You may read either character

Characterisations:

Tommy is a very likeable and straightforward character.

Jeff is slightly more cynical.

They are both Americans.

Setting:

A forest in the Scottish Highlands, about five o’clock on a May morning, 1946.

Tommy Albright is standing c.  He is aged about thirty, of medium height, virile-looking, with an attractive but sensitive face.  He wears a knapsack on his back.  Jeff Douglas  is seated L of Tommy on the downstage side of the rock c.  He is aged about 35.  He is retiring and good-natured, primarily because he does not care.  He has an open map in his hand.  They both wear raincoats and their sporting rifles are leaning against the rock beside them.  Tommy puts his foot up on the rock R of Jeff, leans over him, and they study the map together.  After a moment, Tommy takes the map from Jeff and crosses down R.

Tommy.  Here! Let me see that map.  [He faces front and points to a spot on the map]  Now here’s Auchitoul.

Jeff.  As I remember, that should be on the left, and I don’t remember.  [He picks up his rifle and puts its across his knees.]

Tommy.  It is.  [He indicates another spot on the map]  And here’s Braemore.

Jeff.  Should be on the right.

Tommy.  It is.  Now where the hell are we?

Jeff . What’s in the middle?
Tommy.  Nothing.  [He studies the map]

Jeff.  That’s where we are.

Tommy.  In nothing?

Jeff.  Sure.  And for a fellow with my potentialities, this is an ideal location.  [ He leans his rifle against the rock beside him]  We’ll find our way out when the sun comes up.

Tommy.  [putting the map in his pocket and crossing to LC]  A fine couple of game hunters we are.  We come all the way over here from New York, and the first night out we get lost.  [He crosses to L and looks around]

Jeff.  Maybe we took the high road instead of the low road.  [He takes a flask of whisky from his pocket]  Would you like a drink?

Tommy.  [moving below the bridge] No, thanks.  [He looks up L]

Jeff.  Good!  [He opens the flask]  That leaves more for me.

Tommy.  [over his left shoulder]  I thought you told me you were going to cut down on that stuff?

Jeff.  Yes, I did.  But I’m a terrible liar.  [He drinks.]  Besides, it doesn’t pay.  I remember one time I was going with wonderful girl, and she used to plead with me and plead with me to give it up.  So one day I did.


Tommy pulls a twig from the bridge.

Then we discovered we had nothing more to talk about so we broke up.  [he drinks]


Tommy, not really listening to Jeff, turn and moves down LC.

Tommy.  There’s something about this forest that gives me the feeling of being in a cathedral.

Jeff.  If we were, I’d know where the exit was.

Tommy.  [crossing to L of Jeff]  You don’t believe in anything do you?

Jeff.  Of course I do.

Tommy.  Really?  What?

Jeff.  Practically anything I can understand, you know, anything that’s real to me.  Like things I can touch, taste, hear, see, smell and – [he indicates the flask] swallow.  [He drinks]

Tommy.  What about the things you don’t understand?

Jeff.  I dismiss them.

