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(Claire moves across the room and sits in the chair by the desk.
After a moment, Julian speaks quietly.)

JULIAN. 1 shouldn’t have brought her up, Claire. It was insensitive,
I'apologize.

(Pause.)

CLAIRE. I just ... This is 2 very difficult time right now.

JULIAN. Retiring, you mean,

CLAIRE. Not only that. The fact is ... we got a call from Becky.
JULIAN. You did?

CLAIRE. Three nights ago. A few minures past midnight — we
were both asleep.

(Pause.)

She said she has something to tell us. Something we have to hear.
She wants — no, she needs 10 see us.

JULIAN. Well, thar’s wonderful.

CLAIRE. Is jr?

JULIAN. It sounds like she’s had a change of heart.

CLAIRE. Out of the blye? After twelve years of absolute silence?
JULIAN. Did she give you any idea. . .?

CLAIRE. No, none at all. And she wouldn’t answer my questions,
any of them — where she’s living, how she lives, what she’s been
doing all this time. “Please, tel] me something,” T said. But she
kept repeating, “I don’t acknowledge your right to ask.” As if she
was reading from some kind of script. (Looks up at Julian, ) She’s
flying in tonight from — J don’t know where, and coming to the

house. At eight o’clock. Howard’s terribly upset, he can’t understand
why, after all this time —_

JULIAN. 1 sympathize, Claire, Speaking —
CLAIRE. You sympathize?
JULIAN. Of course. As 2 parent myself,
CLAIRE. It’s not the same. Becky’s our flesh and blood.
(Julian says nothing.)
We survived, Julian. Not every couple would have. It took us a
long time, almost destroyed our marriage ... bur we accepted her
absence. Found Peace, even, of a kind.
JULIAN. Bur isn’t jr —
CLAIRE. What does she wanp?
JULIAN. Claire, isn’t it possible she has good news?
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LAIRE i ing increasingly

ly.) How can it be good news?.( Growmg increasin
?pset ) H;)vfrsi];l;piz ée anything but catastrophic? What is she going
upset.

? -
cuse us of—2 ’ )
}([)JiC]:AN Whatever she has to say — at least you won't have to liv

i . You'll know. Isnt —
vafiltl}{eEdOqutoil’iywrzzeto know, don’t you understand? Not any

more—! (Covers her face with her hands.)
(After a moment, Julian speaks quietly.)

i itti f my suite,
. A few nights ago I was sitting on the balcony o :
{(E(I)Il;ilﬁé\lat the starsg—— the few still vis%léle tl.lf;otlhgehfiﬁ rll':gazlee E’)Sf (l:ﬁlhft
nt of ... I couldnt quite i entif . > L
21:‘1”3 trélcc))lfl }fold of me suddenly. The hornfylflg things Pa}ul;1 ;oitriutt};:;
WOI‘lCi about me — is it possible that everything he :;Z:lﬁ;ﬂ he truth?
What if I ... (Shakes bis head.) The moment passed,lf ranklt a)cr.cc an
deny that in so many ways, I'm a MmyStery to myse th e ap ali
for now. But it’s our deepest expectation, isn't it, that so y

mystery will come to an end? |

(A silence, then Claire looks up at Julian.)
CLAIRE. Julian ...

(Pause.)

Did you...?

? .
JctiliﬁlNE Xﬁ:}d ... you have employees who find things for you.

JULIAN. Yes, I do.

(Pause.) ?
CLAIRE. Did you have them find my da‘ughter.
JULIAN. I'm sorry I mentioned }}er, Clzure, II ?
CLAIRE. Do you know what she’s going to tell us?

(Pause. Julian shakes his head.)
JULIAN. I have no idea what she wants to say to you.

CLAIRE. Is that the truth?
JULIAN. Yes, of course. ﬂ |
(A moment, then Claire gestures apologetically.)

CLAIRE. Thank you. I'm sorry. It’s just such a coincidence that —
JULIAN. She didn’t tell me, you see.

(A moment.)
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