(MEGAN enters.)

SCOTT. Don't you people ever stop for one minute? My
wife’s been murdered, and all the time everyone’s
looking at me, wondering if theyre looking into the
eves of a Killer.

(Sighs. Rubs his temples.) Oh God. Do you want a
drink?

RACHEL. No. I told you, I don’t...

(SCOTT gets two beers from the fridge. Holds
one out.)

(RACHEL trying hard to choose not to take it.)

I don’t drink.
What haven’t you told them?

SCOTT. (Sipping from the bottle.) Sure you don’t want one?
MEGAN. Scott, there’s something | need to tell you.

RACHEL. What haven’t you told them?




THE GIRL ON THE TRAIN

(MEGAN goes to SCOTT.)

MEGAN. Scott... 've made some mistakes.

SCOTT. What sort of mistakes?

MEGAN. Please don’t make this any harder than it has to be.
SCOTT. (Grabs her arm.) What sort of mistakes?

MEGAN. Don't raise your voice. It's not you.

It was nothing. It’s over now.
SCOTT. You've been seeing someone. Who?
MEGAN. It doesn’t matter.
SCOTT. Who have you been fucking?
MEGAN. It doesn’t matter. You've never met him.
SCOTT. Oh shit... | can’t believe you could -

MEGAN. Oh, come on. People have affairs all the time. It’s
the real world -

SCOTT. That’s your excuse? People do it, so that makes it all
right?

MEGAN. That’s not what I’'m saying -
SCOTT. That you can apologise and everything’s back to normal.

MEGAN. This isn’t an apology. I'm not living the rest of my life
trying to make it up to you. | messed up. | didn’t understand
what we have. But I'm drawing a line and moving on. Either
we move on together, or -

SCOTT. How many? Since we've been together. How many men?
MEGAN. Don't do this.

SCOTT. So there’ve been more.

MEGAN. (Lying.) Ne.

SCOTT. Oh my God. How can | believe anything you say?
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MEGAN. Please, it's over now. Listen, there’s something
important | have to tell you. But you have to forgive me
before -

SCOTT. Forgive and that’s it? ‘Sorry about the affair.’ ‘Oh,
never mind, V'll put the kettle on’?

(MEGAN reaches for him, tenderly.)

MEGAN. We can move forwards. | know we -

SCOTT. Don’t touch me.

(MEGAN reaches again.)
Don’t fucking touch me.

(A stand-off. Neither knows what to do. She
reaches for him again and he fends her off.
Suddenly, SCOTT grabs her by the hair.)

MEGAN. You're hurting me.

(He wrestles her across the room. Pins her
up against a wall. His hand on her throat,
holding her down. She fights back. He doesn’t

let her go.)

SCOTT. | could crush you.
MEGAN. Please -
SCOTT. | could crush you like a fucking insect.

(He doesn’t hit her. She breaks free. She flees.)



