F/X                              OPEN WITH THE PLATTERS SONG ‘IT’S ALL IN THE

                                    GAME.’ CROSS FADE TO HOSPITAL SOUNDS AND THE 

BEEPING OF A HEART MONITOR.

Margaret:
(NARRATING) First time I was with Bill was my first time ever. I was going to be a nun but God had a different plan for me and when Bill asked me to marry him I cried happy tears. Today we celebrate our twenty-seventh wedding anniversary. 

F/X                                                                                                   HEART MONITOR

When Father died he left me the house and I signed it over in Bill’s name so he’d have collateral to get a bank loan and set up his own small business. He works hard and when he comes home he’s exhausted. I’ve tried to make his evening meal a little adventurous but Bill likes his food plain. I’ve tried to tell him he eats too much fatty meat but he doesn’t listen.

F/X                                                                                                   HEART MONITOR
Things have been difficult in Bill’s business but we don’t need much money. I can take money out of the bank if I want because our account is in my name - for tax purposes Bill tells me - but I pride myself on being able to run the house on a budget. Anyway, I don’t like banks - they promote greed. We don’t go to restaurants and if I need some clothes or whatever Bill is happy to pay as long as they’re not expensive. I was going to get a little job but as Bill pointed out I need to look after the house. Sometimes he has a drink too many, or bets on the odd horse, but outside that Bill’s not a bad man. I wish we were blessed with children but it never seemed to be the right time for Bill and because of how hard he works we’ve made love only once in the last fifteen years. He came home one night, drunk. It was dark. He stopped and looked at my face. For a second he looked surprised. Then disappointed.

F/X                             CROSS FADE HEART MONITOR WITH RINGING 

                                   TELEPHONE. INTERIOR MARGARET’S HOUSE

Margaret:
            Hello.

Bill:
(ON PHONE) Yeah, it’s me. I’m not going to be able to get out of here before three so I want you to place a bet on a horse in the Grand National.

Margaret:
           But Bill I’ve never placed a bet before. What do I do?

Bill:
You go to a bookies - one next to the drycleaners in town - they’ll tell you the rest. Put twenty pound to win on Billy Boy.

Margaret:

(WARMLY) That’s your name.

Bill:
(CURTLY) I know what my name is Margaret.

F/X                              BILL HANGS UP THE PHONE. EXPLOSION OF

BETTING SHOP SOUNDS. ROARING OF HOOVES. BELLS RINGING. COMMENTATORS SHOUTING.
Margaret:
(NARRATING) Apart from the girl behind the counter, I was the only woman in the betting office. Men glanced at me but then looked away. Bill has had the honesty to tell me that I’m not a very attractive looking woman, and I know he’s right, but standing among those men in that betting shop was strange because, even though unattractive, I became aware of being a woman.

F/X                              PUNTERS SCREAMING AT TELEVISION. 

Margaret:

(SPEAKING OVER THE NOISE) Hello. I’m Margaret.

SALLY:

(LAUGHING WARMLY) Hello Margaret. I’m Sally.

Margaret:
I’m wondering could you help me. I want to put twenty pounds on a horse in The Grand National.

SALLY: 
No problem Margaret. See those yellow slips of paper over there? Write the name of the horse, the time of the race and the amount you want to bet. Then you bring it back to me. 

Margaret:

The name, time and amount. Thanks very much Sally.

F/X
THE RACE REACHES IT’S CLIMAX. WHEN IT ENDS THE PLACE IS QUIET AGAIN 

Margaret:
(WRITING) Billy Boy. Twenty pound win.

FRANK:

(GENTLY) Hasn’t a chance.

MARGARET:

(NARRATING) And that was the first time I heard his voice.

FRANK: 

Billy Boy - hasn’t a chance.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) Part of me was afraid that he was talking to me, and part hoped he was.

FRANK:

Then again I’d never come between a lady and her horse.

MARGARET:

It’s not for me. It’s for – somebody else.

F/X  


BELL RINGS FOR STARTERS ORDERS.
FRANK:

Then your somebody else will lose.

MARGARET:

How do you -?

FRANK:

(WHISPERING) New dawn.

MARGARET:

What?

FRANK:

Nice to meet you.

MARGARET: 
(NARRATING) And then he was gone.

F/X 
ANOTHER RACE BEGINS.  COMMENTATOR IN THE BACKGROUND. 

MARGARET:

Sally, is Billy Boy going to lose?

SALLY:
(LAUGHS) Margaret, if I knew who was going to win or lose I’d be a millionaire.

Margaret:                     What is New Dawn?

SALLY:

Another horse in the same race.

MARGARET:

Oh dear.

SALLY:

What’s wrong?

MARGARET:

I don’t know whether to bet on Billy Boy or New Dawn.

SALLY:
Nothing’s stopping you betting on both. Instead of putting twenty pound on one you can put ten on each horse.
F/X  
CROSS FADE TO PHONE RINGING. KEY TURNING IN DOOR. MARGARET, OUT OF BREATH, PICKS UP PHONE. INTERIOR MARGARET’S HOUSE.

MARGARET:

Hello?

BILL:

(ON PHONE) It’s me. Did you do that bet?

MARGARET:

Yes love I did. What happened was I went in -

BILL: 
Yeah that’s great; the race is starting on TV. I’ll be home late.

MARGARET: 
What station is - 
F/X                 
BILL HANGS UP. TELEVISION IS TURNED ON. FLICKING THROUGH CHANNELS. STOP ON THE RACE.

COMMENTATOR:
(ON TELEVISION) And here in the final lap it’s Billy Boy ahead by two lengths. Behind, Pieces Of Eight and in third, New Dawn. Billy Boy on consistently good form and Mickey Wallace doing a fine job as – New Dawn is making a break from the back! Coming on very strong. Pieces Of Eight struggling to hold second. New Dawn coming up fast. New Dawn takes second place and now pulling up fast behind Billy Boy. Billy Boy fighting to hold position. New Dawn showing amazing strength. As they come to the finish it’s neck and neck. New Dawn taking the lead! Billy Boy can’t respond.

F/X 


CROSS FADE TO RINGING PHONE.

SECRETARY:
(ON PHONE) Hello, Johnson’s.

MARGARET:

Oh, hello, I’m sorry for disturbing you, is Bill there please?

Secretary Susan:
May I say who’s calling?

MARGARET:

Margaret, his wife.

SECRETARY:
(STARTLED) Oh - yes, hold the line please.

F/X 


PHONE MUZAC AS MARGARET IS LEFT ON HOLD.
MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I couldn’t wait to tell Bill that he hadn’t lost on the horse, that he’d won. He might be angry with me for betting on two horses but when he finds out he’s won he can’t be angry for long.

BILL:


(HESITANT) Yes?

MARGARET:

Hello love it’s me.

BILL:


Yes.

MARGARET:

I watched the horse race on television.

BILL:


What?

MARGARET:
And when I saw that Billy Boy didn’t win I knew you’d be disappointed. So I called to –

BILL:


(COLDLY INTERRUPTING) Margaret.

MARGARET:

Yes love?

BILL:

Did I, or did I not, tell you never to call me in work.

MARGARET:

I know but this was –

BILL:


Margaret, stop talking now.

MARGARET:

But Bill I –

BILL:


I just told you to stop talking.

MARGARET:
But Bill, how would you feel if your horse had won? How would you feel then? Not lost but - 

BILL:
(GETTING ANGRY) How would I - Margaret I’m working here. To put food on your table and clothes on your back. And you’re asking me how I’d - I understand you spend every waking minute watching daytime television; where people spend their lives discussing how they Feel but I’m working here Margaret, I don’t have time for feelings. Don’t call me in the office again, you understand?

PAUSE

MARGARET:

I’m sorry Bill, I was just trying –

BILL:


Do you understand?

MARGARET:

Yes I understand.

BILL:


Glad to hear it.

F/X 
BILL HANGS UP. CROSS FADE TO TRAMPLING HOOVES. INT. BETTING SHOP.
MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I wasn’t very comfortable going back to the betting shop but I had to cash the yellow slip so I could return the twenty pounds I’d borrowed from the grocery allowance.

SALLY:

There we are, a hundred and ninety pounds.

MARGARET:

(SHOCKED) What?

SALLY:
New Dawn was eighteen to one, that’s one eighty and your ten bet is one ninety.

MARGARET:
But that’s so much. All I need is twenty. You take some Sally.

SALLY:

No, it’s yours Maggie. You won. Enjoy.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) And then I saw him. Standing there, his back to me, reading the board. For some reason I was embarrassed. I picked up the money and quickly moved past him.

F/X                              DOOR OPENS. BETTING SHOP SOUNDS MIX WITH 

                                    STREET SOUNDS. AS DOOR CLOSES, ONLY THE                       

                                    EXTERIOR STREET SOUNDS.

MARGARET:            (NARRATING) Standing outside the betting shop, 

embarrassed. Why? It’s ridiculous. I’m a fifty one year old woman. He can’t be older than thirty. (HER FOOTSTEPS) I started to walk toward home, but then I felt the money in my pocket. It didn’t feel right.(FOOTSTEPS SLOW DOWN) Too much.(FOOTSTEPS STOP)

F/X                              BETTING SHOP DOOR OPENS. EXTERIOR STREET 

                                    REPLACED BY INTERIOR BETTING SHOP.

MARGARET:

(HESITANT) Hello, excuse me.

FRANK:

Ah, the lady who bet on Billy Boy.

MARGARET:

Yes, well no, well, that’s the thing.

FRANK:

What’s the thing?

MARGARET:
I bet on New Dawn and I would feel a lot better, it would make me feel – there I go talking about feelings again - I would like it if you would take some of the money.

FRANK:

What’s your name?

MARGARET:

Margar – Maggie.

FRANK:
It’s a real pleasure to meet you Maggie. Kind people are rare. My name is Frank, and I’m a recovering gambler. I don’t bet on horses, nor can I accept any money made from gambling but I’ll tell you what Miss Kind Hearted Maggie, I can allow you to use some of that winnings to buy me lunch. How about that?
MARGARET :
(UNCOMFORTABLE) Lunch?

FRANK:

Comes between breakfast and dinner.

MARGARET:

I know what it is, I just….

FRANK:

You just what?

MARGARET:

I just - I just - I’d just be delighted to take you to lunch. 

F/X                 

CROSS FADE TO SOUNDS OF RESTAURANT.

WAITER:

(ITALIAN ACCENT) Good afternoon, may I take your coats?

MARGARET:

Oh, yes, thank you.

F/X 


SOUND OF CHAIRS MOVING
MARGARET:
(NARRATING) It’s been a long time since a man pulled out my chair for me but that’s what Frank did - took my coat, pulled out my chair and made sure I was comfortable. I liked it. His courtesy. His attention. He was funny, charming and handsome. Problem was I felt like his mother, and probably looked like her too.

WAITER:

You like a drink before you order?

FRANK:
            A little Cabernet Sauvignon would be nice. You agree?

MARGARET:

You - if that’s – fine. Yes.

FRANK:

You don’t like Cabernet Sauvignon? 

MARGARET: 
(WHISPERING) No, it’s - sorry, but what is it?

FRANK:

Cabernet Sauvignon?

MARGARET:
            Yes.

FRANK:
(WARMLY) Maggie, you wonderful naïve woman, cabernet sauvignon is a grape used to make a dark rich spicy wine.

MARGARET:

Wine? With lunch?

FRANK:

Be daring, be bold.

F/X


CORK SCREW TWISTING INTO WINE BOTTLE

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I thought of my husband and wondered if I should feel guilty. But all I was doing was having lunch. It wasn’t as if this fifty year old woman was going to have a romance with this thirty year old man. It was lunch. That’s all.

F/X
CORK POPPING OUT OF WINE BOTTLE. WINE BEING POURED INTO GLASS. CROSS FADE WITH FRANK AND MAGARET’S AFFECTIONATE LAUGHTER.


He asked so many questions. Simple questions about simple things, but when I answered he listened as if I were revealing great secrets. The wine mixed with those staring eyes of his made me talk like I hadn’t in years. And when it came to my story, I didn’t want this clumsy warmth to end, so I invented a few details.

F/X 


KNIFE SCRAPING A PLATE AS THEY EAT.

FRANK:

(CHEWING FOOD) And what does he do?

MARGARET:

Bill runs his own business.

FRANK:

Must be difficult to spend quality time together.

Margaret:
Oh, no my husband’s a very romantic man. To this day Bill brings me home flowers every Friday. 

FRANK:

Sounds like a good man

MARGARET:

Yes, loves me very much. I’m lucky to have found him.

FRANK:

Maybe he’s the lucky one.

WAITER:

Everything alright with your food?

FRANK:

Very good, thank you. 

MARGARET:

Oh, yes, gorgeous.

WAITER:

More wine perhaps?

FRANK:
Well, Margaret I’d love another bottle of wine, but you’re bankrolling the lunch so it’s your call.

MARGARET:

Oh dear, I might have had too much to drink already.

FRANK:

That’s fine, we’ll leave it, thank you.

WAITER:

As you wish.

MARGARET:
No, wait! Why am I such a coward? Frank I’d love to have another Cabernet Sangon with you.

F/X                              CORK.SCREW SCREWING INTO WINE BOTTLE.
MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I was enjoying this retelling of my life. This new me. This better self.

FRANK:

What do you do Margaret?

MARGARET:

Do?

FRANK:

Your job?

MARGARET:
My job? What I do? I look after the sick.

FRANK: 

You’re a doctor!

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) Was I pushing it too far? But it felt so good. Just to be a better part of me for a couple of hours. If my life went differently would that be so impossible? An emergency room doctor with a loving husband.

MARGARET:

Yes Frank I’m a doctor.

F/X
POPPING OF CORK. CROSS FADE TO STREET SOUNDS OF EXTERIOR RESTAURANT
FRANK:

Are you okay to get home?

MARGARET:

Yes. I have to visit a patient anyway.

FRANK:
You want to know something Maggie. I trained for two years to be a nurse. Nursing the mentally handicapped. And I loved it. It must be great doing a job that matters.

MARGARET:

Why did you stop?

FRANK:
Gambling. Can’t look after people when I’m sick myself. Used to dream of opening a home for the mentally handicapped and providing them with a better life, the best of everything. 

MARGARET: 
Beautiful dream.

FRANK:
Beautiful pipe dream. Anyway enough of this nonsense, I’ve a Gamblers Anonyms meeting at four so I have to go but I have to say Doctor Maggie, you’re a special woman and it’s been a rare pleasure meeting you.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) The wine was rushing through my system. I felt giddy. Embarrassed. Young. I’m fifty years old for God’s sake!

FRANK:

(AWKWARD) Well, I better go. Thanks again. 

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) He walked away and I found myself watching the way his body moved, the slope of his shoulders. He turned around and waved. I waved back, and, maybe it was the wine, but for the first time I realised what’s been wrong with me all this time - I’m lonely.

F/X                              TELEPHONE ANSWERING MACHINE CLICKS ON.
BILL:
(VOICE ON ANSWERING MACHINE) It’s me. I’m going to be late. Don’t wait up.

F/X  



SIZZLING OF MEAT ON A PAN

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) For once Bill’s usual message didn’t upset me. It was a kind of relief not to have him home. As I cooked his pork chop, I looked at the wine I’d bought. bottle. Just the look of it and the shape of the bottle and the feel of it in my hands gave me a lovely feeling. I practiced the words Cabernet Sauvignon and even though I knew I’d probably never see him again, I wished Frank was here to share it with me. I felt sophisticated, alive, and almost attractive. I imagined Frank sitting at my kitchen table, eating the food I cooked, drinking the wine I bought. I imagined how he would speak to me, putting words in his mouth. 

(AS SHE COOKS MARGARET ACTS OUT BOTH ROLES.)
MARG/FRANK:
This is a beautiful pork chop, Maggie, the best I ever tasted.

MARGARET:

The pleasure is all mine Frank. Would you like more wine?

MAG/FRANK:
Indeed I would Maggie. The pork chop is excellent, but the wine is a work of art. Did you pick it yourself?

MARGARET:

I did, Frank, I did.

MAG/FRANK:
Well, if I may be so bold, Maggie, you’re a truly remarkable woman, Please join me in a glass, because to sit here and be cooked for by you, to be nourished by you, to have my thirst quenched by you, has to be the greatest joy in this man’s life.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I felt like a girl again. The joy of play. The wondrous excitement of being in a better place, having a better life, being a better self. It doesn’t have to last, it’s not even real, but in that world I feel more alive than I do in this one. To be cared for, to be desired, to be loved. The kind of feeling that good wine inspires. 

F/X                             A KITCHEN DRAWER SLIDES OPEN AND KNIFES 

                                   AND FORKS ARE RIFLED THROUGH.
I couldn’t find a wine opener. I’ve never had a need for one before. Then I remembered Bill’s Swiss army knife. One of the few times I’ve seen him excited, showing me every blade, every hidden compartment, every trick it was capable of. Childlike and lovely.

F/X


WARDROBE DOOR SLIDING OPEN.

I knew he kept the Swiss army knife in his shooting jacket and it definitely had a bottle opener on it.

F/X 


COATS ON HANGERS BEING SLID ACROSS

And that’s when I found it. In the inside pocket of Bill’s jacket. I thought at first it was a handkerchief. But when I took it out the wine left my system in an instant, and I stood there, cold sober shock, holding a pink pair of ladies panties. I couldn’t How could I not know? My husband. My husband wears ladies underwear. 

F/X                              LOUD POP OF CORK. WINE BEING POURED
I sat up for hours, drinking the entire bottle of wine feeling like a guest on a talk show. I imagined myself crying into the camera, wailing at the audience, seeking understanding, blaming somebody, everybody, anybody. Asking that forever question - Why me? 

F/X                              CROSS FADE WITH A LOUDLY TICKING CLOCK 

AND THE SOUNDS OF NIGHT. A BELT BUCKLE 

BEING OPENED.
Bill came home very late that night. We sleep in separate beds because he says he doesn’t want to disturb me when he comes home late, so I lay on my side, pretending to be asleep, watching him undress, desperately curious to see what gender of underwear he was wearing under his trousers?

F/X                             A DRUNKEN BILL BELCHES AS HIS TROUSERS

FALL TO THE FLOOR.

As his trousers fell to the floor I couldn’t bare to look. I slowly opened my eyes and saw what he was wearing. But this didn’t make sense - he was wearing y-fronts.

F/X                              LOUD ALARM CLOCK RINGING. CROSS FADE TO 

TOAST BEING BUTTERED, MORNING RADIO AND

OTHER BREAKFAST SOUNDS.
MARGARET:

(GENTLY) Bill, is there anything you want to tell me?

BILL:
 

What?

MARGARET:
I just want you to know that if there’s anything you want to tell me I’m here for you.

Bill:


How about I tell you to shut up and let me eat breakfast.

MARGARET:

We never talk anymore Bill.

BILL:


Here we go again. What do you want to talk about Margaret?

MARGARET:

Things. Stuff. Things that interest you.

BILL:
What interests me right now, is eating my breakfast, reading my paper, and avoiding another daytime TV talk show analysis of why my wife feels she has no life.

MARGARET:

(HURT) Well, there’s not much I can say to that is there?

BILL:

You could say “would you like more toast dear?”

PAUSE

MARGARET:

(WEAK) Would you like more toast dear?

F/X 


SOUND OF NEWSPAPER BEING FOLDED. CHAIR     

SCRAPING FLOOR AS BILL STANDS UP.
BILL:
(CHIRPY) No thanks I’ve had plenty. I’ll be home late. Don’t wait up.

F/X 


DOOR CLOSING AS BILL EXITS.

MARGARET:  
(NARRATING) I had no idea what to do. Nobody to turn to. Then I remembered one stranger who just might listen to the fears of this middle aged woman.

F/X                              INTERIOR BETTING SHOP.

Usually if I want something to happen it doesn’t, so I expected not to find him in the betting shop. Then I heard his voice over my shoulder -

FRANK:

Is there a doctor in the house?

Margaret

(NARRATING) And anxiety passed -

FRANK:

Back for more?

MARGARET:

(NARRATING) And bad luck vanished -

FRANK:

Couldn’t get enough of me?

MARGARET:

(NARRATING) And I wanted to be my better self again.

FRANK:

You want to take me to lunch again don’t you.    

MARGARET:

What? – well - but...

FRANK:

(WHISPER) Because I know who’s going to win this race.

MARGARET:

How? Who? -

FRANK:

Race is about to start Doctor Maggie.

Margaret:                     (NARRATING) I gave him money and he glided up to 

Sally at the betting counter. Sally waved to me and Frank smiled. That whirlwind smile of his that froze my world in time.

F/X 


FADE UP ON COMMENTATOR FINISHING RACE 

COMMENTATOR:
And with a spectacular little flourish on the final furlongs Braveheart comes romping home at sixteen to one.

F/X                              CROSS FADE BETTING SHOP SOUNDS WITH INTERIOR

RESTAURANT SOUNDS AS WE HEAR THE POPPING

OF A WINE BOTTLE CORK.

FRANK:
A toast. To you Doctor Maggie, a fine example of why food, wine, good horses, and great company go so well together.

F/X                 

CLINKING OF THEIR TOASTING GLASSES 

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) Being with Frank was like living in great television. When we finished the bottle of wine I plucked up the courage to tell him the truth about Bill. About him wearing ladies underwear. He listened, never interrupting. Finally I asked him what I should do.

FRANK:
What you should do Doctor Maggie is order another bottle of wine. Then review the facts.

MARGARET:
Of course, yes, waiter, hello, yes, could I have another Cabernet Sauvignon please?

WAITER:

Certainly madam.

FRANK:

Now, have you seen your husband wear ladies underwear?

MARGARET:

No.

FRANK:

Have you considered that they may not be his?

MARGARET:

But they’re not mine they have to be his.

FRANK:
Consider this idea – they are not yours, they are not his - they are...?

MARGARET:
But there’s only him and me. There is nobody else, how could they...Oh dear. You mean...?

FRANK:

Yes

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) Bill with another woman? It never entered my mind. We’ve been together too long. Bill doesn’t do things like that. That’s not him.

MARGARET:

No Frank, my husband is not that kind of man.

FRANK:

What kind of man is that Maggie?

MARGARET:

The kind that - he’s just not interested in that type of thing.

FRANK:

What type of thing is that Maggie?

MARGARET:

(EMBARRASSED) Matters of the flesh. Intimacy.

FRANK:

You’re sure of that?

MARGARET:

Yes I’m sure. That’s not him.

FRANK:

And you’ve come to this conclusion based on what?

MARGARET:

I’m his wife.

FRANK:

Yes. And?

MARGARET:

I’m his wife, I know his...his...lack of interest.

FRANK:
His lack of interest may be reserved for his wife, in the company of another - one who is not his wife – who knows what kind of man he might be.

MARGARET:

(WOUNDED) Oh, dear.

FRANK:

I’m sorry I didn’t mean to hurt you.

MARGARET:

I don’t have any illusions. I know what I am.

FRANK:
What are you talking about? Illusions. I’m describing your husband’s opinion, not mine. The man must be deaf dumb and blind because, I hope I’m not being too forward, but you Maggie, are one beautiful woman.

MARGARET:

(NARRATING)
I nearly fell off the chair. The wine rushing to my head, the sudden shortness of breath and me feeling fourteen again.

FRANK:
I’m sorry, I’ve overstepped the mark. I shouldn’t have. You’re a married woman. I’ll leave.

F/X                              HIS GLASS BEING PUT DOWN AND CHAIR MOVING AS

FRANK GETS UP.

MARGARET:

No. Please - I mean - please stay.

FRANK:

Only if you want me to.

MARGARET:

I do. I want you to.

F/X 




SOUND OF FRANK SITTING BACK DOWN 

FRANK:
I’m sorry, but I have to be honest about this. I truly think you’re a beautiful woman.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) No mistaking it this time. He’d definitely said it. Called me beautiful. Me.

MARGARET:

But - but what about all those gorgeous girls your own age?

FRANK:
Girls my age, they’re not the same, not like you, a woman. Most important thing to them is maintaining an anorexic weight. No character. No substance. No soul. Just girls. Not women. Like you.
F/X  


POPPING OF CORK
WAITER:

Your wine madam.

MARGARET:
What? Oh, No. No more wine please. Too much already. I have to go. Forgive me. Can I just pay now?

WAITER:

Is everything alright madam?

FRANK:
Everything’s fine. Just get us the bill please.

F/X 


CROSS FADE TO EXTERIOR RESTAURANT
MARGARET:
(NARRATING) We stood outside the restaurant, a painful awkwardness between us. We should walk away. I kept repeating that in my head, walk away, just walk away.

FRANK: 

I’ve said too much haven’t I?

MARGARET:
No, I’m sorry. You’re a gentleman. You’re more, you’re an angel, I’m just - I’m not used to -

FRANK:
Don’t pretend this is the first time a man has called you beautiful. 

MARGARET:

Oh, my God, can’t you see that it is! Please don’t.

FRANK:

I can’t be the first, a woman as divine as -

MARGARET:
Stop talking like somebody from a romance novel. Don’t -

FRANK:
Why shouldn’t life be like that?

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I haven’t been kissed in years and when I saw that he wanted to kiss me now I couldn’t stop trembling.

FRANK:

(WHISPER) Why shouldn’t our lives be that story?

MARGARET:

I’m married.

FRANK:

To a man who doesn’t love you.

MARGARET:

In his own way, he loves me.

FRANK:

It hurts to see a you wasted on a fool.

MARGARET:
He’s my husband.

FRANK:
A fool businessman. But you, a doctor, you save lives – you deserve more some fool businessman who owns the Venus de Milo and keeps her hidden in the basement.  A fool who -

MARGARET:

Please stop Frank, stop. I don’t save lives - I’m not - I’m not -

FRANK:

You’re not what?

MARGARET: 
I’m not these things you say I am. I’m not who you think I am. I’m - I’m nothing - I’m a wife - somebody’s wife - I’m - I’m -

FRANK:

A beautiful woman.

MARGARET:

That’s enough! 

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) This time it was him who watched me walk away. I dared not look back. If I turned around, just once, I might forever vanish into that place where I’m that better person. That fairy tale place.

F/X                              STEAK ON THE PAN, SIZZLING NOISELY. INTERIOR 

I got home and cooked Bill’s steak as usual. He’d come home late and stick it in the microwave as usual. He’d get into his separate bed and snore as usual. I’d lie awake listening to him as usual. Everything would be as usual that day, except for a thing I did that was quite unusual. I went through Bill’s wardrobe, his drawers, his pockets. I went through his address book, his personal files, his bank statements. It’s amazing how out of touch with the world you can get when each day exists within the covers of a romance novel, the box of a television screen, and the four walls of a loveless house. For example, I’d never seen a condom in real life before. I simply didn’t know what one looked like. I’d never seen seventeen credit card payments for a double room in a hotel called The Broomfield House before. I’d never seen twelve receipts for dinner for two in restaurants with names like The Toreador and La Touché before. I’d never seen a bankbook, in my name, with one hundred thousand, two hundred and thirty five pounds in it before. I’d never seen a birthday card with the hand written inscription “hope you’re ready for tonight, love and kisses, Susan” on it before. I’d never seen a letter detailing the appointment date and time for an abortion clinic before. I’d never seen letters from a housing agency explaining the procedure for the selling of my home before. But mostly, I’d never before seen, until that day, what a total lie my marriage had been. I drank a lot that night, going back over my life, trying to find the exact moment when I lost touch with myself. There has to be a first moment, that compromise one time too many moment, that first dropping domino that topples your future. I lost myself in warm wine dreams. Dreaming of how I could have been better. How I should have been better. And then it hit me. It’s not too late to be better.  

F/X                  
BOOM OF A STARTER PISTOL. BETTING OFFICE.

COMMENTATOR:
And they’re off!!

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) The moment I saw him I felt alive again. Frank has that ability, a way of standing close to you and making you feel a lust for a life less ordinary. 
F/X                              PEAK COMMENTATOR 

COMMENTATOR:
And the winner at eight to one is Grand Illusion.

MARGARET:

Was that our horse?

FRANK                       (LAUGHING)What do you think?

F/X                               POPPING OF WINE AS FRANK’S LAUGHTER 

CONTINUES INTO  INTERIOR RESTAURANT.
FRANK

Forgive my giddiness, but I’m so happy you came back.

Margaret

I have something to say Fra -
FRANK:
I’m thinking maybe it’s time for The Venus De Milo to come out of the basement because there’s an art collector here who wants to -

MARGARET:

I don’t understand what you -

FRANK:

Yes you do, you understand exactly.

MARGARET:

Whatever you’re thinking Frank, it’s - 

FRANK:
I want you Maggie. I want you to leave your husband and I want you to be with me. 

Margaret:
Stop.

FRANK:
I want to be proud to be seen with you. I want to take you out to the theatre and the opera and stand beside you as I show you off to the world. 

Margaret:
Stop it.


Frank:
I want to inhabit your dreams and be there smiling when you wake up. I want to help you be everything you want to be. I want –

Margaret :                    Stop it now.

Frank:
I want you Doctor Maggie. I want you so badly it hurts. So I’m asking you to do something with me. I’m asking you to elope with me.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) And that’s when it happened. It wasn’t just the beauty of what he said, it was the look in his eye, the look of his that made me warm and weak. The look that made me think for the first and only time in my entire life of being unfaithful to my husband. I just sat there crying. What else could I do? Every perfect novel I’d ever read, every perfect dream I’d ever had, every perfect moment ever yearned for, all happening. This doesn’t happen to fifty-year old women, yet here, in reality, was this beautiful young boy asking me to elope with him. 

FRANK:

Please don’t cry.

MARGARET:
I’m sorry I can’t help it. You’re an angel. Even the fact that you used the word elope. But Frank I’m married. ‘Til death do us part. When I said those words I meant them. I said them in the presence of God. You are an angel but I can’t be something I’m not. I’m no doctor, I’m nobody, I’m nothing. But in lying to you I’ve found a kind of truth. I love my husband. And I think I can make him love me again. His life too is a lie but I think we can rediscover truth together. He and I. Man and wife.

FRANK:
But that’s not right. You’re better than him. You’re better than your life. And what about me? What about me?

MARGARET:
Frank, meeting with you has woken me up to life, but it’s not my life. It’s somebody else’s. I’m not that woman. I’m ordinary. I have to go.

FRANK:

Does this - will we see each other again?

MARGARET:
Not for lunch anymore, no. But we will meet one last time. Be at the betting office at four o’clock.

FRANK:    

Don’t do this Maggie. What about me? I can’t -

MARGARET: 
Four o’clock at the betting shop.

FRANK:    

I’m not going to let you do this. You know this is wrong.

MARGARET: 
(GENTLY) No Frank – this is what’s right. Now please lower your voice, people are staring.

FRANK:    
(SHOUTING) Let them stare I don’t care! I love you and I don’t care who knows it! (SOFTER) I love you.

MARGARET: 
(NARRATING) All my life I waited to hear those three words.

FRANK:

I love you Doctor Maggie.

MARGARET: 
(ALMOST CRYING) Four o’clock at the betting shop.

FRANK:

How can you do this?

MARGARET:
(NARRATING)And I left, knowing that I’d never see Frank again. My heart may have been breaking, but God was testing me and I was determined to prove my loyalty. Through tears I thanked God for letting me meet Frank. Thanked God for waking me up. And as I walked out of the bank I thanked God for what I hoped he was about to do.

F/X


INTERIOR BETTING SHOP   

SALLY:

Hi Maggie. Frank not with you today?

MARGARET:
Hello Sally. He’ll be in later. What time is it now?

SALLY:

Three fifteen.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I had to get home to make Bill’s dinner. This day more than any other. Had to get to the butchers and the off licence. Had to be long gone from here before Frank arrived. Looking at the lists of the races, none of them meant anything to me. And then I saw it. Running in the four thirty at Cheltenham.

MARGARET: 
(RUSHING UP TO SALLY) Sally what’s the most money you can bet on a horse in here?

SALLY: 
Well, some places have limits, but far as I know, we have no limit. Why?

MARGARET:
I’d like to place one hundred thousand two hundred and thirty four pounds and seventy-three pence on a horse by the name of Together Again.

F/X                              CROSS FADE BETTING OFFICE WITH POPPING OF 

WINE CORK. STEAK SIZZLING ON THE PAN.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) Bill was surprised to see the bottle of wine on the table. 

BILL:
Not a bad plonk - there are a lot better of course. Where’s the paper?

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I gave him the newspaper and he got himself a wine glass.

F/X 


POURING OF WINE

MARGARET:

None for me?

BILL:


You don’t drink wine.

MARGARET:
I put his dinner on the table, get myself a glass and sit opposite him. Bill doesn’t like me sitting at the table while he eats, says he likes to eat alone, says it interferes with his appetite, says he can do without it thank you very much.

BILL:

Margaret, I happen to be having my dinner here.

MARGARET:

I know love - I cooked it for you.

BILL:
You want a round of applause for frying a lump of meat. Congratulations. (SARCASTICALLY CLAPS HIS HANDS) Now, be so kind as to let me finish my meal in peace.

F/X 


BILL CUTS A PIECE OF MEAT

MARGARET:

Does Susan cook for you?

BILL:


What?

MARGARET:

Does Susan cook for you?

BILL:

What is this? Susan who? Who’s Susan? Susan who?

MARGARET:

Or do you just eat out together every time?

BILL:
 
What is this?

MARGARET:

Do you love her?

BILL:


How do you know about her?

MARGARET:

Do you love her?

BILL:

I’m asking the questions now. How do you know about her?

MARGARET:

I know.

BILL:

When you phoned my work? She said something?

MARGARET:

(SURPRISED) Susan is your secretary.

BILL:

Have you been going through my things?

MARGARET:
You love her enough to spend seventeen nights at the Broomfield House Hotel.

BILL:

What? What did you just say to me? Say that again.

MARGARET:

But not enough to have a baby with her.




PAUSE

BILL:


(QUIET RAGE) Did she tell you that?

MARGARET:
Too busy for a baby. At least that’s what you told me. Is that what you told her too Bill? Too busy for a baby.

BILL:


Don’t push your luck Margaret.

MARGARET:
Is she young Bill? And impressionable? Is she kind of silly and her Daddy just kind? Is she easily flattered, believing everything you tell her?

BILL:


I’ll move out at the end of the week. 

MARGARET:

Move? Move to where?

BILL:
To an apartment. Truth is it’s a bit of a relief to get this out in the open.

MARGARET:
That’s nice for you. How are you going to pay the rent? You’ve told me many times that we don’t have much money. I’m worried you won’t have enough money.

BILL:

I’m a survivor Margaret. Worry about yourself not me.

MARGARET:
I don’t need to worry about myself Bill, I have of late discovered within me a talent for reinvention. 

BILL:
What are you babbling about Margaret? “I have of late” - since when do you speak like that?

MARGARET:
Lots of things you don’t know about me Bill. Just like there are lots of things I didn’t know about you. But truth can set us free. We have the rest of our lives for a mutual voyage of discovery.

BILL:
The only voyage I’m making is the one out of here. End of conversation.  

MARGARET:

Who’s name is this house in?

BILL:


What?

MARGARET:

You heard me.

BILL:

The house is in my name - I forgot to change it back - so what?

MARGARET:
Why are you finding it so difficult to make your business a success Bill?

BILL:
Every business goes through slump periods. 

MARGARET:

A slump period of fifteen years?

BILL:

Don’t get smart with me. 

MARGARET:
I’m just worried about how you’re going to pay rent on an apartment. As I’ve said I know you have no money.

BILL:
And as I’ve said I’ll be fine, so if you don’t mind I’d like to finish my dinner now. Better still, go into the sitting room - there might be an episode of Oprah on that you haven’t seen, if you run you might make it.

MARGARET:

One final question?

BILL:


(SHOUTING) What? What the hell is it now?

MARGARET:
You’re a gambling man. What advice would you give to somebody who was to put a hundred thousand pounds on a horse with odds of six to one?

BILL:
Have you gone totally insane Margaret? What kind of question is that? What goes on in your mind? End these soap opera dramatics and let me finish my dinner?

MARGARET:

Susan must be an expensive habit.

BILL:


(THREATENING) Let me finish my dinner.

MARGARET:

And you with no money.

BILL:
Don’t have me tell you again Margaret, let me finish my dinner.

MARGARET:

Here, I want to show you something.

MARGARET:
(NARRATING) I slid the bank-book across the table. Bill stopped chewing his meat and slowly opened the bankbook. His former balance of one hundred thousand, two hundred and twenty five pounds had been reduced to twenty seven pence. 

MARGARET:
You haven’t answered my question. What advice would you give to somebody who was going to put a bet of one hundred thousand, two hundred and twenty four pounds and seventy-three pence on a horse with odds of six to one?

MARGARET:

(narrating)

BILL:
(whisper) What have you done?

MARGARET:
I left you twenty-seven pence because I thought a penny for each year of marriage would be just the right amount for our new beginning.

BILL:
What have you done?

MARGARET:
Now, you’re as poor as you always claimed. At least it’s not a lie anymore. None of this is a lie anymore. 

BILL:
(panting) What have you done to me?

MARGARET:
God has given us an opportunity to grow in truth. To grow in love. To rediscover each other. We can be better people. Together. 

BILL:
(panting heavily) This is not possible. You’re an idiot. You couldn’t pull this off. Not an imbecile like you.

MARGARET:
Bill I understand you’re upset, but please calm down. You’re not breathing properly.

FX 
KNIVES AND FORKS FALLING TO THE FLOOR FROM THE TABLE

BILL:
(choking)
Not you.

MARGARET:
(panicking) Bill please calm down. Breath, breath properly!

F/X  


PLATE SMASHES AS IT HITS THE FLOOR

BILL:
(about to pass out) Not someone like you.

F/X 
CRASHING OF THE DINNERWEAR AS BILL PULLS AT THE TABLE CLOTH ON HIS WAY TO COLLAPSING ON THE GROUND. FADE OUT AS MARGARET CALLS OUT HIS NAME.

MARGARET:
Bill! Bill! Bill!

F/X                


SLOW FADE UP ON THE BEEPING 

OF HOSPITAL MONITOR.







INTERIOR HOSPITAL


MARGARET:
That’s it dear, take your time, gently does it.

F/X 




   GURGGLING AND SPITTING SOUNDS
MARGARET: Oh come on dear don’t spit out your food.

NURSE: 
How’s the patient today?

MARGARET:
Oh, hello nurse. Being difficult with the food again.

NURSE:
Well you’re doing a great job. You’d make a fine nurse yourself.

MARGARET:
You think so? I think I would have been a better doctor.

NURSE:
(laughs) Maybe you’re right. I’ll check back in a little while okay?

MARGARET:
Thanks nurse. Now let’s try again.

F/X    



    SPOON AND BOWL. SPITTING

 





AND GURRGLING SOUNDS

MARGARET:
That’s it dear gently does it. Oh come on Bill, 



you’re like a bold child, stop spitting out 



your food.  

MARGARET:

(narrating)

So here I sit, in this hospital, closer to my husband than I’ve been in years. We see more of 

each other now than ever before and when I talk he doesn’t interrupt anymore because the stroke paralysed most of his body. I’m still not sure how active his brain is but I think he’s more alert than the doctor’s claim.

F/X  




BEEP BEEP OF HEART MONITOR
MARGARET:

(narrating contd.)

Secretary Susan, the great young lover, visited about five months ago but she took one look at the saliva running down Bill’s chin and froze. When she tried to talk to him he just bubbled a little more and she realised that her caved in goldmine was forever closed. I was polite to her, no reason not to be, and even invited her to my new flat for tea but she declined and said she had to be somewhere soon. 

F/X





BEEP BEEP OF HEART MONITOR

MARGARET:

(narrating contd.)

Bill eats non solid food now. To be honest he needed to lose a little weight anyway. The nutritionist told me that the stroke was caused by fat around the heart due to too much fatty meats. I told her that I’d warned Bill about this a long time ago but, as she said, men just don’t listen. So it’s light non fat foods. No more pork and beef for Bill.

F/X





BEEP BEEP OF HEART MONITOR 

MARGARET:

(narrating contd.)

I’m very happy in the flat, even if it does 

get a little cold in winter, and I don’t regret selling the house at all. It made sense to sell it. This place is much nicer than I thought it would be and to put both Bill and his mother in here would have been impossible without the extra money. Anyway, who needs a big house for just little old me?

F/X





BEEP BEEP OF HEART MONITOR

MARGARET:

(narrating contd.) 

I’ve forgiven Bill completely and it’s like we’ve never been out of love.  Now when he looks at me I see something behind those dead staring eyes. A real living need to say something to me. It’s difficult to know what it might be, and as the song says it’s a thin line between love and hate, but with the degree of intensity in that thousand yard stare of his I like to think that it’s love he’s trying to communicate. It couldn’t be hate. How could it be? I prefer to believe it’s love.

F/X





BEEP BEEP OF HEART MONITOR 

MARGARET

(narrating contd.)
A renewed love. For me. Love for the woman who saved him. Saved him from avarice and indulgence. Love for the wife who stood by him for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part. Call me old fashioned but I think that’s what marriage should be about. Surviving the good and the bad. Now he needs me. Really needs me. And it’s

nice to be needed. We’re husband and wife.

Forever. It may not be the perfect marriage,

and Bill may not be the perfect husband, but at least now I know where he is at night.

F/X





COMMENTATOR BEGINS THE RACE





INTERIOR BETTING OFFICE 

COMMENTATOR:(on television) And were at the half way mark of the four thirty at Cheltenham. Most riders playing it safe so far but someone has to make a break soon.

F/X     
DIP ON COMMENTATOR BUT THE RACE PLAYS IN THE BACKGROUND
MARGARET:

(narrating)

I wrote a simple note to Frank, put it and the yellow betting slip for Together Again into an envelope and left it behind the betting shop counter with the still shocked Sally, asking her to give it to Frank when he came in. I was feeling reborn, a sense of new beginning. And still plenty of time to get Bill’s dinner.

MARGARET:

(narrating)

And as for Frank I never did see him again. But I’m sure Sally gave him the envelope with the letter and betting slip. If love is an action then he should understand mine. 

F/X 




PEAK COMMENTATOR TO NORMAL 

COMMENTATOR:(on television)…and here it is now New Dawn 

and Together Again making a break for it…

F/X






DIP COMMENTATOR
MARGARET:

(narrating)

Nor did I ever check to see if the horse won. 

God works in mysterious ways and I’m not about to check up on him.


F/X
PEAK COMMENTATOR TO NORMAL



COMMENTATOR:(on television)…and it’s an incredible two 

horse race now - New Dawn and Together Again, 

neck and neck, battling it out…

F/X 






DIP COMMENTATOR

MARGARET:(reading) Dear Frank. I know you can’t take 

money made from gambling but if this miracle works, it’s from God, not gambling, and it’s not for you, it’s for those handicapped people that you wanted to open a home for. You are an angel and you deserve to live that life less ordinary. But for me, I’ve learned that sometimes life is about finding the remarkable in the ordinary. Affectionately yours, Doctor Maggie.

F/X






PEAK ON COMMENTATOR
COMMENTATOR:(on television) A remarkable war between 

these two riders, impossible to tell who’s leading…

MARGARET:

(narrating)

And that feeling that I had for so long has slipped away. I’m not lonely anymore. I’m happy to have done my duty. When I married my husband it was in a church – in God’s house. And I believe God has rewarded my fidelity by bringing me and my husband together again.

MARGARET: Happy twenty seventh Anniversary dear.

F/X       SPITTING AND GURGLING AS BILL TRYS TO SCREAM.

          PEAK ON COMMENTATOR

COMMENTATOR:(on television) And as they come around the 

final bend it’s New Dawn pulling ahead. The pace is astonishing, two gladiators battling it to the end, but it looks like – Oh Lord, New dawn is down! New Dawn is down! A terrible fall for this young filly and Together Again pulls away to win the four thirty at Cheltenham. A remarkable race but there’s only one winner - Together Again.

F/X                 THE BEEP BEEP OF THE HOSPITAL 

MONITOR. CROSS FADE TO GLENN CAMPBELL’S SPLENDIDLY SICKLY

SWEET SONG ‘TOGETHER AGAIN’

The End.
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