Yes, good. So, you are from this country?

ARTHUR: This is getting out of hand.

REIVER: Your middle name is Leslie?

ARTHUR: Not that it is any of your business.

REIVER: First thing we will have to do is figure out what the official procedure is for getting these papers to you.

OLIVIA: I’ll pass them to him.

REIVER: I wouldn’t do that. That would be smuggling.

OLIVIA: No, I’ll hand them to him.

REIVER: It seems to me that handing an unknown package across a controversial border, in plain sight of a few dozen border guards, is not the smartest thing to do.

OLIVIA: Fine. Then talk to George. Tell him we have Arthur’s passport.

REIVER: Documents.

OLIVIA: Tell him that we have Arthur’s documents. Tell him that we are innocent. That we are non-violent. That we are co-operating. Ask him what the procedure is, for getting Arthur back over.

REIVER: I will ask him what the procedure is, but that is only because I would like to know myself, not because you asked me to. George. Hello George. Yes they are here. Thank you for sending them. I have got things under control. I will. I’ll stay with them at all times. The thing is George, he is from this country, wants to re-enter. What is the procedure? Really? I’ll tell them.


ARTHUR: ... Well?

REIVER: He doesn’t know. He said that new entry and exit procedure hasn’t been agreed on yet.

OLIVIA: How long will that take?

REIVER: How long will that take George? He said ‘That’s the big question, isn’t it?’

ARTHUR: ... Yes.

REIVER: He was being rhetorical. You’re not the only one who can be rhetorical, you know?

OLIVIA: So until they decide on a procedure...

REIVER: He won’t be able to come back. Not until the bureaucracy is settled.

ARTHUR: I can’t come home?

REIVER: Doesn’t look like it.

ARTHUR: Why are you doing this?

REIVER: It’s my job.

ARTHUR: Do you really want to do this?

REIVER: You mean, would I do it if this wasn’t my job?

ARTHUR: Yes.

REIVER: No I wouldn’t.

ARTHUR: Exactly.

REIVER: Because if this wasn’t my job, then this wouldn’t be a border, it would just be a piece of tape. If you are asking me if would I come here on my day off and draw a meaningless tape line through the middle of a park, then the answer is no.

OLIVIA: Do you believe in the border?

REIVER: Of course I believe in it. I can see it. It’s right there.


OLIVIA: Not do you believe it exists. Do you believe in it being drawn?

REIVER: I don’t care.

OLIVIA: How can you not care?

REIVER: I’m not involved.

ARTHUR: Neither am I.

REIVER: I mean in this. Or I wouldn’t be involved, if I wasn’t, you know, involved.

ARTHUR: I don’t understand.

REIVER: You wouldn’t care about the border if you weren’t involved in it.

OLIVIA: I would.

REIVER: People only care about what effects them directly.

OLIVIA: That is not true. I care about a lot of things that don’t effect me.

REIVER: Name one?

OLIVIA: ... I can’t think of one off the top of my head.

REIVER: Exactly. I’m the same, if this border dispute wasn’t my job, I wouldn’t care about it at all. If I didn’t know you and someone told me about you I wouldn’t care about you either.

ARTHUR: I am beginning to see why you have never had a girlfriend.

REIVER: Because I am honest. If we were honest all the time, none of us would have girlfriends.

ARTHUR: That is not true.

REIVER: Or boyfriends.

ARTHUR: That is definitely not true.


OLIVIA: Actually, it probably is.

REIVER: See.

OLIVIA: If I said to you even half of the things that crossed my mind, you would not have stayed with me for very long.

REIVER: He would probably have committed suicide by now.

OLIVIA: He wouldn’t have.

ARTHUR: I might have.

OLIVIA: I’m not that bad.

ARTHUR: And if I had said some of the things I had wanted to, you probably wouldn’t be here either.

OLIVIA: If you had said half of the things you wanted to say to me we might have actually had a decent conversation once in a while.

ARTHUR: We talk a lot.

OLIVIA: I talk a lot.

ARTHUR: I know. It’s me has to listen to you.

OLIVIA: Well, sitting in silence is not as much fun for me as it is for you.

ARTHUR: Silence is important. I only speak when I have something interesting to say.

OLIVIA: No wonder you never open your mouth.

ARTHUR: Those who speak don’t know, and those who know don’t speak.

REIVER: Who know what?

ARTHUR: You don’t know.

OLIVIA: There is a delicate balance between choosing your words, and not having words to choose from.

ARTHUR: When I have something to say I say it.


OLIVIA: But that is not what I want Arthur.

ARTHUR: Well, what do you want?

OLIVIA: I want us to talk. To talk about everything. I want us to talk about the important stuff and about trivial stuff. I want you to ask me questions. Hundreds of questions.

REIVER: Can you two save this for later?

ARTHUR: About what?

OLIVIA: About anything you want?

ARTHUR: Whenever I ask you anything we always seem to get back onto the same subject.

OLIVIA: And what is that?

ARTHUR: Since we are being honest, that, is the ins and outs of your emotional wellbeing. And, frankly, I find your emotional wellbeing quite dull.

OLIVIA: That is not all I talk about.

ARTHUR: That is certainly how it feels.

REIVER: Seriously, can you stop bickering?

OLIVIA: I talk about a wide variety of topics.

ARTHUR: Really? Who to?

OLIVIA: If this line wasn’t in between us I’d hit you.

ARTHUR: That would make a nice change from pushing me.

OLIVIA: I don’t push you.

ARTHUR: All you do is push me. You push me closer and closer to exploding.

OLIVIA: Exploding? That would be a bit much for you.

ARTHUR: I could explode.

OLIVIA: It would be like a balloon bursting.


ARTHUR: A very large balloon.

REIVER: Give it a rest! Listening to you two argue is worse than listening to you complain. If this is how much you like each other I don’t know why you’re working so hard to get back together. If there is so much you don’t like about each other then why not stay separated. I have done the hard part for you.

Silence.

REIVER: I’ll check in with George. See if there is any change.

Now, if you haven’t got anything nice to say to each other, then don’t say anything at all. George, I am still here. Things are going very well, though the duck pond remains somewhat of a danger zone.

OLIVIA: The duck pond?

REIVER: Say that again George.

OLIVIA: He hasn’t bordered the duck pond yet.

REIVER: Why are they doing that?

OLIVIA: Arthur, cross the pond.

REIVER: I will. I will stay right with them. Bye George.

OLIVIA: It hasn’t been bordered yet, there is nothing there to stop you. Come on Arthur.

ARTHUR: No Olivia.

REIVER: George said /...

OLIVIA: Why not?

REIVER: George said that /...

ARTHUR: Because this situation is bad enough as it is. I don’t want to make a break for the duck pond. I want to stand here and hope that things do not get any worse.

A blue siren light on the opposite side to the red one.


ARTHUR: Oh good.

REIVER: George said the other country have mobilised their army.

ARTHUR: Of course they have.

 Reiver: They must have seen our troops at the border.

OLIVIA: The border guards are getting guns.

REIVER: I am to make sure you don’t do anything that could provoke either side.

ARTHUR: This is getting worse by the minute.

REIVER: George has trusted me.

OLIVIA: Tell them to put their guns down.

REIVER: He has given me a very important job.

ARTHUR: (To Border Guards.) We are innocent!

REIVER: Why would he do that if he didn’t think I could handle it?

ARTHUR: Put your weapons down!

REIVER: I’ll show him I can handle it.

ARTHUR: (Shouting to soldiers.) Mr Soldier?

OLIVIA: (To ARTHUR.) Mr Soldier?

ARTHUR: Well I don’t know his name, do I?

OLIVIA: I can’t believe this is happening. This is all your fault, you know?

REIVER: It isn’t all my fault.

OLIVIA: You drew the border that separated us, you stunned Arthur, and you don’t know how to do your fucking job.

REIVER: I do know how to do my job.

OLIVIA: Obviously not very well. Look what you have caused.


REIVER: If you have a complaint, you will need to speak to someone higher up the ladder. I am just following my orders.

OLIVIA: Higher up the ladder. That is what they always say.

REIVER: It is if you need to speak to someone higher up the ladder.

OLIVIA: Passing the book. Always passing the book.

REIVER: I haven’t passed the book.

OLIVIA: Yes you have.

REIVER: I don’t even have a book.

ARTHUR: I actually think that the correct expression is passing the buck. Not book.

Silence.

ARTHUR: Never mind.

OLIVIA: You want to pass responsibility on to someone else, and claim that you are just doing your job.

REIVER: But all of that is true.

OLIVIA: This isn’t your decision?

REIVER: No, I didn’t even really know what was happening until quite recently. I am not involved like you.

OLIVIA: You’re just following orders?

REIVER: Yes, I am.

OLIVIA: No one is forcing you to do your job?

REIVER: They are not forcing me, but I do have to do it.

OLIVIA: Why?

REIVER: Because otherwise it wouldn’t be my job for very much longer. Are you employed?


OLIVIA: So all you do is take orders?

REIVER: Isn’t that all anyone does?

OLIVIA: You take orders from above and you do whatever they tell you.

REIVER: Yes.

ARTHUR: So you’re really just a servant?

REIVER: Well, I suppose that is one way of looking at it.

ARTHUR: And what is another?

REIVER: I am a cog in the machine.

OLIVIA: And you like that?

REIVER: I am as important as every other cog. If you take one out then the whole machine stops working.

OLIVIA: Do you not want to be an individual? To be unique?

REIVER: No. Never again. You have no idea how long I have felt like I was an individual, unique, and on my own. I like being a part of something bigger.

OLIVIA: But each and every person is a unique character, with individual wants and desires. And we all deserve to be treated as individuals by every authority that we encounter.

Silence.

REIVER: Well that is never going to happen.

OLIVIA: Not with people like you in positions of power.

REIVER: I like the sound of that. A position of power. Me. In a position of power. Have you ever been in a position of power?

OLIVIA: I’m not even going to answer that.

ARTHUR: What are you two talking about?

REIVER: It’s none of your business. Is it Olivia?


OLIVIA: Who is actually telling you to do this?

REIVER: George.

OLIVIA: And who actually is George?

REIVER: George is... George.

OLIVIA: Have you ever met him?

REIVER: No.

OLIVIA: So you take orders from somebody you have never met?

REIVER: They don’t just put somebody on the radio, you know? They only put the top dogs on the radio. The best of the best. I imagine, whoever George is, that he is an extremely qualified and capable person. To me he sounds like a natural leader, he has that sort of voice, it is authoritative, and yet somehow friendly. No, not just somebody at all.

OLIVIA: But still, you don’t know who he is, but it is your job to do what he says?

REIVER: I suppose so.

OLIVIA: Wouldn’t you like to know more about him?

REIVER: I would, but I can’t see him telling me anything. He is very careful with his words is George.

OLIVIA: You have a right to know your employer. This situation is very serious, don’t you want to know more about the man who put you in it?

REIVER: ... As a matter of fact I do. He knows everything about me, why shouldn’t I know at least something about him?

ARTHUR: You should.

OLIVIA: It’s only fair.


REIVER: George. Hello George. The situation is about the same really. Yes I will, but first I wanted to ask you a few questions. About yourself. Is George your real name? He said that is above my clearance. How old are you? That as well? Well, how long have you been doing this job? Classified is it? Favourite colour? You don’t feel comfortable giving that one out. Favourite animal? Tiger! Oh. The Tiger. Good choice. Thanks for telling me George. I feel closer to you already. Now is that the Bengal or the Siberian? George? He’s gone. Wow. That was amazing. I feel much better now. Thank you for making me do that. The Tiger.

OLIVIA: That wasn’t really what I had in mind.

REIVER: Still, it starts small like that, next thing you know George and I are playing tennis together on the weekends. Or going for lunch on our days off.

OLIVIA: This is why I want to be involved.

REIVER: In our lunch? I think George might prefer it if just the two of us went. He may not feel comfortable talking with you there.

OLIVIA: Involved in events, I mean. We need to be more involved in the world Arthur.

ARTHUR: Why?

OLIVIA: I want to know who is making all of these decisions on our behalf. I want to know who is in charge of drawing the lines on the ground, and who is on the other end of the radios.

ARTHUR: What difference would it make?

OLIVIA: A lot to me.

ARTHUR: So you would know who was doing all of these things, but it wouldn’t change anything. They would still get done regardless.


OLIVIA: Better the devil you know.

ARTHUR: Better the devil I know what?

OLIVIA: Than the devil you don’t.

ARTHUR: The devil I don’t what?

OLIVIA: It’s better than the devil you don’t.

ARTHUR: (To REIVER.) Do you know what she is talking about?

REIVER: Some kind of code, maybe.

OLIVIA: It’s an expression. Better the devil you know, than the devil you don’t.

Silence. They don’t get it.

ARTHUR: I don’t follow.

REIVER: No, lost me.

OLIVIA: I want to know who is doing what. There are people out there somewhere, and the things they do effect us all, and I want to know who they are. So you answer to George?

REIVER: Yes.

OLIVIA: And who does George answer to?

REIVER: Good question. George? Come in George. Just a quick one George. I answer to you, but who do you answer to? Yes they did ask, but I am asking because I would like to know, I am not just asking because they asked. Right. I see. He answers to Frank.

OLIVIA: And who does Frank answer to?

REIVER: And who does Frank answer to? Right. Frank answers to Mark, but Mark is very busy so Frank usually talks to his personal assistant, David.

OLIVIA: And who does Mark answer to?


REIVER: And Mark answers to? In fact George, could you just keep telling me, to save me asking after every one? Mark answers to John, but John cannot do anything without Charles’ signature. Charles actually answers to a board of people on which sit, Michael, Deborah, Anna, Marcus, and Jean-Paul. Michael then answers to Malcolm. Deborah answers to another board, on which sit, Thomas, another Charles and Kathleen. Anna answers to Marco, who answers to François. Marcus answers to Bill, who answers to Sergey, Steve and Ron. Jean-Paul answers to Nicholas, and Nicholas answers to a board containing Alain, Simeon and Rick. The other two both answer to Andrew, and Simeon answer to Theodore, and Joseph. Joseph actually answers to the second Charles that Deborah answers to. Does that answer your question?

OLIVIA: When does it stop?

REIVER: When does what stop?

OLIVIA: Who is at the top? Who doesn’t answer to anyone?

REIVER: Who is at the very top George? Is there someone who doesn’t answer to anyone? He doesn’t know. He thinks it keeps on going.

OLIVIA: Well there is the problem.

REIVER: Thanks George.

OLIVIA: Too many cooks. No wonder it takes so long to actually get anything done. Files are getting passed from boardroom to boardroom, from committee to committee, and from person to person, meanwhile, there are real people down here whose lives are in the balance. We are waiting here for information that could change our whole life, meanwhile, Frank is talking to Deborah, who is asking for David’s assistant’s signature, so he can ask Marcus, if Charles is allowed to talk to Jean-Paul. Everyone is so busy talking to everyone else that nothing is actually being done.

REIVER: I actually think Frank answers to Mark, not Deborah.


ARTHUR: She is right. All we want is a straight answer, and we don’t even know who we have asked the question to.

OLIVIA: We need simplicity.

ARTHUR: More like the ducks.

OLIVIA: Kind of like the ducks.

ARTHUR: Simplicity.

OLIVIA: Yes, but if you put this to George, don’t tell him we want to be treated like ducks. Tell him we want to be treated like people, and we want some answers.

REIVER: I agree.

OLIVIA: You do?

REIVER: Yes I do. I think there is far too much confusion. I agree, you, and I, we deserve a straight answer. I will put it to George right now. I will see that this gets done. George. Me again. We’ve had a little chat.

OLIVIA: Not a little chat, an important discussion.

REIVER: I mean, we’ve had a vital discussion on this subject, and we have come to a drastic conclusion.

OLIVIA: Good.

REIVER: There is too much complexity George. There are too many people. The system needs to be simplified, otherwise we risk frustrating people, and losing their respect, which will make it much harder to get them to help us, should we need their help. How can we expect them to be straight with us, if we are not straight with them?

Pause.

OLIVIA: What did he say?

Pause.

REIVER: He loved it. He agrees. He thinks it is a great idea.


OLIVIA: Really?

REIVER: Yes, he thinks it’s something that needs to be addressed immediately.

OLIVIA: Really?

REIVER: Yes.

ARTHUR: What is he going to do?

REIVER: He is going to put it to Frank, who will mention it to David, in the hope that David can convince Mark to bring it up at next year’s annual general meeting.

OLIVIA: Next year’s?

REIVER: Yes, the topics for this year’s meeting have been in place since last year, and it is too late to make any additions.

OLIVIA: We need to speak to someone ourselves, and stop having other people speak for us.

ARTHUR: Why don’t we talk to the soldiers?

OLIVIA: That is a good idea.

ARTHUR: (Shouting.) Hello! Excuse me!

OLIVIA: It’s no good shouting. They’ve got ear defenders on.

REIVER: Ear defenders. I knew I forgot something.

OLIVIA: How can we speak to them?

REIVER: There is a lot of equipment with this job.

ARTHUR: The radio?

REIVER: The radio is just the beginning really.

OLIVIA: Let me use it.

REIVER: You can’t use my radio.

OLIVIA: Why can’t I?


REIVER: You wouldn’t know how to work it. I barely know how to work it.

OLIVIA: I want to speak to George.

REIVER: What do you want to say to him?

OLIVIA: I want to tell him that there is no need for his men to point their guns at us.

REIVER: I can’t give you my radio.

ARTHUR: Pretend we’re threatening you.

REIVER: I feel like you are threatening me.

OLIVIA grabs the stun gun.

OLIVIA: Now give us the radio.

ARTHUR: Why didn’t you just take the radio?

OLIVIA: ... Shit. I didn’t think.

ARTHUR: Now we are threatening you.

REIVER: Are you going to stun me?

OLIVIA: No, I just want to... I can’t remember what we are trying to do.

ARTHUR: Call George.

OLIVIA: Why did I take the stun gun?

ARTHUR: I think you just got carried away.

OLIVIA: Give me the radio.

REIVER: Okay. Okay. I am reaching for the radio.

He hands it over.

OLIVIA: Now don’t move. George. Hello. George. This is Olivia. I’m in the park. Very nice thank you. I took it off one of your border guards. I will give it back to him. I wanted to speak to you first. We have a bit of a situation

down here George. It’s getting out of hand. Yes they are. About twenty. Yeah, with guns. I don’t know. I can’t see from here. The long ones. The two handed ones. Really? I’ve never fired one.

ARTHUR: Olivia?

REIVER: She is getting more out of him than I do.

OLIVIA: Yes. He is still over there. No, he isn’t. What exactly is he threatening to do? What? No, we are just people. Normal people. George. I haven’t finished yet. Fine. He wants to speak to you.

REIVER: Had a feeling he might. What’s up George? Sorry sir. No sir. I didn’t give it to her. She took it. She threatened me. With a stun gun. Mine. She took that as well.

ARTHUR: What did he say?

OLIVIA: He said that you had better stay where you are unless you want things to get worse.

REIVER: No. No, I can handle this George. Please... George?

ARTHUR: Right, enough is enough. If my own country won’t help me, then I will go down there and talk to this country. Hopefully, I’ll get more sense out of them than I have got out of you. I will sort this out myself and get back to Olivia, where I belong. I will not take no for an answer.

ARTHUR exits.

OLIVIA: Be careful Arthur.

REIVER: He said that he is sending someone to relieve me.

OLIVIA: I’ve never seen him like that before.

REIVER: That I have failed him.

OLIVIA: He was so worked up.

REIVER: That I was weak and not fit to serve.


OLIVIA: I liked it.

REIVER: He sounded so disappointed.

OLIVIA: I wish he was like that in bed.

REIVER: Olivia, I may be about to lose the best job I have ever had, can I have your attention for a moment?

OLIVIA: What’s wrong?

REIVER: George is sending someone to relieve me.

OLIVIA: He was probably just angry.

REIVER: He said that I couldn’t handle the responsibility.

OLIVIA: We all say things we don’t mean when we are angry.

REIVER: I didn’t want to let him down.

OLIVIA: You are being too hard on yourself.

REIVER: George has high standards. He expects the best from people.

OLIVIA: He will calm down.

REIVER: Will he?

OLIVIA: Of course he will. But you need to show him that you can handle responsibility. No more words, now is the time to act. You need to make it your mission to make sure that this conflict goes no further. Did they teach you about peacekeeping at border guard school?

REIVER: No.

OLIVIA: What did they teach you?

REIVER: How to use the radio, the border guard secret handshake and some judo.

OLIVIA: Talk to George again. Tell him you are going to prove to him that you can do your job.


REIVER: Yes. That’s a good idea. George? I’ve got something... Really? That happened fast. I suppose you’re right, we need as many as we can get, if things are going to get out of hand.

OLIVIA: What is happening?

REIVER: He said we have begun conscription, of everyone aged eighteen to twenty-one. They want to be prepared for the first wave.

OLIVIA: They don’t even know if there’ll be a first wave.

REIVER: George? He’s gone.

OLIVIA: Conscription?

REIVER: See, it isn’t all bad, Arthur may be in a foreign country, but at least he beat the draft.

ARTHUR enters in the uniform of the country he is in.

ARTHUR: They said they wanted to be prepared for the first wave.

OLIVIA: Take that off Arthur.

ARTHUR: I can’t. They told me I had to put it on. I told them I was from the other country, but they called me a traitor and threatened to have me shot. I told them I was joking. I was scared, I didn’t know what to do.

OLIVIA: (To REIVER.) It is all up to you now. If you want to convince George that you are man enough to do your job, then you need to prevent this from going any further, you need to explain that it has all been a misunderstanding and you need to get Arthur back where he belongs.

REIVER: Right, here is what I will do. I will go and talk to the guards. No more radios. Face to face. I am going to go down and get this all straightened out, and nothing is going to distract me.

REIVER exits. Silence.


OLIVIA: Could you live without me Arthur?

ARTHUR: ...I suppose so.

OLIVIA: What! Arthur!

ARTHUR: Oh. I didn’t understand the question. I mean no. I couldn’t.

OLIVIA: You could?

ARTHUR: No. Well, I wouldn’t want to. But I could. Couldn’t you survive without me?

OLIVIA: ...I don’t know.

ARTHUR: Of course you could. We choose to be together, we don’t need to be together.

OLIVIA: You choose to be with me?

ARTHUR: Of course.

OLIVIA: Isn’t love supposed to be a power out of our control?

Aren’t you supposed to need me? To be incapable of life without me?

ARTHUR: I don’t know.

OLIVIA: So what would you do if you could never get back?

ARTHUR: I would be very upset.

OLIVIA: And then?

ARTHUR: Well, I suppose eventually, I would start to get on with my life.

OLIVIA: Do you think you would find someone else?

ARTHUR: Eventually.

OLIVIA: How can you say this?

ARTHUR: Well there are a lot of people. And we are not all that different are we? At some point in my life I am bound to meet someone else who I like.


OLIVIA: You make it so simple. Like finding another pair of shoes after your old ones are worn out.

ARTHUR: I don’t know Olivia. I don’t want to know. I would be perfectly happy not knowing anything about my life. Just like a duck.

OLIVIA: Arthur, you are not a duck. You will never be a duck.

ARTHUR: I can dream, can’t I?

OLIVIA: All you do is dream Arthur. But not about me it seems.

REIVER enters, with a very big rifle.

REIVER: Look at this.

ARTHUR: What did they say?

OLIVIA: Why have you got that?

REIVER: All the border guards are getting one.

ARTHUR: We have to wait a week before we get guns.

REIVER: So did we, but what with war an almost certainty, they wanted everyone to be armed.

ARTHUR: That’s not fair. What did they say about getting me back over there?

REIVER: Oh no. I forgot to ask.

ARTHUR: You forgot?

REIVER: I feel taller with this.

ARTHUR: How could you forget?

REIVER: Do I look taller?

OLIVIA: Where are his papers?

REIVER: Oh. They have taken your papers.

ARTHUR: What?


REIVER: They told me to hand them over. I didn’t know what else to do.

OLIVIA: So he has no identification?

REIVER: I’m really sorry.

OLIVIA: We have absolutely no way of proving he is, who he says he is?

REIVER: I said I was sorry.

ARTHUR: How am I ever going to get back?

REIVER: Well, you couldn’t come back anyway, not dressed like that. Although, maybe, if you were a spy we could help you out. Is that something you might be interested in?

ARTHUR: You want me to become a spy?

REIVER: That’s a good idea. George will like that. You scratch our backs, we can scratch yours.

OLIVIA: He doesn’t want his back scratched.

ARTHUR: I’d make a good spy.

REIVER: I could be your contact.

ARTHUR: I’ve always had a flare for espionage.

REIVER: We could set up an underground network.

ARTHUR: La Résistance.

REIVER: We need a secret handshake and code names.

ARTHUR: Can mine be Peter Pan?

OLIVIA: No. No no no. Arthur, you are not becoming a spy.You are going to go back down there, give them back their uniform, and then come back here in your own clothes.

ARTHUR: I was drafted.

OLIVIA: I don’t care what you were. Down there now.


ARTHUR exits.

REIVER: Bye Peter.

OLIVIA: His name is Arthur.

REIVER: That’s right. Arthur. Anything else you heard, I would ask you to forget, you could compromise La Resistance.

OLIVIA: La Resistance doesn’t exist.

REIVER: That’s right Olivia. La Resistance does not exist.

ARTHUR re-enters, with a very big rifle.

ARTHUR: Look what they gave me.

OLIVIA: I don’t believe this.

REIVER: It’s not as big as mine.

ARTHUR: It’s bigger.

REIVER: No it isn’t.

ARTHUR: Is.

OLIVIA: It’s a good job I don’t have a gun.

ARTHUR: And they gave me a stun gun.

REIVER: I had one first.

ARTHUR: And a radio.

REIVER: Whatever.

ARTHUR: There is someone on the end of it. His name is Geoff. He is my superior.

REIVER: Good for you.

ARTHUR: He is a nice guy.

REIVER: Why don’t you go and marry him then?

ARTHUR: Shut up!


REIVER: You shut up!

OLIVIA: ARTHUR, go and give that gun back.

ARTHUR: I tried, they made me take it.

OLIVIA: Well, make them take it back.

ARTHUR: You say that like it is easy.

REIVER exits, unnoticed. He begins bringing on sandbags and putting them in a line along the border. He can do it throughout the scene until a substantial wall has been built – He also leaves his gun offstage. ARTHUR and OLIVIA are wrapt in their argument and do not notice, this argument must build quite steadily, but seriously, so that soon they are ready to kill each other.

OLIVIA: Isn’t it?

ARTHUR: No, it isn’t. These are soldiers you are talking about.

OLIVIA: So?

ARTHUR: So, some of them are really tall.

OLIVIA: What difference does that make?

ARTHUR: And they have all got tattoos.

OLIVIA: You need to stop letting people push you around.

ARTHUR: I need to stop letting you push me around.

OLIVIA: I don’t push you around.

ARTHUR: You try your best.

OLIVIA: Well, if you had listened in the first place this would never have happened.

ARTHUR is in the way of REIVER’s next sandbag.

REIVER: Excuse me.

ARTHUR does, without looking up, continuing to argue.

ARTHUR: It’s because I listened to you.


OLIVIA: What?

ARTHUR: You told me to cross the border and I end up unconscious.

OLIVIA: That wasn’t my fault.

ARTHUR: You tell me to talk to them and I end up recruited in their army.

OLIVIA: You should have /...

ARTHUR: Stop telling me what to do.

OLIVIA: Someone has got to.

OLIVIA is now in REIVER’s way.

REIVER: Excuse me.

She moves continuing.

OLIVIA: Someone has got too, otherwise you would never do anything. You are all talk and no action.

ARTHUR: And what have you done?

OLIVIA: I went home to get your passport.

ARTHUR: Call them papers Olivia.

OLIVIA: I took the stun gun, I spoke to George, I’ve done everything I possibly could Arthur. You have done nothing.

ARTHUR: I went to talk to the /...

OLIVIA: You’ve done nothing but stand there like an idiot.

ARTHUR: Well whenever I try /...

ARTHUR is in REIVER’s way.

REIVER: Excuse me.

ARTHUR: (Turning his rage on REIVER.) What are you doing!

REIVER: I am building a sandbag wall.


ARTHUR: Why?

REIVER: To keep you out.

ARTHUR: It’s only a foot high.

REIVER: Well, to discourage you then.

OLIVIA: I wouldn’t worry about Arthur jumping the wall. Apparently he only does things that I tell him to do.

ARTHUR: Just shut up and leave me alone Olivia.

OLIVIA: ...Maybe I should leave you alone. Maybe I should go home and leave you stranded out here. What would you do then?

ARTHUR: I would be grateful of the peace and quiet.

OLIVIA: I could leave you here with your army friends.

ARTHUR: At least in the army they don’t tell you what to do all the time.

OLIVIA: I hope you have a really nice time telling all the little soldier boys how you wish you were a duck.

ARTHUR: I’d make a good duck.

OLIVIA: YOU DON’T LIKE FLYING!

REIVER has had enough.

REIVER: Will both of you shut up? It is a good job there is a border between you or you would have killed each other.

He looks at his radio.

REIVER: George is calling me. And I am going to take it. Now you two better not start fighting again or you are both taking a one-way trip to Stun Gun City. Hello George.

Silence.

OLIVIA: Is this worth it?

ARTHUR: Worth it?


OLIVIA: Is it worth going through all of this?

ARTHUR: Of course it is. What do you mean?

OLIVIA: Maybe a break is what we really need.

ARTHUR: A break?

OLIVIA: Maybe we need some time to think all of these things over and to remind ourselves of what we each want.

ARTHUR: So now you want me to stay over here?

OLIVIA: Well, with you stranded over there, it does seem like a good time for us to split up.

ARTHUR: I can’t believe I am hearing this.

REIVER enters, he is searching for signal.

REIVER: George? I am not getting any signal. Can you hear me now? Can you hear me now?

REIVER exits.

OLIVIA: ARTHUR the only way for us to be together, is for one of us to cross the line.

ARTHUR: I can’t believe that you want to split up.

OLIVIA: We are already split up.

ARTHUR: We are physically, but I was under the impression that emotionally we were fairly together.

OLIVIA: This line has made me realise that we are not as close as we thought.

ARTHUR: This is what they want us to do Olivia. They want us to give up, go our separate ways, and not cause any more trouble.

OLIVIA: Why don’t we go our separate ways? It would be much easier.

ARTHUR: Life isn’t always about doing what is the easiest.


OLIVIA: Says the man who wishes he was a duck?

ARTHUR: We have to stay together Olivia.

OLIVIA: Why? What’s the point?

ARTHUR: We love each other. Don’t we?

OLIVIA is silent.

ARTHUR: I’ll get back Olivia.

OLIVIA: How?

ARTHUR: I’ll find a way.

OLIVIA: There is only one way Arthur. You cross the line.

ARTHUR: There must be another way.

OLIVIA: This is real life Arthur. People don’t find ways, people do as they are told and stay where they are told to stay.

ARTHUR: Why do people do what they are told to do?

REIVER enters.

REIVER: It wasn’t George. That light flashes when the battery is low.

ARTHUR: Why do people stay where they are told to stay?

REIVER: We are in a bit of a pickle, aren’t we?

REIVER offers OLIVIA some fudge.

OLIVIA: A pickle?

ARTHUR: Why should I need papers?

OLIVIA: I think this is slightly worse than a pickle.

REIVER: A jam?

OLIVIA: Worse.

ARTHUR: Why aren’t you two listening to me?

REIVER: I thought you were being rhetorical.


ARTHUR: Why shouldn’t I just step over the border right now?

REIVER: What?

OLIVIA: What?

ARTHUR: Why is it a crime? I should be allowed to go wherever I want.

REIVER: You should, but you’re not.

ARTHUR: I am a free man, aren’t I? I should be free to be with the woman that I love.

REIVER: When did he become so noble?

OLIVIA: I love you too Arthur.

ARTHUR: I don’t want to be kept apart from you.

REIVER: Arthur, no one cares what you want.

ARTHUR: Why do you have the power to tell me what I can do? Why shouldn’t I just cross the fucking line?

OLIVIA: Yes.

REIVER: I don’t think it would help.

ARTHUR: Well it wouldn’t hurt.

REIVER: It might.

ARTHUR: I need to be in control of my own life.

REIVER: Now is not the time to be brave Arthur.

ARTHUR: ...I want to be with Olivia.

ARTHUR steps across the border.

ARTHUR: I did it.

OLIVIA: You did.

He takes OLIVIA in his arms. A barrage of gunfire is heard.

Blackout.
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