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44 Brookwood Road London SW18 5BY U.K.
tel: +208.874.530601
e-mail:rowdoxy@aol.com

Micheline Steinberg Associates

4% Floor

104 Great Portland Street

London WIW 6PE 10.03.08

Dear Micheline:

We’ve lost contact over the years and | can’t quite remember our last
communication. What actually happened was that I got very deep into health
troubles. Thankfully that’s all over now.

I have a shamelessly ribald one-set three-character piece called AND IN
CAME OPHELIA, about an actor whose sell-by date as Hamlet has expired
and who is visited by an unknown actress who brings him fame, or is it
infamy? (57 pages).

The second is a multiple-set piece called ] WANT WHAT I WANT
(When I want it), which is about a therapist’s practice, three males and three
females, in which the therapist is himself trapped by---wanting too much. (69

pages).

My GENES which you sent to the Hampstead Theatre and which
attracted their interest (140 pages, no less!) now has a smacking pace under the
title GENES AND GENTS (67 pages).

With my best wishes
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publication):

Date 15t Published:
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One Summer Evening
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publication):
Date 1% Published:
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floods find a landowner in his study and, strangely, there are
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Producing Co:

Theatre and Place
where 1%t Produced
only:

Date 1%t Produced only:
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publication):
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A therapist endowed with unusual sympathy for his clients

unearths the truth about them and, not least, himself.

AND IN CAME OPHELIA
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where 1% Produced

only:
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publication):
Date 1% Published:
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A geneticist who suddenly sees his experimental rodents as equal

to, and better than, himself.
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only:
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Z/f W ck/ 1

CHARACTERS " Cornnle

X_  Barry Pillinger, geneticist M. e
e
- Pamela Pillinger, his wife I
o I's

\/ Peggy Cutlass, his mother in law

W

Arthur Cutlass, his father in law

Martin Fyffe, editor in chief of a Sunday M
paper

Dr. Heather Seymour, a psychiatrist F

M

Dan Sutton, a Texan executive
n nni epetic
i

on. y es) his\gssi

X_  Nancy, housekeeper -
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pazty-. He sits on the bed, yawnsarnbslnsﬁace%

PAMELA comes in wrth—hcr-bious&epen,_
PAMELA: fiya’s are much smalléy than mine.
Y (dfawing her to him) "Ih:::s}n’/ﬂs quch in it as you might think (as he
' fondles her brs )

///
P A (excited) When'you did this to her what\was the difference?
e

BARRY: \ /’I/felt should I and dare I and that sort of thing, it was like agiddy thrilling
\ sortie into no man’s land;’she makes'everything seeprforbidden and

pubescent.
e

_PAMELA (kissing himWo man’s land? Who’s the-enemy?

BARRY: ht enemy’s in the air, the ess. It’s day gerous, we ’re caught in a
_“placé:we shouldn’t /S’o we make very little,noise”We hardly move.
/,/" It’s very secret. -

”

PAbAﬁi,A: So how  does, this compare (kissing him again)?
BARRY: "{Tns is woods on\a hotdamp night, I belong among the wild perfumes, I
//’" breathe them insand you’re them, it’s what the anteroom to heaven
rd smells andtouches like.

e A

PAMELA: /}H‘
They ljefull outof the bed, kiSsing. She
gently raises him fro erl;)%/
shoulders\to lookin his eyes:

e P G L evie v et ) (B
v e € '( & I'd & ¢ t.

W, Yo aV 2
PAMELA: Howixityeu aren’zglom'ﬁed by me having a babyﬁ (j K kon |

He considers her, gazes at her face, shoulders,
breasts.
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B : 0 anh ified by you havinga ba isn\tming?
M A\u wey !

Wﬁ [
BARRY: ¢ . He doesn’t horrify me/ It's him who ( & the horror. First because of me !
bringing up his child dnd then because the child’s going to look like me.

So I’'ve got you both by the/curlies E—fact-a-}}-ﬁnee—efymrmc}udmg-ﬂae-
1 ')

baby. Yot M boshsionnte N
‘ &k&c L. ,"
She-enjeys-this, takesﬁrﬁe; him.

BARRY (cont.) I shall teach his baby how to walk and talk. Ws-poine-te-heeby-jeeby his
l-rf&vI shall work on your baby ] genes with love and in return ﬂrey_i;g”th Je

O LUTITthNe-van OH-S€ wvat-d O
laymg-m-sto;e_for.hmselﬁz m«ih-\ !h AN P WH’
Joﬂz Ca |m
. _ vl i !
PAMELA: Yes dafling and you’re going to orchestrate that/hell for him aren’t
you?

%{ kY "‘r“ “

They smile at each other as he lets his
head fall on her shoulders.

PAMELA (cont.) Lancg really worships you, you know.

BARRY (raising his head) No he doesn’t, he’s been hooked on you since he first clapped

eyes on you.
PAMELA: Why shouldn’t he worship both of us?
BARRY: Biolggy’s funny, it works in a world of its . That’s why

people like Dawkins say we’re robots worked blindly by the

genes.
PAMELA: Mm [closing her eyes with pleasure), that/s how I feel at the moment.
BARRY: And |Lance’s genes are bachelor genes.
PAMELA (breathless) You re not a bachelor are you darling? Barry, you know how people

say a|baby takes on the face of the man fits mother looks at during
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pregnaney’
BARRY (his turfito be brdathless) Yes2 (
PAMELA: Imagine when Martin sees your face and not his M at the birth!
BARRY: Sadist!
PAMELA: How can one hate the man one ¢a child by? But I do. Ja‘“‘!k:( e
logh
ey)hug and kiss and begin making
love.
iyer Foor
The Japanese room at the Cutlass residence, carly
morning. ARTHUR CUTLASS is with MARTIN
FYFFE, editor in chief om,dmlgmapﬁt MARTIN f<
is a compact well- dressed man with a decided
strength not wholly unpremeditated. They’re in
their office clothes, pacing up and down.
ARTHUR: Shepley consoles went down a few points, gave me a bit of a scare.
MARTIN: For god’s sake stop prowling around and come to the point, what’s
bugging you?
\[\,\JW2 kﬂ"\)w\v._r -n-.wl Ls—\?’ ( AN u-”—t‘
ARTHUR: / He’s walked out of his job at Gower Street and I’ve fixed him ug}a
bloody great cage for-hisTats in my basement and they’ve started to take

over the house.

MARTIN (with a gingerly glance round) Hisrats?. W L- have 7
¥ G )

\Mmts (drilling it in). Peggy says he talks about gazing into
thelr eyes and they gaze back and there’s an understanding, naturally my
daughter thinks he’s stark raving mad.

vt

MARTIN: ))(fhy the hell doesn’t she leave him?

ARTHUR:
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ARTHUR gives him a flash of hatred which he
doesn’t notice.

MARTIN (cont.) Helen always said she had doubts about him. /(61 co c& ).

\7\-»\«" Ly v hu‘- n-&’h ?
,Z Did she really Martin? ' a! What frightens her )
about Barry is your accounts of h hope you dide’t try and influence ﬁ“""“-'t, /) )

my daughter as=well. After all, you had three months in which to St
st I Shewe A ALy N,
ke Wt th.efat—ebcutmyson/\ml\awdidn-tgmuﬂ - &D Ak y /é/)

What are you talking about?

— m@tﬂﬁhe-ﬂen—méay—lummeﬁkmﬁh&’&
L \ apparently-assistant-head-at- Gower-Street. It raises the question of
I HIXIE paternity. Unless he sent his sperm home by post there was no way he

could be the father.
MARTIN: What about it?
doovew o ox d(,(z \
ARTHUR: You didn’t introduce her to any nubile young man did-yea?— L '

MARTIN (with a suavity which ARTHUR watches with detestation) We had the usual
Sussex guests. Of course it’s a busy household. As a matter of fact I work
a damn sight harder in the summer than the rest of the year. I was
fo: probably a bit out of touch.
Ve Al ~ * i)
ARTI-[U'[?[\STL N I gt)%toadc’:‘all frvo\ﬁ‘; Dan Sutton and somehow I’ve got to get this party
organized in a couple of days. I don’t want any press by the way.

o
MARTIN You don’tk;%'to say that.
Swile

ARTHUR: Yes I do because Dan would like some press.

/ R
MARTIN: Why? il ek

K’Zg,cw + Zi{ ‘ L

ARTHUR / ot wind of Barry’s latest project and Dan’s going to

MARTIN: &LBarry’s not even known! He’s not a top name at all!

ARTHUR: I thought that’d rattle you, her going away!
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MARTIN:
ARTHUR:
MARTIN:
ARTHUR:

NANCY (VO)

ARTHUR:

MARTIN (his way of owning up to the truth) I do wish you’d shut up.

32

What do you mean?
I told you, she’s pregnant!

But why tell me? \
o

Then it musHsswbeen one of your servants screwed her' What about -2
that butler you hire for cocktail parties? Or the gardener'hl\lm& he’s a
stout’lookmg chap, was he my Lady Chatterley’s joy boy‘7 (With

remarkable savagery) Why don’t you cross-examine your staff?

The coffee’s ready Mr. Cutlass!

We’ll be right down Nancy! (With a gleam and a hiss) She heard the lot!
(Taking hold of his arm) You’re looking s0 green! And I think I know

why! to be1os) Pi o — o
4 1L” (7% ﬁ

3

They go out.

QX/ f[/wr‘f' 7

The penthouse bedroom in an early morning
dimness. The curtains are drawn and PAMELA is
still asleep, alone.

BARRY tiptoes in. He is in his lab coat and his
hands are over both of his pockets. He stands
watching her.

Seven
BARRY (whispering) Pamela. It’s etghit o’clock.

BARRY (cont.)

She doesn’t stir.
Pamela, it’s late.

She moves, raises her head, subsides again. He
releases his hands from both pockets and atonce
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NANCY (VO)

36 5 '
atAe

mattresses to the right of the arch, their heads to
the back wall. PEGGY, high-heeled and in a two-
piece with a flounced i.e. not skin-tight skirt has
put Indian covers on one of them and is just now
covering the other. There are several large bright
cushions to one side.

NANCY’s voice comes over the intercom.

Mum! Mum!

PEGGY (continuing her task, quietly absorbed) Yes, what is it Nancy and don’t call me

NANCY (VO)
PEGGY:
NANCY (VO)

PEGGY:

NANCY (VO)
PEGGY:
NANCY (VO)
PEGGY:

NANCY (VO)

mum.
There’s a doctor at the door, she’s a woman.
What does she want?

Mr. Cutlass mum!

My husband’s at work. Tell her to call back after nine o’clock
this evening.

Some murmuring over the speakers.
She says could she have a word with you mum?
I’ll come down to where you are, where are you?
In the room with all the fumituré”" Yo Paw it
In

There’s no room /{here so you’d better send her up here. Japanese room.

You go up them stairs doctor, two floors up and you turn left
and then you’ll see it on your right.

PEGGY takes the cushions and places them at the
head of the beds, three on each. She stands back to
study them. Returns to adjust them.
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DR. HEATHER SEYMOUR appears at the arch,
also in high heels. Most people would size her up
as a young corporate manager except that she
dresses in a manner that stretches the corporate to

the candidly ifrotfiagrantly erotic.

SEYMOUR: Heather Seymour (offering her hand without avail).

PEGGY: Come in. -
C.Q«(lv\v <
SEYMOUR I’m from the Malmsey hogpital.

] :\r\(¢ ?
PEGGY: spital?

SEYMOUR: Psychiatric. Sir Gerald Sommerson got in touch with me. He’s a
colleague of your husband’s I believe.

PEGGY (busy with the mattresses) My husband’s his boss. And there was me thinking you
were pest control! How do you do?

She now shakes hands.

SEYMOUR (getting over the offence with schooled sangfroid) Sir Gerald told me you
had a problem.

PEGGY: Just one? (Stepping back from the mattresses) How do /\ s ~
you like it?

SEYMOUR (with the coolness due to what is none of her business) Very nice.
PEGGY: Japanese style. Would you like to try this one?

SEYMOUR: What, lie down?

PEGGY: To christen it so to speak. I’ll try the other one.
SEYMOUR: Shall I take my shoes off?

PEGGY: Well I suppose it would be appropriate (taking off her own).
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As she does so she utters a horrified gasp.
Something flashed across the archway (a squeak
was certainly heard).

SEYMOUR (not quite down yet, and every inch the observer) Can I help?

PEGGY: We’d better not do it.

SEYMOUR: Not do what?

PEGGY: Sit on the floor. And on with your shoes again, quick!

SEYMOUR (encouraging) If you wish!

PEGGY (dashing off, left) Let me get a couple of chairs.
In her absence SEYMOUR gets up and begins
eyeing the room clinically. She gingerly lifts the
the plinth-top. An inward taking of notes is
obviously going on.
PEGGY returns with two upright kitchen chairs.

PEGGY (setting them down centre) There you are. Better safe than sorry.

SEYMOUR: Thank you (as she sits). Do you feel a little better?

PEGGY: I’1l feel better when he’s out of the house, not before.

SEYMOUR (staring at her as PEGGY lifts up her skirt preparatory to sitting down) You
are Mrs. Cutlass?

PEGGY, having folded her pleated skirt under and
around round her crotch with great care, sits.

PEGGY: Peggy Cutlass.
SEYMOUR (fascinated) How long has this been going on?

PEGGY: I saw one on my dressing table only an hour ago.



Maurice Rowdon GENES

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

39

One what Mrs. Cutlass?
A rat.
Of course. And how many rats have you seen altogether?
They’re mounting up.
And are you taking anything?
What kind of anything?
Sedatives, antidepressants.
I haven’t got to that yet.
And where do these rats come from Mrs. Cutlass?
Well he’s down there letting them out isn’t he?
I’m sure he is. Who’s ‘he’?
My son-in-law. Geneticist. Brought home all his rats.
A pause for appraisal from SEYMOUR.
I see. Where from?
Gower Street. That’s where his lab is.
And what’s his name Mrs. Cutlass?

Barry Pillinger. An unfortunate name but then I didn’t give it to him did
I?

No you certainly didn’t. And where does this geneticist live?

Upstairs in the penthouse.
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SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

40

Ah. So he’s always over your head so to speak?
When his rats aren’t under my feet, yes.

But the rats must come from somewhere surely? Or do they seem to
come from nowhere?

They come from his cages of course! My husband built them for
him. Cost an entire torso. Not that he’s in the least grateful. But

my husband thinks he’s the golden boy of the century. Nothing to be
done about that.

And what colour are the rats Mrs. Cutlass?
White. Sometimes they have spots. Black or brown spots. I’ve never seen

a streaky one but I'm told they exist. You see, you’ve got to keep your
eye on that arch. You’ve pointed yourself the wrong way.

SEYMOUR (without moving) So that’s where they always come from is it?

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR

PEGGY:

SEYMOUR:

PEGGY:

If I were you I’d shift your chair a bit.

Of course.

She shifts the chair a little so that she can
now take the arch in.

Obviously he’s trying to get rid of me.
Your husband or your son-in-law?

The latter more than the former but I sometimes wonder if
there’s much in it.

SEYMOUR (control factor entering) I’m under the impression that you wanted to

PEGGY:

get rid of him, I mean your son in law. Am I right?

Well it’s a struggle of wits isn’t it?

SEYMOUR (disciplinary) But your daughter Mrs. Cutlass! What does s#e have to say about
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this? I met her downstairs I think.
PEGGY: My daughter? You are confused!
SEYMOUR: I’m sure I am. But I heard her call you mum!
PEGGY: That’s—(listening intently)!
SEYMOUR: We were talking about your daughter Mrs Cutlass.
PEGGY: Sssh!

A decided squeak. SEYMOUR follows PEGGY’s
eyes on the archway. Another squeak and this time
there is a brown-spots-on-white creature with a
very long tail that flies or slides along the corridor
beyond the arch with such speed that it is
impossible for us to gain more than a perhaps
mistaken impression. In a flash up go PEGGY’s
legs so that her high-heeled feet are on the edge of
her chair. SEYMOUR, alarmed, quickly follows
suit (she manages not to scream but only by the
skin of her teeth).

PEGGY: You’d better hitch your skirt up too. (Showing her) One tried to run up
Nancy this morning.

Frantically, with silly fumbling fingers,
SEYMOUR heaves at her skirt to bring the back
round to cover her crotch and the sides tight round
to complete the bandaged up effect.

PEGGY (to SEYMOUR’s horror not raising her voice at all) Pamela! Pamela!

SEYMOUR glances round to see whom she is
calling.

NANCY (VO) Did you call mum?

This voice from the blue almost shocks
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SEYMOUR’S chair over.
PEGGY: Where’s my daughter?
NANCY (VO) She’s upstairs in her flat with Mr. Barry mum.
PEGGY: Pamela are you on? Pamela? You’d better phone her Nancy, tell her he’s

loosed another lot! (To SEYMOUR) He carries them round in his
pockets. You t$e put him away!

SEYMOUR: Away where?
. fv- >

PEGGY: / e Malmsey! Wherever you put em!

SEYMOUR (teeth chattering) The Malm —?

PEGGY (rejecting her pugnaciously) Phooey! And get your shoes off (flinging her own
shoes to the floor), you can’t run in those!

SEYMOUR flings her shoes off. She suddenly
utters the scream that should have happened
before. She is pointing desperately at one of the
mattresses. Something humped is moving under it.

PEGGY (cont.) Nancy! Phone Mr. Barry and tell him a rat’s frightening a doctor out of
her wits!

NANCY (VO)  All right mum!

SEYMOUR: Don’t bring that man down here! Not with rats in his pockets!

the place, I mean it only takes yeu to walk in a room and people start
feeling they’re space cases, I certainly do. (Poised to run but deciding not
quite yet) I don’t mind how you do it, strait jacket, giggle suit, beefy
skinhead male nurses, anything, I just want that bugger certified. On the
other hand I don’t want him taken out in chains right in front of the
American ambassador but you won’t be at the party so that’s that, a pity
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but—(jumping up as another rat dashes across)!
SEYMOUR: Don’t leave me!

PEGGY races through the arch.

PEGGY (cont., off) Hang on to your skirt!

It is doubtful if SEYMOUR could move even if
she wanted to. She has eyes for only one thing, the
mattress. The long pauses in the rat’s movements
make it worse, as do its occasional little jumps
that raise the mattress momentarily. They trigger
similar jumps in SEYMOUR.

BARRY appears in his lab coat, down left. He
stands watching her. He has his hands on his
pockets.

BARRY: Are you the doetor? {1e~ bl i |
This incursion nearly tips her off the chair again.
SEYMOUR: I’m t-t-terrified of rats, a ch-ch-childhood thing.
BARRY: I’'m Barry Pillinger.
SEYMOUR: The ge-ge-ge-gene-

BARRY: Yes. Look, it’s no use having your legs up like that. If a rat wants to
climb up your legs it will. And it’s more inclined to if you don’t want it

to. Anyway, how do you do?

He comes forward with his hand extended and of
course the moment he takes his hand off his
pockets the coat starts flapping wildly on both
sides. SEYMOUR makes a leap backward that
sends her off the chair, which rolls over. She
begins screaming in a prolonged manner, the more
as he now comes forward with both hands
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outstretched to help her.

BARRY (cont.) OhI’'m sorry.
He quickly puts his hands over his pockets. All is
quiet, even the rat under the mattress.

BARRY (cont.) You see, it’s nothing.

But she’s staring at the archway. She points. A rat
flashed by or was it just a squeak? BARRY at
once lets his pockets go and rushes to the arch—

BARRY (cont., his coat flapping away) That was Mrs. Ferdinand! She’s pregnant,
enormouslx,’ (Returning and putting his hands back over his pockets)
You’d better sit down again.

He picks up the fallen chair with one
hand and of course this sets one of the
pockets jumping. With the chair upright
once more he almost pushes SEYMOUR

onto it, then quickly puts his hand back
to the flying pocket.

BARRY (cont.) Been sensitive like this for long?
She nods mutely.

BARRY (cont.) Before the childhood horror of rats I mean?
Again she nods.

BARRY (cont.) You were born with horror. Of everything. That right?
Yet again her child-like nod.

BARRY (cont.) I heard what Mrs. Cutlass had to say about me. So you’re trying to get me
put away are you?

SEYMOUR (with the shivers, watching his pockets) I wouldn’t say that.
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BARRY: What do you mean, you wouldn’t say it? I heard everything
she said!

SEYMOUR (her words jumping) It was Mr. C-C-Cutlass who got in touch with me. I was
given only a v-v-v-vague idea of what I’'m to do.

BARRY: Well let me tell you absolutely straight—(shouting) and look me in the
eyes!

She obeys tremulously.

BARRY (cont., bending down to her eye level) You see, I’m deep in a new project and I
don’t have time to be put away. My project concerns a certain mutation in P
the human brain. Now this mutation is pure and simple dementia,
humans are the first and hopefully last congenitally . )
Excuse me doctor? Do you know what picture you are presenting to me
at this moment?

SEYMOUR (words jumping like rats) N-n-no I don’t.

BARRY: The eyes in shock, digital trembling, raised shoulders, mouth open! And
on what grounds are you suddenly mad? On the grounds of a fantasy
about creatures with legs and feet and brains and spinally hung systems
of nerves exactly like e XV bThey

the Jaon A He Rlital?

-
. “

.
WILH FORK

He looks at the four shoes on the floor with sudden

interest. Hestops.
BARRY (cont.) Look! Shoes! Let me guess whose are Peggy’s and whose are yours.

He runs to them and without disturbing his
pockets kneels to smell them. He then picks one
up by the teeth. He buries his nose deep in it.
Meanwhile the rats are quiet, and so is the one
under the mattress. She stares at him.

BARRY (cont.) Ah! (Gazing at her, then talking through the shoe in his teeth) So
that’s it! (Smelling again) My god! (Letting the shoe fall from
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his teeth) Peggy’s could never be that sensual! (Gazing up at her
with awe). //"')
lgi )
Wi e A s
She iﬁerriﬁed/o imniinent rat activity as-he-rises

BARRY (cont.) You see how quiet they are? They can feel my pleasure. Come my dear,
let me take you upstairs, away from these terrors. My wife has just gone
to work, the bed is still warm. Lower your legs, take your hands from
your skirt, stand up. (Shouts) Go on, stand up. (Gasping as she does so0)
What an extraordinary creature! Stand exactly where you are. I shall lift
you up the stairs, to peace! I’ll never let you be afraid again! Will I?

SEYMOUR: N-n-n-no!

He goes towards her (still the pockets don’t move
though his hands are free). He puts his arms round
her and lifts her by clasping the chaps of her
behind. He turns round to carry her through the
arch backwards. In this way we see, as she clings
to him, that her eyes are squeezed tight shut. They
disappear through the arch.

: 2
Eight

This is the night of the party and we are still in the
Japanese rgom. The two mattresses are there, only
" piledhigh/with sumptuous cushions against the

ev? b;]Eval . The only new item is a table with an

b antique lace cover in the corner upstage left. e
Above it, on the wall, is an elegantly printed notice JM«L?J I
in burgundy red, PLEASE TAKE A GLASS. But
the table is empty. Marﬁchauvinisml:music
continues. ‘

NANCY comes in actor’s right bearing a tray of
champagne flutes already filled. She has been
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dressed for this occasion in Victorian starch and
black worsted but it takes nothing from her
flaming fat red cheeks and immense voice. She
crosses and puts the tray down on the corner table.

NANCY (gasping for breath) Why the hell she can’t put a lift in I shall
never know! (Depositing the tray) Cussedness I suppose!

She is about to leave by the archway when
PAMELA appears, right, in outdoor clothes, with

a briefcase.
PAMELA: Is that fizz?
NANCY: I don’t know what it is my dear, all I know is it goes up your nose.
PAMELA takes a glass and samples it.
PAMELA: I’'m used to ik Yﬁey dabbed a fingertip of it on your tongue when you
were three. (Looking at the drink with distaste) Its deadly. Are we on
relay?
NANCY: Not tonight. Mr. Barry took it off for your mother. She said they made an

agreement he wouldn’t let the rats out on a party night.

PAMELA: He says he never lets them out, they just get loose. e b b

-
’ Qe g5 .
NANCY (miming the words with a huge conspiratorial grimace) I’ve seen him do ilé RA

PEGGY appears from the archway, dressed in a
hail of sequins balanced on winkle pickers, yet
I

with measure.
PEGGY: Nancy this room’s for family only, don’t forget. And special guests like
Mr. Sutton. You’ll see a Private notice over the corridor.
PAMELA: Won'’t that be a bit of a put-off, right over the stairs like that?
PEGGY: WeeH{1 can’t have all and sundry in here can I darling? Well, this

is the most unwilling party I’ve ever given, I do hope Barry’s getting



Maurice Rowdon GENES

NANCY:

PEGGY:

PAMELA:

PEGGY:

NANCY:

PEGGY:

48

ready. What you do Nancy is to steer everyone towards the Buffet room.
Is that the sandwiches room?
Yes.

If this room is for family only why is that notice there (indicating the one
above the drinks table)?

As a matter of fact it should have gone into the Buffet room.

You can’t take it down now mum. You told the workmen to screw it in
good and hard. You’ll have half the wall down if you try and w ‘\)
ﬂff.’ & owwn ue

She leaves.
4,_44
Oh dear (kissing PAMELA) I’m so nervous it>
right—:)f’ou’re always so placid (calling out) Nancy you’d better go down

to the front door, they’ll be ing in droves as usual. And please don’t
call me mum tonight, we’ve got Ameri coming and they don’t
believe in servants. ~ Qe ot N 4 MC .

NANCY (coming back) It’s because my mum was in service, she always said

mum, really she said ‘mmm’, like ‘yes’m’z‘r >

PW

PAMELA:

PEGGY:

It’s not really saying you’re my mum, it’s mmm. I think I can hear

somebody mum! (Going, with a quite tremendous bellow) I’'m coming!
fe; W

This champagne doesn’t taste like Dom Perignon!

What you’re drinking’s a poison called Blanc de Champagne, he q w ft« .
says it’s the same as champagne only a fraction of the price.

ARTHUR (off, calling from above) Peggy! My dinner jacket’s gone!

PEGGY (going to the archway) Nancy! Where’s Mr. Cutlass’s jacket?
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NANCY (off, below) It’s in the kitchen airing mum!

Aot

ARTHUR (off, as he comes down) Airing my foot, it’/séetting all the kitchen smells!

He puts his nose round the arch in his shirt sleeves.

ARTHUR (cont.) The American ambassador’s definitely on.

PEGGY: What? Well that settles it! (Looking at her sequins) I can’t wear this! (On
her way out) Nancy! Bring Mr. Cutlass’s jacket up please! Where are
you?

NANCY (off)  The first floor coming up! Mr. Fyffe’s here mum! Bloody stairs.

PEGGY (to PAMELA) What are you wearing tonight?

PAMELA: I usually leave it to Barry.

PEGGY: I’m the same with Arthur, then I go for the opposite. (A whisper into
ARTHUR’s ear) Tell Martin I’'m dressing.

She leaves.

ARTHUR (calling from the archway) We’re up here Martin! (To PAMELA) How

do you like the bubbly?
PAMELA: A bit funny.
ARTHUR: It’ll grow. Well all this is for your husband, I hope it feels good.
PAMELA: We’ll have to see.
ARTHUR: Exactly. (As MARTIN comes in) Ah Martin!

MARTIN is in elegant yet casual evening attire.
ARTHUR: Is this right about the ambassador coming?

MARTIN: It’s what I heard. Dan Sutton’s on his way, oo .
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PAMELA: Hullo Martin. I’'m in a rush.

ARTHUR (also going) See you in a jiffy.
PAMELA and ARTHUR hurry off.
MARTIN helps himself to a drink but
after the first sip he holds the glass up
and gazes at it with suspicion. He goes to
the archway.

MARTIN: Nancy! Where are you? Nancy!

NANCY (off)  Third floor up and coming down!

He waits for her at the archway, glass in hand. She

comes puffing along.
e kel
MARTIN (holding up the glass) Where (did this come from? It’s white wine with bubbles!
/
NANCY: I spat it out myself.
MARTIN: Listen, he’s got some vintage Dom Perignon down there, let’s brave the
rats and find it. Meanwhile take this grap away. Cﬁ e

She takes the tray and as she passes he puts his
glass on it.

NANCY (as they go out,.she-with-the-tray) As long as he don’t come down on me
afterwards.

bl

DR. HEATHER SEYMOUR comes in, also from
the right. She is dressed in muted evening shades.

SEYMOUR: Hullo.
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He turns, hands in pockets, and studies her with
his alert, interested gaze.
[ANCET Hullo. I’d invite you to a drink if there was an)Zﬁh well, thisds the
Cutlass residence.

~
SEYMOUR: You mean they’re eccentric.

Ma
EANCE: All except Barry, yes.
SEYMOUR: That’s news!
Y V: ’ i (P
J.AN‘C!\EL?/F Yorkmowhime. | war Kyee Is e dreny

5 o

I:ANEE:/ Afraid of rats?

SEYMOUR: Yes, aren’t you?

MacTe

o l'&kk'-a.,-_ N
LAN@E/: No, I work with them. i

. anr | pe st

SEYMOUR: Ohj_afe you/_in genetics too?

M afte W Qe? .
LﬁNCTZ (as they shake hands) ranee-Kenning_ I run &WM You’ve gone
‘ pale under your makeup, just from talking about rats. But you’re
perfectly safe with me, all I do is whistle and they hurtle back to
their cages.

SEYMOUR: Are g\ those speakers on?

LA)%:& No no. They switch off for parties.

SEYMOUR: What I can’t understand is why they have to be all over the house.

f\/\ e %
LéNCE: The speakers or/\rats?

7/

SEYMOUR: Rats.

LAXCE: Oh that’s perfectly normal with Barry.
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SEYMOUR: Isn’t that leaning rather heavily on the word normal?

comes in with a new tray of

i A’ﬁ'f KRR ¢
| A { : -

—€_c "é_ ﬁ-»—‘«\{\—y/}_z\(- 1
.

LANCE: —Good-evening. - Bre holep <ty arweal, .

/

“)ﬂﬁ)\\.\.\ck\.yffﬂ‘a-jg L‘ IZ"“' N
MARTIN (as-they-shake-hands) Um-MartinFyffe. You’re from the Malmsey, aren’t you?
Peggy was telling me. What about some Dom Perignon?

N~
SEYMOUR:  Thank you./ @

awolbs

MARTIN (as they all take glasses) Not with me around. (With 4 smile for SEYMOUR)
My taste buds are snobs! (As they sip) What do yoﬁay‘? ™M oy esele b )

(S8r==" 8 4
t. ﬂould be colder.

{ D
Cellar temperature, Wh\¢ &eoi— d o \L( v ot

AR TR
MARTFIN:

MpeTn.
hlﬁﬁﬁ.’ London cellars are about ﬁve degrees higher than country ones.

[ANCE: —Oh-eerainty. (To SEYMOUR) You must be the psychiatrist who’s going
to join Barry’s project.

SEYMOUR: What project’s that?

LANCE: He says you’re going to observe his rat community.



/k(fjaw el Lewed G Jore « lu,c)j

e

Maurice Rowdon GENES.~ MTH . ‘{ 33
SEYMOUR/(with-a_glanse-atMARTEN)-0h! It’s good he didn’t tell me, I might have told
him where to get off.
M TH v l\} ! .
MARTIN: You have a grievance against Barry?

Ju o L YL
SEYMOUR: Not at all. I}khappcn ret to be joining any projects othis, that’s all.

MALT I -
LANCE: Are you sure you aren’t a little attracted?
P T HyQ
MARTEN: Women do fall for him like skittles.
vel AT R: Ll mmoite fete (

SEYMOUR: Well thls sklttle lmnh.

e ———————————————— —

: -of-pmree. Haven’t [ read
somewhere that you’re an ardent follower of RD. Laing?

SEYMOUR: I’ve studied him, yes.
LANCE: Didn’t Laing say if you’re beaten by madness join it?

SEYMOUR: No he didn’t. But he easily could have.

(~ /
LANCE: “ If you find a madman you become one.] W/ N/
g P
SEYMOUR (with a smile) Your words, not mine. But madness does intrigue me. Despite
its manifold disguises.
At X >
MARTIN: So we’X all touched are-we? -y heodkvce .

SEYMOUR: Not if the disguises are sound enough.

MARTIN: You mean all we have to do is hide it effectively?

M Ti e Lok Wb hewd)
LANCE: I don’t know how Barry does it.
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MARTIN: Has he done it?

. | W Auoe k&
LANCE: Can’t you see? 5= ' ‘()“”““ (\'V S «-ﬂ v

fee (17\;_14.\,&.‘5 /
PAMELA pops in, actor’s left, in a dressing gown.

PAMELA: The street’s already blocked with stretch cars.
MARTIN (kissing her) Let me get you a drink.
PEGGY comes in through the arch in a black and

white robe hot in decolletée. We hear growing
sounds outside as the guests arrive.

PEGGY: Pamela, you surely aren’t still waiting for your shower?
PAMELA: I’ve just had it.

welh,
PEGGY: Suppose a guest comes in! Where-is—your-father?
PAMELA:—Hutto Tamce!

MTHve

L ce
PE : you're Barry’s partner (as they exch ntinental
LANCE: —————As-was.

PEGGY——— But still great friends?

MARTIN:— ve a glass of Arthur’s cheap fizz.
/AR
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PEGGY: Thank you. Chu ek Wt r},.t o k,wt-ﬂk»&-»( “-t)

__ They all drink- PEGGY-all but spits s hers out.
1[ { VAV MU\A-.#C"M* o
Mﬁ&q&%&gh&h s foul (putting the glass back). Aaaawey—l—m——-—mﬁf’—
lwel-ywemaﬂﬁtaﬂ—l'dmﬁ'cmne-upﬁmy-dauglﬁers-}evet N Ho—e
m\ oﬁ%}n u..C/«—k ce_a\!(-— \

They-all make-deprecating moises. SEYMOUR ' -cloc.
eomes imragain and goes towards the drinks table

with her empty glass. PEGGY stares at her with
astonishment.

PEGGY (to SEYMOUR) This is unexpected. You weren’t invited.

—

-

SEYMOUR: Your son in law invited me.

A A

PEGGY (icily) Oh well, since the party’s in his honour...

MARTIN slips out discreetly. The sound of guests
outside begins to grow.

NANCY (off)  There’s people don’t know where to 0 mum! ;
[ The Ho v M‘r .

PEGGY (going to the arch) I told you, the Buffet room! NMancy = ls ha S
CEG 67 Ve, !

She.al ] into NANCY who is.on |
way-i.

NANEY¥:— Therelsno-deinkintheret <2 Y (Vo /R Swasy “af 9ui)
PEGGY-(leaving} Thor-take-it-fromrhere

NANCY seizes the champagne tray just as
SEYMOUR reaches for a new drink.

NANCY (off, as she runs) Mr. Fyffe! Mr. Fyffe! More champagne for the Japanese room
please!!
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MARTIN comes running in through the arch.

MARTIN (seeing the empty table) Good god!

S"’E ‘/Md’u’& 4

EANEE:
PAMELA:
LANCE:

SE \/Nu v
PAMEFA.:

q ggﬁ! £ 71

EANCE:

Sﬁ Yo 2 %

BAMEEA

NANCY (off, announcing) The Hey

LANCE:

PEGGY:

PEGGY (cont., to SONYA) Are you the S

SEYMOUR:

PAMELA:

Nt vidhes ot ‘(},L.

Hedashes-out-again. SEYMOUR watches all this
with-e-stighsly tiddly fact-finding interest. @4\4 €LA
lesh, ) v»d o A el oo

-Wln/}ue their parties always shamblesf | he Tt ., 2

Peggy asks everybody, hairdressers, cab drivers. (Fo-
SEYMOTR) I must say you seem very collected for a newcomer.

_iﬂ.b« Iz
Notwigratsshc-isrr‘t d”‘ J

Why, haveygg_seen—aﬂy‘?
She-knows Barry--
-ont | | & v va_ b ; ‘ f\é,e¢ '}"’kt;:' ‘)c_t\ ],3) 'Jcl(f" J)«"

a,\,'ﬁ )\V”LVK.G"\ Kk Qe

A commotion on the stairs outside.

Roural ﬂmﬁllﬂmv. FImIes
Yeou-said-nojournalists! ¥

Sounds like Sonya!
PEG{GY bursts in.
Where is she? I said no newspapers!

Th¢ HONOURABLE SONYA TYMES strolls in
and waves to LANCE and PAMELA.

nday Times? If so get out!
Excuse me (hurrying out through the arch).

Mummy! It’s Sonya. Barry was at Oxford with her.
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PEGGY: It doesn’t matter with journalists, they have no loyalties, the
Sunday Times called my husband a stuffed suit.

LANCE: Let me present you Peggy. This is the Honourable Sonya Tymes, my
assistant director at Gower Street!

PEGGY: Then you’re not on the paperg?
SONYA: No.
PEGGY: I don’t mind people like Martin who run the papers but not reporters.

Anyway what a relief! How [are you my dear and what’s the honourable,
is that House of Commons ¢r a title?

LANCE: Title. House of Commons is ‘right’ honourable.

PEGGY: In that case let me get youa drink, you won’t like it but my husband
favours the small champagnes as he says. (Putting a hand on SONYA’s
arm) Do forgive me won’t you, parties always unnerve me!

AA——
_ atthe-empty-table-
(eeqy le el tuare) VEGGY Barue. Lo
PEGGY (74.«-.) Oh dear!
LANCE: That’s what I thought.

PEGGS% tet 51411 go to the Buffet room, quielemarch!— f’ leese

NANCY (off)  Mr. Dan Sutton coming up mum!

MARTIN FYFFE hurries in with a full tray.
NANCY puts her head round the corner.

NANCY: Where shall I send him?
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MARTIN: In here ./
NANCY: Come in here Mister!

DAN, a large sandy comfortable well-
travelled Texan, comes in. It would take a lot to
faze him, much less erode his charm.

DAN (to NANCY) Thank you. What’s your name?

NANCY: Nancy.

DAN: Could you mix me a whisky and soda Nancy?
NANCY: I certainly could/

DAN: Thank you.

NANCY (going) I don’t blame you either, Wer e He el Ve,ww‘,r og une /

She is gone.
N7 s
DAN: Where did they pick her up? Not tHeir usual Philippine! (As they clap
arms round each other) Wéllﬁow are you Martin?
MARTIN: It certainly does me good to see you, Da,k (
y)
DAN: 3 How’s life down at Chumley Keep?
MARTIN: You’re invited for next weekend one if you’re about.
DAN: I guess not but you never know. I count a week-end at the old Keep
paradise. Where’s the boss? -
MARTIN: He’ll be down, he was late from the office. This was all so very
sudden Dan.
NUT (ot
DAN: I know. I thought if T don’t move,on this project rightmow it’ll die. You
know hew -hunch motivated/pad somebody else is going to grab
him if T don’t!

AN
€,



Maurice Rowdon GENES 59

MARTIN: Grab who?
o /

DAN: Vi, Pillinger of-comrse! Beu‘n] Pl vwé;p . G\ewb

DANT You look out of it.

D72 Reaﬂing your mind I’d say you think he isn’t a big-epough name.
MARTIN: That certainly. MY 7, ’, Im_(:;/

DAN: Well I'm going-to set you right abeut-that. There are more people talking
ims 1 mean in my field, than there are people nof talking about *
3 /r\.sﬁ?’\
That’s a big ch. n six months ago wouldn{f you say?
&.‘:‘Tw.-( wmd o

MARTIN: I suppose-it-is- £ you-say-so. TN
£ ‘\cc(f\

boele
DAN: I mean six months ago he was Arthur’s son-in-law @?/Thatwas:it. Not
any more/ (Looking about him) Are there chairs around here?

MARTIN: She’s not into chairs at the moment.

DAN (as the noise increases outside) How many people here for christsakes? I had to fight
-\ my way jn. My-feetarckilling-me. (Looking at the mattresses) We’re
4 w\/r . -
Q . supposed to lie down?
o

MARTIN (with a shrug) Well itfkthe Japanese room.

heed
DAN: Lying down’s ancient Rome, not Tokyo.[ You have to get your history
straight Martin.
/S
NANCY rushes in with the whisky.

NANCY: There you are Mister.
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DAN: You’re the sweetest thing!
NANCY: Now then!

She rushes out again and he winks at MARTIN.
DAN: Well, here goes (they touch glasses and drink).

DAN makes a satisfied gasp and approaches one
of the mattresses.

DAN (cont., lowering himself to one of them and lying back) Hey, it’s good! That Peggy
Cutlass knows something. Come and join me, hack.

£ u:a-a—ﬁf
He drinks contentedly as MARTIN sits on the
other mattress. 4
DAN (cont., nodding at the intercom plinth) 7hat don’t look Japanese.
MARTIN: It’s for loudspeakers.
DAN: Loudspeakers?
MARTIN: They have speakers in every room. You just talk and your voice goes all
over the house.
DAN: She likes other people’s privacy huh?
They enjoy this.

MARTIN (pointing to the ceiling) Mikes everywhere.
DAN: We’re on air right this minute?
MARTIN: No, they switch off for parties.

MARTIN too lowers himself and they lie there
placid against the cushions.

DAN: You know what started the noise about Barry Pillinger? A paper
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MARTIN:

DAN:

MARTIN:

DAN:

MARTIN:
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G e
he wrote called How Can Genes Which Provide Us With Our
Goals Give Us the Goal to Modify Our Genes? Some title huh?

It set everybody alight.

In other words we’re guided by our genes even when we try to
fiddle with them.

Well listen to that! A hack understands a sentence of more
than ten words!

I’ll go further. He’s saying we need to study our genes from a
non-experimental angle.

This is fantastic! What you’ve just said is dumb but you’re a
hack so what else should come out of your mouth? Right?

Right! And this is making me feel so good!

They fall about laughing.

DAN (getting closer to him) Listen to me carefully, this is where you come in.

MARTIN:

Science isn’t the hype word it was even ten years ago, too

many things have gone wrong, there’s too much of it anyway.

Science needs to change, it needs new personalities. Would you say that
Barry Pillinger is an extravagant kind of personage Martin?

I’d say he’s more. I’d say he personifies the schizophrenic
mutation in the de-oxy-ribo-nucleic acid to infinity/

DAN (who has cleverly drawn out his true feeling) Oh what a bitch we have here! And an

MARTIN:

DAN:

informed one! One who does his bio-chemical homework! OK this is
what I have in mind for you to-@e. Put that personage on the world stage
Martin.

Not my job or interest I’'m afraid. I can start the ball rolling but I
can’t guarantee outcomes. Anyway it’s better done in the States.

(ex
Wrong again It’s a small pool here, you get more concentration, your
papers prefer people on the spot. That’s all I need from you, sweet man.
(Stretching and yawning) I could sure handle a lullaby.
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He gazes before him dreamily. He begins blinking.
He seems to be aware of something he can’t
define. He becomes slightly rigid, more
thoughtful. MARTIN glances at him.

MARTIN: Anything wrong?

DAN: Nothing. Muscles in my back. Kind of twitching. Jet lag. They say you
have to live like it was eight hours back, which means I've just finished
my energy lunch and I’m bright eyed and bushy tailed but I ain’t!
(Suddenly staring before him) [—!

He is suddenly on his feet in one big
jump, holding the back of his pants.

DAN (cont.) What the hell goes on? Somebody pinched my ass!
MARTIN (sitting up with a jerk) It’s a rat!

DAN: A rat?

MARTIN: There it is!

And indeed there is humped movement under
DAN’s mattressz 6o,

MARTIN (cont.) There’s another one (jumping to his feet)!

DAN: And where do they come from fo:hgga;::;i(e‘?
MARTIN: They’re Barry Pillinger’s!

DAN: He has rats?

MARTIN: Cages full of ’er;l/;ir: the basement!

DAN: What’s he doing with rats for christsakes?

MARTIN: He’s brought them all here, from Gower Street!
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DAN: What’s Gower Street?
MARTIN: His lab.
DAN: Son of a bitch, he’s twenty years too late! This belongs to animal studies!

They stare at the three humped forms as they slide,
go forward, retreat, two under DAN’s mattress,
one under MARTIN’s.
2 do et
DAN (cont.) Listen thgse guys doa’t belong in a party. They can get viruses this
way, humans are lethal for rats, you didn’t know that? Maybe this man
knows something! He’s moved on to new knowledge Martin!

One of the rats makes a sudden dart to the edge of
a mattress and MARTIN throws himself on it,
trying to encircle it the more it darts about.

MARTIN (calling up to DAN) Get hold of your mattress! (Frantically trying to press down
the mattress edges) Get your rats Dan!

DAN (clutching MARTIN’s jacket from behind) What the hell are you doing? Leave *em
alone! These are research rats! Ten thousand dollars apiece nraybe!
Lay off! Lay off Martin! Let “em ge?

Ll

BaRe
IS sppears, left, glass in hand. He

stands watching with some interest.

MARTIN (still struggling) They’re rats like other rats! (Trying to clamber over
both mattresses) They’ll infest the house!

Ly

DAN (tugging at him) The future of mankind may lie there, now%ét up!

In one determined yank he pulls MARTIN to his
feet.

DAN (cont., wiping his face down) You hacks are crazy! You want to live for a
thousand years or not?
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MARTIN:

DAN:

daeey,

LANCE:

MARTIN:
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Listen Dan I saw those rats downstairs, they go for your legs,
they jump!

Phooey! You’re talking sewer rats!
The rats continue to gyrate under the mattresses.
ANCEappears.
What’s the trouble? .
J UMP , wrtk
Theyfwing round and-stare-at-him.

Loose rats are the trouble!

Becy
LANEE (watching the mattresses) I think I know those three. One of them’s Mrs.

NANCY (off)

PEGGY:

DAN:

Ferdinand. That’s the big one. She’s pregnant. (Approaching the
mattresses) Now come on you lot, it’s feed time.

He suddenly puts two fingers to his teeth and
makes a shrill whistle. The rats go immobile at
once. LANCE picks up the mattresses and they are

gone in three flashes and g squeaks
P

A split second later all hell is breaking loose
outside—screams, chiefly women, male yells
hoping for rational control and feet scrambling on
the stairs.

Mum! Mum! There’s rats in the Buffet (rthyming it with ‘rough-it’),
they’re on the table mum, oh blimey they’re in the aspic mum!

‘ Amid the screams PEGGY dashes in.
RAReY!
L/,ancé! Come on!
B ALY
LANCE disappears behind her. We hear his shrill
whistle again and the screams gradually subside.

Who’s the whistling guy?
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T‘«& wu\km.d,u" J)a»H*q P \lw..s,v
MARTIN: J.aneekenning. -HeTuns-Gewer-Street.

PEGGY dashes back in.
PEGGY : Dan! I’m so sorry! A little crisis! How are you?

DAN (as they hug and kiss) Rats will be rats, how are you Peggy?

PEGGY: He promised me most solemnly he wouldn’t let any go tonight!
DAN: Is this Barry Pillinger?
PEGGY: Yes!

N 3
D L He lets his rats go?
PEGGY: Sometimes!

L w i

DAN: Ihet-eaai#b&mmml ats detiketo gnaw their way out you know.
PEGGY: The cages are cast iron.

She dashes out again. MARTIN is thirstily
downing a glass of champagne at the drinks tablg,

DR. SEYMOUR appears, her skirt held up round
her legs, her shoes gone. She walks by MARTIN.

| TheyMc particularly D
—DA N 7 @

oK M'M )

MARTIN: Are you al-right?

SEYMOUR: Ran over my foot. Tried to get up my- heg =~y =

M AT (u.( MCJ.Q{) R it
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S—-E_L/ZMQWi 7’( —
BARLY
LANCE:

/

7 R B L
[% Ny
dashes back as SE-‘FMGHR seizes a o/

drink.

‘ 1 safe in their cages. Oh dear (seeing SEYMOUR) have you
been frightened again?

SEYMOUR (letting her skirt go) It’s a ch-ch-ch-childhoo’ thing.

DAN (to LANCE, putting his hand out, gingerly) Well you cleared “em out good and g
straight. You’re in bioscience too? Ww.v 4o ¢ q- Lo ? e

494
I% (as they shake hands) That=s-sight. Why don’t you come and visit us at Gower
Street?

DAN (continuing to send preoccupied glances at SEYMOUR) I’d like to!

inl <

EANCE: Let me introduce Dr. Seymour, she’s at the Malmsey, psychiatrist, she’s
B8ARLY joining B-E?r-s team I think.
DAN: Really‘? Well (lookmg dewn at her shoeless feet)befereahakmg )
¢ ; atsmam? o k,wx"(,u\)c-/s.{uf 7
BagLy - paRwE
SEAMOUR: Mortally.

DAN: Then how are you going to cope watehing the mental health of a rat
community?f led \oofz o u—'?')i] 1\.:\:,'«-_&!..&;&"‘ %

SEYMOUR: I happen to work at a h-h-human hospital, we haven’t m-moved into rat
vl /7 cﬂe—yet_ Cs € ~ ¢~ Qe ‘%Lb.

NAAC Y
SOMMAESEAE'S appears with SEYMOUR’s
shoes.

MAaney it . [ BARR Y. Tu€ gt
SONYA (to SEYMOUR) You left these/(Fo-ANEE) Trademark and F ickle Lilly were m

them, one in each. DAN; Vi e o e ey Vl\(;fj syl —3
_;EN:CE:@:J:BE}SD Trademark and Fickle Lxl]y are Joker rats. By-the—waythasm
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cﬂe‘bm@ ;ﬁ_y 1appy you he Tight-idea-abeu
K
~SONYA: We were at Oxford together.
DAN: Well listen to that! I°d like you all to fill me in about those Oxford days.
EF: : A'(E § SL,( ‘-, @1 Am.Ja e e e.L_a (o8 )«.A L:J.\L\, e [ & <=2y
. e [d] d d Y g a DT aiway |’| a3 e-C B

: : .
BattY"Ratl’ETT)‘aﬁdtmcal-ly L8 e b OX F.(;({ LLJ\/ L) e 36-,0'

DAN (ambigaously) Well listen to that!

SEYMOUR is trying to put on her shoes while
also sipping her drink.

o keove
DAN: IzArthur lost or something?
MARTIN: Apparently he gets dragged into phone conferences.

DAN (with a last glance at SEYMOUR) Well, he could be saving us from a recession.

MARTIN: According to him we’ve never been out of one. 1-[ .
—t

R 1 Y 5 L \1; -"-—(, .
o % IEET W TSR ¥ 2 Sesr.
b aAn ' They all-ge out with the exception of

L. «led 4 SEYMOUR.
. M bt < ‘it'_é'-b':ﬂ( 'gé ,YM.O‘_/Q !
e t.
b
‘fjf’l/{%— H—-e | e\~
BARRY: Tssstt!

She jumps out of her skin and almest
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