THE INTERCOM

A Play in Two Parts

by

MAURICE ROWDON




CHARACTERS

ARTHUR CUTEASS

PEGGY CUTLASS his wife

PAMELA their daughter

NORMAN PILLINGER Pamela‘'s husband
MARTIN FYFFE



BCENE

BRTHUR CUTLASS's home in the north of
England. The house has been fitted
with an intercom apparatus, the controls
of which are concealed in a chest.

This chest is the only feature of theé
set.



NORMAIl:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:
NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

1.

NORMAN PILLINGER, sitting on the
chest. ANIMAL SQUEAKS AND SQUEALS
are heard OVER. He jumps nervous-
ly, looks at the chest under him.
PAMELA CUTLASS, his wife, appears.

God above, I thought my rats were 100S@ww=
erawvling up my trousers!

She gazes at him implacably.
Weren't we supposed to talk?
I am telking! It was like a rat's coetal
ery (still looking at the chest). I lost
my Jjob by the waye
You were out all night.

That's why. Tracking down if it was true.
Somebody tipped me off last night.

;.rihank ?od then! -I thought you were with
hoxwms!

How much is there left, for the month?



PAMELA:

NORMAN:
PAMELA:
NORMAN3

HORMAN:
PAMELA:
NORMAN:
PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:.

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAR:

PAMELA:.
NORMAN:.

An overdraft. If we had to pay rent
I don't know where we'd we be.

They're not in are they?
No.
Was it her idea, rigging up microphones
all over the place? (Lifting the chest
1id) Did you sec these controls?

A noise, off.
I ¢can't face them!
No, leave me to do the dirty work!
Was it the kids?
Probably.
Perhaps that rat's squeal was the kids
too., I shouldn't stay up all night.
I wish I could be like that Martin Fyffe,
so solid, he looks as if he's wheeling
hig shoulders in front of him all the time.

Oh, stop bringing in Martin Fyffe all the
time! If you admire, be like him.

A time«server?

Well, why don't you serve time?
Another squeal,'OVER.

There, you heard it.

It's the childrén. There's a microphone
in the nutsebhe nursery. '

She was fired too, you'll be glad to hear.
Your girlfriond?

Who else? They gave her a reference, not

me, They admitted I was the most brilliant

chap thoy'd ever had in the place but the
director didn't even shake me by the hand.
(Screaming at her) Well, do something!
ﬁﬁgngr something! Aren't you a normal
wife?



PAMELA (also screaming) - Wifée--to you? When you

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMARN¢

spend two months screwing a lab assistant?

I get that a hundred times a day. I told
you beforey; it's just gone dead on me.

It does on evergbody. After ten years

of marriagé.

It's because zou ve gone dead, not thé
marriage.

I suppose so.

Quiet againe
And I have to keep the children alive.
Yes, becmmse I can't.

But they must have given you a month's
notice--=it said that on the contract
surely?

f

I never had a contract.
You told me you signed one!

Of course 1 did--=~that was propaganda for
your mum« It worked too. She coughed
up a washing machine and a trip to Majorca.
(Remembering) That was an awful trip.

Because we were alone.

That's right. Do you know, they wouldn't
even give me back my rats? I contributed
a dozen vhen I took the jobe. I'm particul-
arly sorry to have lost Murphy and Mrs
Gorsmby Taylor, or Hilda as she sometimes
let me c¢all her. But then I could hardly
bring thenm home~«~nurphy has nancer of the
tongue and Hilda's womb is several yards
£rom her, though technically still her own
of ¢course.

That's a horrible thing you do every Aaymw=
torture animals for science! 'Science*!

Oh, they're both e&ting well.s Murphy
mnight even have a new tongue by the end of
the week.



PAMELA You're so funng aren't you?

PEGGY CUTLASS calls, off:
Pamela, are you there?

NORMAN (jumping up) Oh Christ!
PEGGY CUTLASS enters as he leaves.

PEGGY (to PAMELA) Well, how do you like my new
invention?

PARELA (at the chest) This?

PEGGY (opening it) Look, all the rooms are connected
up by intercom. These arée the controlge--
off and relay and receive, and a master-
switch for relay and receive together.

No more shouting from room to room. When
the children can't sleecp, or Barry géts
his nasty cough, we hear every sigh. .

(As PAMELAstands doubtful) You'll get
used to it in time, like we do to all new
advances. We met such a marvellous man
by the way. He paints pictures that move,
isn't it marvellous? The paint actually
moves before your eyes. No one knows how
he does it. Ho wanted our doorknobs in
the shape of hands so you shook hands with
the door every time you came in, such a
friendly idea. Arthur's thinking about it.
He has such nice teeth tco. And a wife.

PAMELA: Not ?hat couple who make fake amphozeae?
PEGGY (stopping) You said you smelt camphor?
PAMELA: No Ieww o

PEGGY: It's the fessh paint. It sweats and

bleeds and weeps and dessicates and shrivels
according to the weatherw

PAMELA: What does?

PRGGY: - The picture. We bought it.
PAMEDA: How horrible!

PEGGY: Must the new aluays be horrible?

MA child cries, OVER.
PAMELA: It!'s Barry!



PEGGY:

ARTHUR (VO)

PEGGY:

PAMELA:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PBEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR's voice follows this, after
some disconnected noises: Pe

are you upstairs?

It's your father. (At the intercom)

Hullo Arthur? Doesn't it work marvellous-
ly? Come upstairs at once. You've
woken the children.

No I haven't. I tripped over a wire.
You see, he'd never have found me ctherwise.
Go dovn and feed the children. I made a
grapefruit squash for Barry and a grated
apple for--<anyway, you'll see. Ask
Nancy. .

Nancy's been wearing my bracelet agaln.
I found it in her room.

Oh well I'm sure she didn't mean it.
(packing her off) Anyvay Pam do be nice
to her, you know how hard they are to get.
PAMELA leabes., The vague noise
of CHILDREN drifts OVER. PEGGY
switches the aparatus off care-
fully fully.
ARTHUR CUTLASS appears.
What's the matter nou?
It couldn't be worse.
It never can be} Every time I come in a
room it seems to touch something ghastly.
Well, keep this one away from me=—-

I don't want to hear! And where's all the
furniture gone to?

Don't you remember anything? We arranged
it all a week ago!

I try to forget (sitting on the chest).
Don't do that! Stand up!

ARTHUR (springing up) What the hell's the matter?

PEGGY:

The chest. You know you go through every-



ARTHUR: :

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

ARTHUR: .

God knows vhere our' guests are going to

git when Dan Sutton comes over and expects

e big reception. Then there's that picture
dripping all over the place downstairs, I
wouldn*t mind if it just moved but it drips.

It takes time and patience to cut through
the crust of the nineteenth century. Ve
aren't kings and queens any more so why
should we sit on thrones?

Oh do shut upe. I'1ll never forget that
lavatory pan spraying itself with eau de¢
cologne every time you went. That got a

bit expensive didn't it? £And I love the way
the bedroom windows open and close all night
according to the temperature, except that the
thermotstata’s gone wrong and they won't close
any more! It cost me seventy-five quid o
fix it last month, now they say they‘'ll have
to t?kesthe wvindows out for a bit, that'll be
cosy

She's beeén crying her eyes out.

Who has? ‘

Your dapghters

Has he gone off with that other woman again?
fo. :He's walked out of his jobs I heard
it over the intercom. Probably he let all
the rats loose or somethings

Let them loose? - Good God, what's he going
to get up to next? .

PEGGY (showing him) And these hospital accounts have

arrived.

ARTHUR (taking them) What about it?

PEGCGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY?

Well, can*t you seé¢ Cynaecological Depart-
nent written there?

What's wrong with that?

It's for Pameld. She's been going once a
woek. It must be a baby. 1'11 get her on
the intercomn.

She goes to the chest with pleasure
and 1lifts the lid, then gets to work
on the controls



NANCY (VO)
PEGGY:

FANCY (VO)

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

NANCY. (VO)
PEGGY:

NANCY {vo)
PEGGY:

NANCY (VO)

PEGGY:
PAMELA:
PEGGY:

PAMELAS

on the conbtrols.
the rooms.

She buzzes one of

Yes mum?

Dontt call me mum and tell my daughter I'd
to speak to her.

Your mum wants to speak t6 you mum.
she is mum!

Here
Darling youf”fathér would like to see youe.
I'11l be right up..

Give me Nancy again.

Here éhe is;

Yes mum? |

If you took my daughter's bracelet to try
on' this morning put it back.

I didn't.

I'm not saying you did. Anyway, put it
back. And I don'tbknow why you have to

call me mum, it isn't the nineteenth century.
I'11 talk to Barry.

He's on his pot mum,

Oh, I'm egspecially glad about that, after the
trouble he had last night. :

He's not having trouble now, by the looks of
it. Oh Blimey!

Sounds of farting etc OVER.
PEGGY switches off abruptly.
PAMELA appears.

So Barry went then?

Went vhere? )

WGQt, wente~=you know what I mean. I

wish you wouldn't dream so0 much. That
tablet worked then.
Did you give him & tablet? But he's



PEGGY:
PAVELA:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PAMELA:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:

ARTHUR:

PAMELA:

ARTHUR:
PAMELA:S

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:
PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

runningee-1
He can't be, he was blocked=—-!

He's running, I tell you, and Norman says
he isn't o',ave ewven & ﬁild‘opium drug,
it only paralyses the intestines, he says
charcoalt*s nuch better.

I won't have the children ¢ating any form
of coal and that?s that.
She leaves. ARTHUR watches her
exit witn a sighs«

This is a damned funny box, don't you think
so? I head you and Norman are getting all
the furnftture. As I look at it, you're only
two behinds whereas we plus our frequent
guests are at least fifty. And we've got

no damned chairs to sit on. When I entered
your mother*s little world twenty-eight years
ago I had to accept a lot I thought funny.
But I bet wetll see sense oven in this box
before very long.

Perhaps.

So why did he do it?

What?

Leﬁ his rats loose. Of course they're not
going to give him a reference if he does
that .

They just sacked him.

For loosing the rats?

He didn't lose anything.

Loose, loose!

I told you he was sacked!

And T said what for, didn't I?

I don*t know! \

He did loose his rats, didn't he? I'd
have cleared this bastard out of my house

long ago if it hadn't been for her! And
you can follow him tool  And get that intere



com changed so that we can have a bit of
peace sometimes!

He storms outs At once PEGGY'S
voice OVERTHE INTERCOIM: Pamela,
Bamela, has your fabher gone?

PAMELA (shouting at the box) Find out for yourself!

PEGGY(VO)

Arthur, Arthur! Don't lose your headl
Do you hear? Go back! Please do!

ARTHUR 2ll but collides with
PAMELA, on his way back as she is
on her way out. '

He geostures to her and makes his
way to the box, lifting the lid as
quketly as possible., He fiddles
vith the knobs but finally gives up.

ARTHUR (keeping his voice low)  You know what your

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:
PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:

ARTHUR:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:

mother's liké. You'd better tell me every=-
thing, for the sake of peace.

I've told you everything I know.
Then I've no more to saye.
But I don*t know anything more!

What, a man gets sacked for no reason? Do
you think I was born yesterday? You're just
damned obstinate. ayway, I'm in a hurry.
(Fishing in bhis pocket, The hospital accounts
came this morning. Here, perhaps you can
clear up this little mystery.

What little mystery?

A hundred and fourteen injections ordered

by your mother, well that’s all right, but
hore are two fifteen-guinea consultations
for you. Gynaecological. If there's
anything wrong of that sort you'd better tell
papr mother, '

I'm having another child.

Good God. That's quick works He's only
just got backew=—

I'n three months gones



ARTHUR:
PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY (V0)

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
PAMELAY
PEGGY:
PAMELAS
PEGGY:

ARTHUR (ldoking at the chest)

Your husband wasn't here three months ago.

I knowe
0f course hé was heré~--wasn*t he? I mean,
otherwise how could you havewe~?

He was
here, surely? .

Noa

Oh yés hé was, he made a damned fool of himw
golf at the New Year's party.

That was ebout nine months ago.

Good Ged!'  Are youwww? )
Is this gomebody else's child?

Yes!  Yes!

And I don*t care if it is!
Have you told your mother? Now don*t cry!
I'n coming straight up!

I hope Nancy didn%t get all thats. Well,
well, we libe and learn, don't we?

PEGGY appears. .
When eoxaétly 4id Norman leave home?
About January. ;
Well, I thinit it was very foolish of yous
I knew you'd say thati
If ywe can bring it on a month or two, it
might not be noticed. (lMaking swift calw
culations) January, Februatyess
Listen, we'd better get

a special switch on this thing so we can
listen without being heardwwe

PEGGY (geing to the chest and turning the necessary

PAMELA:
PEGGY:
PAMELA:

switch) It*s already there. (To PAMELA)
Does hé know?
Who?

Jell Norman of course.

I expect so. He deals in wombs and things
all day. He hasn't,said,anything;

You're not saying=——?




PEGGY: .

ARTHUR:

PAVMELA:

ARTHUR:

HORMAN:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY (covering up)

NORMAN:

PAMEDAS

ARTHUR:

NORMAN (to PAMELA)

PAMELA:

ARTHUR3
NORMAN:

PAMELA:
PEGGY s

NORMAN:

ARTHUR:

NORMAN (pointing at PEGGY)
oarned a ponny=-~her father made lavatory pans!

I don't think even a hard creature like him
could deny a new=born child, though of course
a child wouldn't have the advantege of being
a rat, from his point of view.

Still, I should hatée to be Norman gust at
this momentx thinking of another man's seed
in his wife's body.

I wouldn't have done it if=m=

Yes, he went away, I know. He deserves it.

He jumps guiltily as NORMAN appears
gnexpéctedlya

What *s wrong? ﬁancy said there was troubles

There, I said she'd heéar.

Come in,;Norman, hoir do you like
the new chest?

It wasn't my faults I suppose she told you.

He means about the jobs (To NORmAN) It's
not about you at all, I'm having a childs

Oh God! Fancyg telling him the truth!

And you tell them first? TYou're
having my baby and you break the news to
mummy and daddy first!

It isn't your baby!

Oh, nol |

e

It isn't your babys

Oh I'm sure it's all a mistake and the dates
have been mixed ups

Yes, trust you to want to hide the truthl!
You can talk about the truthl!  You haven't
Bven got a job, you don't even ovn the shirt
you sweat in!

| What about her-~-~ghe never



PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY¢

Water-systems, we called them, and it was
ny grandfather.

Well, as I said to Pamela, you c¢an clear out
of my house as soon as you likel

He's not leaving this house while my daughter's
pregnant, and that's that!

He won't leave anyway, don't worry about
that. He only left last time because he
had some money in his pocket.

You'd better take Norman to see the new
picture darling.

PAMELA (to NORMAN, who looks as though he might spring

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

on ARTHUR). Come on. Oh, do come on!
She all but drags NORMAN out.

Of course it's his., You know how vague
young péople are about sleeping togetherwe-
tiy fixlng down which cigatette you smoked
when

Ny only worry is the Fyffes finding out.

Oh, there aren't scandals nowadays, nobody
cares about this kind of thing! :

Are you sure? I mean, there must be some
respectability somevhere. And what about
Martin Fyffe's newspapers? They're covered
with scandals He thrives on itw-~I mean,
it must be unusual for somg people. And
he is our trustee.

She doesn't show yet.

She does to people with eyes. IMartin
Fyffe was a doctor once. Anyway, l've got
a meetinge

Well, don't show anything with your face.

In the meantime I'll see what's true and

what 1sn‘t. I think I know my daughter.

She wouldn't sleep with gnybody. Anyway,

I watched every one of her movements while

he wasaway. She was with the Fyffe family
nearly the whole time. Otherwise she hardly
went out.



ARTHUR (lingering on hig& way out) I mean I do like

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY (to

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

to keep a clean front.

Sometimes I wake in the night and listen in
case he's moving around the house, that's
really why I had the loudspeakers put in,

I had a nightmare that he was experimenting
with Barry and Rachelewe

Oh do shut ups

I think we'd better get him some rate,
install him in the basement or something,
get a laboratory going bécause that's the
only thing he's interested in, it would keep
him at home at leaste—-

See you at lunch time (going).

herself) I get so frightened sometimes.

I knéw something was in the air tpdaye..

Shé leaves slowly.

24

ARTHUR CUTLASS and MARTIN FYFFE,
both dressed for the office.
FYFFE is sitting on the chest.
They are in a gloomy silence.

Shepley Fine Consols went down a couple of
points yesterday too. Rearly had heart
failure when I saw that.

You*ld make a couple of hundred doing the
transfer alone, crossing two borders, 1
reckon. Still, you sleep on it, Arthur.



ARTHUR:

FYFFE:
ARTHUR:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:
ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

Remember the palmy days of 1945 when you
could treble the stake by travelling your
money from Switzerland to the starving
Rhineland snd back to Switzerland again?
%.ﬁeyer learned German so fast in all my
Lifel

Know what I bought last week?

No?

A haberdasher's.

What the hell for?

In fact, five of them. I reckon there's
never been a slump yot vhen women didn't
buy knickers and bras and suspender belts.
That could save my life. [HNever did like
investments. o

I've got my brilliant son-in-law to look
after 6 in time of trouble. I could
fetch sixpence a head on his rats. Get
up a second, will you?

Eh?

Jump ups

What's the gag? (gets up)

ARTHUR opens the chest and switches
off the relay.

Don*t like being listenéd in to.

Cute gadget, thats But hearing the kids
all over the house isn't my idea of fun.

I suppose you know he lost his job.

Yess They didn't even give him a reference.
For being a commie.

Ballss They're all commies in that lab. —
You can't get sacked for that. This isn't
the United Btates. :

I get so damned

I wish to God it was,
I mean it isa't

frustrated in this house.




FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

as if I don't like him, he's all right,

hots just round the bend, that's all., You
know, I used to envy those American kids

in Vietnamw-~I'd like to lay my hands on
somebody, that's how I feel sometimesgw—w
guerilla warfare--=get rid of a sort of load.
Punny, isn't it? I'm the mildest chap in
the world but what couldntt I do with a
Schmeizer!

Schmeizer! That's going back some!  Bloody

frightening rate of fire. (Silence) Mind

goui the Americans have got commies on the
Talile

That's bettér than having them on your .
property..

Dan Sutton should be flying over in a few
dayss Do you know how much he earns?
Less than eighty thousand dollars a yeare.

Hhat?

And he sits on a firm worth fifty million
at the leasts I take my hat off vo him.
I call that real abstemiousness---cighty
thousand. I bet you wouldn't mind him
for a sonwin-~latw. )

He's got the whole bloody pharpaceutical
industry in the western hemisphere under

his arse, and he don't say a word for himw
self! But this little bastard's on the
yap~yap~yap all day as if he owned the world.
He tried to tell me saccherine was a
carcinagent.

What the hell's that?

Gaves you cancer. I just looked at him.

But don't imagine he gives a damn if you or

I get cancer. He enjoys the idea! He

says it with that little glint in his eyel

I mean, some youngsters are worried about the
stategof the world-~-not him¥  He's proud
of it!

Is that vhat he does to his rats«~-gives
them cancer?

He transfers wombs. 4 rat under Pillinger
never knows it 1ts kids are its own, or



RYFFE;
ARTHUR:

FYFFE: :

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

even where its womb is.
Fasecinating, though.

Yes dbut I wish 'he'd keep his mouth shut.
Ever since he set foot in this house he's
been spewing off about how car fumes over—
develop bones and bring on sterility and how
an H«bomb c¢an go off any minute because we
have two hundred thousand nuclear flights
overhead annuelly, and how we're going to
get plagues through tinned foodstuffs and
deep freezes, and all kinds of cheerful junk
like that, Just to show vhat a big brain he's
got. He knows I can't stand people talking,
not when they look as if they're never going
to stop, anyuxy. And every time he sees me

- it seems to switch the spew on. I suppose

I've got a listening face. Some people
haves If he was earnin§ eighty thousand
dollars a year it wouldn't be so bad. :

Suppose you give your promised reception for
Dan Button, going to throw your son-in=-law
in among all those guests?

Why not?

Because 5éfs~quite capable of taking Dan
Sutton aside and telling him you're impotent
or bankrupt or something! -

Come off it!}

If Dan Sutton thought for a minute that your
morale was low he might start mistrusting
your judgements, than he'd pull out a few
contracts, which are my bread and butter too.

I could pull out my shares, see if he liked
that. - :

He wouldn't give a damn. You've got less
than ten percent of the equity. I'1ll talk
to Peggy about it.  She usually sees your
point of view before you do.

Vhat am I &uppesed to do, then, put a pill
in his tea?

Find him a jobe Get him out of this damned
résearch stunt, it's too near our line of
business. —



ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFTE:

ARTHUR:

PYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:
ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

He'd get himself the boot just the same,
or sleep with the female staff.

Well, I'm not staying here to get dyspepsigem—
I've told you the state of pour finances and
you'll be eating into your capital soon, my
boy.

Just let me show you that throw before you
FQ0e

All right,
Over in two secondgw=—-—

He takes hold of FYFFE and does an
overspin ju-=jitsu throwv. FYI'FE
lands "lands expertly on his feet.

Not bad. I saw a gadget The other day—-—-
walking stick with a slip~-knife and a torch
at the end--~ Zuk! Like a sword.

Heavy, I should think.
Not a2 bit. Tgansistor torch.,

We had a scream down at the office the other
daye. You know old Charlie Burns, he lives
next door to that nuclear station, well he
comes in the office and says, Look, they've
developed a pocket-size atom bomb, here it
is (takes small object out of his pocket),
unscrew the top, drop that in your neigh-
bourts garden and wait for the bang, and

he goes like this (as if to drop it) and he
had us all shouting WATCH OUT! Crafty old
bugger, Charles,

I tell you what, there could have been an
impregnable frontier of H bombs sunk in the
earth all the way from the Baltic down to
the Black Bea, only somebody in Germany
spilled it to the press, so Dan Sutton was
telling me last year. Well, I remember
we had to print it. All the others did
anywaye

Be caréful, you might get knighted one day
for printing the truth.

Well, I don't mind telling you the idea's
been mobted. I only wish we could carry
swords.



ARTGUR:
FYPFE:

ARTHUR:

ARTGUR:

PEGGY

FYPFFEs

PEGGY (at the chest, peering in)

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

You should buy that one you told me about,.

I aids This is it. (Pointing his stick
at ARTHUR's stomach) If I like to press
a lever under this handle a knife springs
out and slits your tummy up. Hand over
all your money.

I did, long agos

Cries of Arthur!

Stand to.

Arthur! from

Here it comes. Sentries out.

PEGGY appears.
There you are! I've been calling on the
intercom% ever since we had it fixed up
it doesn't seem to beoon. Oh, Martin,
bhow nice you're here~--do go down and com=-
fort Pamela, she likes you so much, and you
used to be a doctor.

Comfort her?

‘ I thought so, it
should either be on relay or receive and
it*'s on neither (adjusting it). We'll
have to ¢all Dr Blore.

We call him every daye.

Barry*'s temperature's up to 107, And
that rat~catcher won®*t allow another
injectionl

Sssght  You've got it on relaye.

He wants that fat doctor with the ears
that stick outem=

A doctor can't help that.

i'm frightened and something's got to be
done--~thege injections are quite harmless,
and he says it widens the artilleriegew-
The what?

She moans arteries. Anyway, 1’1l go down

and see what I can doe.



PEGGY:

ARTFUR:

NANCY (VO)
ARTHUR:
PAMELA (VO)
ARTHUR:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE leaves.

God Lnows I can't help loving my oun
daughter, and wanting ny grandchildren
heéalthys

Barry*ll get the injection, don't worry.
Now just calm downs (&8s he goes to the
chest) I'm connecting to relay. (To
the intersom) Is Pamela dowm there?

That you, mum?
Mum my aunt Fanny, get Pamela!l
Yes it's me!
Come up here at once.
‘Sounds of CHILDISH MOANING OVER.
NANCY's VWOICE is heard OVERwe-
Coma on dueck it's going to be all

» Jhen MARTIN ¥YFIE saying:
S the,trouble? , Touch of

I've half a mind to stop her allowance,
until he c¢omes Lo hegl on these medical
questions?

PEGGY (as CHILD cries OVER) Lidten!

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAVMELA:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE (VO)

PAMELA:
FYFFE (VO)
zt

PAMELA enters.
Yes? '

Hets got to have that injection! In fact
he's having it.

But heé's had five in nearly a weok!
Nornan says the injection actually causes
the flu, it's terriblt dangerous!

To hell with Norman!

Pamela that's quite unirue, I gave our
iittle girl half a dozen of these tubes
at various times and she didn't even show
a rough tongue.

Who's that?

It's Martin Fyffe. I'll give it to him
quick, why don't you come down and watch?



He'll be sitting up and laughing in a
couple of minutes.

PEGGY (to PAMELA) You see?

FYFFE (VO)

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

Come on, Pamela, don't be a fools I
used to be a doctor affer all.

PAMELA goes out with a resigned
8 sighe

Incoherent NOISES OVER, and FYFFE's
Yhero’s the syringe?

Thank God for somebody with sensel

I won't have that rat-<man in my house
any morel

Ssshl

ARTHUR (hissing) What the hell 4id you give him

PEGGY (also

ARTHUR}

ARTHUR:

NORMAN:

three hundred rats for?

higsing) He's on a new discoveryw--at
least ghe oays so.

HBe's found out they've got tails, I
supposés And you give him a whole rat
kingdom! He's got the basement crawling
with ‘en~-=I can't go dowm and get a bottle
of Burgundy any moreww!

Over the intercom there is FYFFE's
Hold him on his tummg!

A momént of silence is followed by
A CHILD'S SCREAM, OVER,

For God's sake! The clumsy bugger's caught
8 NErVesmw=l

PYFFE's It's al
right! comes
TING.

The sound, off; of frantic running
on the stairs.

l,righs, it's all
R hen CONBUSED

NORMAN appears out of breath, in
a white laboratory smock spotted
with rodent gore.

Where is he? Barry! Barry!




PEGGY: It's only an injéction darling!

ARTHUR: Caught him on the nerve, poor chap!

NORMAN: Have you two been at it again? I've told
you not to touch my child haven't I? You've
given him six injections this week, you
could cripple him for life, why did I ever
come to this house (rushing at PEGGY violentw
iy), you bitch!

ARTHUR (trying to ward him off) Look out!

PEGGY's screams Jjoin the SHOUIS
OVER.

NANCY (VO) TYou all right mum?

NORMAN¢ He's got no more bacteria I tell you!
No resistance left---I told you he has to
be pumped with lactobacillus for at least
a monthees! _

PAMELA appears.

PAMELAS Norman!
NORMAN: You let them kill my child!
PAMELA: Leave my mother alone! Leave her alonel

FYFFE (VO) Anything.wrong‘up there?
NARCY (VO) Are you all right mum?

ARTAUR (sbruptly pulling up the chest 1id and switching
offg That damned box!

NORMAN rushes outs

PEGGYs He put his fingers round my throatl

ARTHUR (to PAMELA) I dontt know how you could have
narried such a bloke«-=(peering into the
chest) are we unplugged?

PRGGY (in tears) I0selected those rats so carefully.
There wasn't a blemish on any one of them.
Well, it's all finished nows You can
have your bastard child.

PAMELA: Don't say thatt!

ARTHUR: And don't you shout at your mother!



PEGGY:

If you insist on having that child you
can get out and find & hospital on your
own!money because I'm not going to help
youl

Don't be sillye«wof course you are!

ARTHUR (still to PAMELA) I see he does nothing about

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

bringing the child off--~that means he's
got no self-respect! And how are you
going to face Martin Fyffe after this?
and his family?

He'll drag us right down.

And that child's going to grow up knowing
he doesn't belong. His brother and sister
are going to make that plein. Children
can be very cruel.

PAMELA (whimpering) 4ll they need is love.

ARTHUR:1

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:
PEGGY:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

If you hate the idea of an abortion you
¢an have the child and then give it away.
There's a routine for these things~--you
don*t even see it--~they get first-class
parénts=«wpeoplé who need a bonny baby
and can't have one of their own.

The child's mines

You'll regret it all your life, and I*ll
you why, becausé decent people like Martin
Fyffe and Dan Suttonwe—

Oh please stop talking about Martin Fyffel

They're going to look at you very funny
whenever that child comes into the room,
and you're not going to love that child
because of it. I know a bit about human
nature! And what about your husband?
Wait until he's my age, you'll begin to
t%ke it;$ut of him like she takes it out
O MEwwen?

Arthur!

Every time he doesn't buy you a new dress
or his coat stinks of rets you'll tell him
he's the father of bastards and how much
better the other guy is--~-he¢tll live to
suspect that all his children are bastards,
even Barry and Rachelww!



PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

No he won'tt

All right, then, listen: you can have

that child, you can bring him up @B an equal
footing with his brother and sister, you
can even keep that sponging rat«catcher
in!the house, if you tell me who the father

I can't bear any more---I'll be sick!
PAMELA dashes outs

All this*ll play me into Martin Fyffe's
hands, I know it will---l

Don't be silly!

God knows what I mean myself but I know it.
I try to look on the bright side, always
keep the talk on a certain level-~-(in a
sudden outburstd 4o you think I couldn't

gee vhat you were up to twenty-eight years
ago? Did you think he was really and truly
interested in my stocks? or did you only
assume that I thought 807

Please! (goes to the chest to check that
the intercom if off)

You didn*t just deceive me-~==and your first
husband«-~~you deceived Martin Fyffe as well.
That*s wvhy I like hime-I knew it when I
narried you=--when I had him as best man!
You told him Pamela was minel

She wast  She was!

MARTIN FYFFE, off: Arthur, are you
there? e e

They adjest themselves quicklys

PEGGY (CONT.) Is that Martin? We'ré herel

FYFFE:

ARTEUR:
FYFFE:

MARTIN FYFFE appears.

Thought I'd break the glad news. Dan 8
Sutton's in town.

Ch, oh.

Secretary called. Invited us all to
dinner. And then a club. American




PEGGY:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

FYFPE:

ARTHUR:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

times

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY (sitting at his side)

anbassador might be there.
I've nothing to wear, so that's out.

What? You've a wall full of gowns, and
forty-nine pairs of evening shoes.

Not if the ambassador's going to be there.

I suppose I'1l1l have to fork out a couple
of hundred quid for something you'll never
wear after the first night. But I'll do
its Because I'm going to give the biggest
reception this house has ever seen. There
wvon't be a couple of butlers on hire like
lasgt time dbut a dozen.

He's got a cool four million dollars to
get rid of in research grants, believe it
or not. Well, I'm late.

Good bye, old chaps
FYFFE goess

Just wait until that reception, I*ll show
you what I can do. Just for once I'm
going to try and present a clean froant to
the world, & glittering one, because ny
front.is clean, it really is!

Oh pleasé don't go on. You knovw how'it‘
only eats your nerves away.

Nervest I don't know what they feel like!
All I get is blows, nothing nervous«=-just
pain, one dull blow after the other, some-
times between the eyes, sometimes in the
backside, and that*s why I seem lazy in the
evening, because I need a rest (slumping
on to the chest).

I wish we could be a happy family!
Couldn't we try? BSuppose we made a fuss
of Norman? It's only frustration on his
part, torning him into a wild man.
Couldn't we buy him a new dinner jacket?

He hasn't oven got an old one!

. And then invite him to
meet Dan? And put everything on a proper
level? Put him on his feet and see if
he stands the full height of a man=w-couldn't

A new one?



ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

PEGGY:
PARELA (VO)
PEGGY:

PEGGY:

PAMELA:
PEGGY:

PAMELA:
PEGGY:
PAMELA:
PEGGY:
PAMELA:
PEGGY:

PAMELA:

we do that?

Every time I shout I feel a strand going.
Some people get relief that way but it
makes me feel I'm saying goodbye. My
father never raised his voice. He was

a good man. I'1ll go to the office.
(Rising) Though I feel more like a good
night's rest. '

Get yourself some coffee downstairse
He has gone.

' PEGGY 1lifte the chest 1id and
puts the pnterthm ahteetag.to relay.

Are you there Pamela?
ﬁullo, is that you mummy?
Yes, come up at once. I'm alone.
PEGGY carefully puts the intercom
to to off and closes the 1id of the
chest, then waits.
PAMELA appears.

Darling, I want you to tell me who the
father is. o :

I can’t .

I*1l never say a word. And I'll see
everything's all right for Norman. I

mean, there won't be any fuss about having'

it. But you can't expect our cooperation
if you don't give yours. ‘

I can't, I really can'tl

Why not?

It's just impossible--—-for everybody!
Then we know him!
. \.

No!

It*s obvious we do! And I'll f£ind out.
So you may as well saye.

I*ve got to think of the other person too.




PEGGY:
P AMELA!
PEGGY:

PANMELA$
PEGGY:
PAMELA®
PEGGY:

PAMELA:
PEGGY:
PAMELA:

PEGGY:

Who?
The father.

Pamela; tell me who he is. I'm beginning
to guess. .

TE Y Sumimd

Tell me, Pamela.

Martin Fyffe.

Martins==? Map--«? Are you mad? It
isn's true! You couldn't have done!l
Pamela! Pamela!

Yes, it*s him!

But you weren't alone with him!

I was at their house nearly every day,
you know that!

You fooll You fool! Do you know what
you've done? You've ruined your father!
You've ruined him! Arthur! For God's
sake, Arthur!

PEGGY dashes out.

e

The chest is covered with cloth
of gold.

NORMAN, in a new smoking Jjacket,
and PAMELA, in a party dress.

The children murmur in their
sleep, OVER.



NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORMAN:

PAMELA:
NORMAN:

PAMELA$

NORMAN:1

ARTHUR

a8

PAMELAs
ARTHUR:

NORMAN:

ARTHUR:
NORMAN:

ARTHUR (handing him a drink firmly)

NORMAN (as they touch glasses)

ARTHUR:

gay tonight.

NORMAN stares at her.

When I look at your body it's like
looking in the mirror at ny own. That's
why I want that c¢child, Pamela.

You want Fyffe's child?

: You're an idiot,
pervert

I'd gppreciate the variety of another human
face~=~a little stranger~--when I look at
Barry too I see ny own facée—-

Then you hate yourself!

What's new about that? A bit of Martin
Fyffe might let the air in. I mean it.
The idea excites me.

Every idea excites you, as long as it's
against the heart.

Every new idea excites me.
them old..

And you like
ARTHUR enters with a tray of drinks.
They're as strong as hell. I want everybody
Your mother's waiting to be
pinned up.or something.
All right.
You look terrific.
PAMELA leaves.
Is she really walting to be pinned up at
the back or ig that your way of getting
Pamela out of the roomee=?
Ye were going to have a talk weren't ve?

Yes but can't you say it out straightee-
‘I want to be alone with your husband*?

Yome on, get
that down, and let‘'s make a good evening
of lto

When is he due?

Dan Sutton? Any minute.



NORMAN:

ARTHUR:

NORMAN:
ARTHUR:

NORMAN:
ARTHUR:

NORMAN:
ARTHUR:

NORMAN:

ARTHUR (almost dropping his glass)

BOBMAN:

ARTHUR:
NORMAN:
ARTHUR:

NORMAN:

ARTHUR:

Generous of you to let me stay. The
big American doesn't even know you've
got a son=-in-law, I bet.

Well, you bet wrongs He knows Pam's
narried.

That's different.

I wish you were kinder to Peggy. She
was up half the night worrying over this
child.

Ghich child?

The one Pamela's having. We're scared

of The possible outcome Norman. I mean,
everybody's going to know it's not yours.

I mean you can't want people to know you've
been fooled.

Why not?

You may think so now but people are going towww

well} I won't say laugh at you bute-=anyway,
that's not the point, but the chap who gave
her this child, I mean he's always in the
world to tell the story-=-

Martin Fyffe? Heé's not going to breathe
a word, surely? ‘

Good God, you
know who it is? Good God! And who for
God's sake told you?

Pamela of course. She tells me everything.
If she kept anything secret she'd have to
solve it herself and she couldn't do that.

And aren't you Jjealous?
No.

I mean, you're not wild-«-you don't want
to wring his neck--=you don't loathe his

- guts because he's rich and influential and

he's dirtied your bed?

He didn't dirty enything. He gave her a
child. And I want the child.

You're lying of course.




NORMAN: Why should I? ty attitude is, let's
have everything in the open, let's all
know who's sleeping with whos

ARTHUR: You surely don’t think Martin'd stand
for that, do you?

- NORMAN: A1l right, then---let's keep quiet about
it: so we're back where we started-—--a
third child, mine. So where's the worry?

ARTHUR: The worry's him--wévery time I look at
that child I'll think of Fyffew=~cozing
his way into ny family---~sleeping with my
daughter when he's nearly twice her ageme=-
the dirty, two-faced slime! And it
doesn't worry you! Good God, where's
youirr character

PEGGY:(VO) Arthur, are you shouting?

ARTHUR (agdressing the chest) If you don't go away
. I'11 unplug!

PEGGY (VO) I only heard the shouting, it's the
children I'm thinking of.

ARTHUR (turning to NORMAN again) All I ask is don'ty
start distressing people tonight. That's
all I really wanted to say. 1let's have
a holiday. dJust this once.

PEGGY (VO) Arthur?
ARTHUR (again addressing the chest) Vhat is it?
PEGGY (VO) HMartin's just arrived.

ARTHUR: Give him a drink, I'11 be down. (To
Norman) I'd like to spit in his face.
Whenever I go to bed I pull back the
sheets and find it full of worms., All
my life it's been like that. I pull the
sheets back to hopefully and then—w-

NORMAN: Learn to live with them. You're going
to for billions and billions of years
anyway.

ARTHUR: Trust you to put that point of view.

NORMAN: Every man pakes his own worms. In the

lagt war you 4id a bunk and found yourself
useful war-work in Washington D.C. and



ARTHUR:

NORMAN:

ARTHUR:
NORMAN:

ARTHUR:
TIORMAN:

ARTHUR:
NORMAN:
ARTHUR:

NORMAN:

FYFFE (to NORMAN) VWhat are you doing? Put your

ARTHUR (also to NORMAN) Gét out of my house!

HORMAN:
FYFFE:

PEGGY:

that's how you met Dan Sutton and
became a rich man. HNow all that's
worms. And you expect to find a clean
bed.

You'll talk about my war-time appointment
once too often---I'm going downstairse--

You looked down your nose at Vichy France
in the last war but you made a Vichy
England——=-you sold ou{ to the Americans
who weren't interested in the sale any=
WOy~

Listen Iwe=

Abd look at your guest tonight, the
pharmaceiitical giante=—-

I thought you'd want a go at him!

He bolsters up your world, that's why

you love him. Otherwise you'd have to
think up sgome new ideas. I*11l tell you
something, you don't want them big on this
gide of the Atlantic, it doesn't suit you
any more~--your interests have switched,
it's safer over there~-—-you kept England
static and held the gifted back for
tuenty years——-!

Now shut up!
I'n one of the results so I know!

Youl You're good for lab assistants,

getting between their legs, that's what

you're good for!
MARTIN FYFFE appears.

hands down man!

And leave you with this chap's babiege==?

You want to be kicked out? |
PEGGY appears.

Oh Godl




NORMAN:

PEGGY:

FYFFE:

PEGGY:

And thanks for the dinnér jacket (taking
it off and throwing it at RRTHUR)!

I shouldn't have leff you all alone!
NORMAR dashes out.

I'd hove serewed his neck off if he'd
gone on!

Dan Sutton's just arrived!

She follows NORMAN out, taking
the dinnethéadintier jacket with her.

FYFFE (handing ARTHUR a drink) Drink uvp. I told

ARTHUR:

FYFFE
ARTHUR:

‘e

FYFFE:
ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FPYFFE:

you not to let him in on tonight, didn't
I? He drinks a lemonade and his liver
runs riot.

I'd like to take a fist-full of Blore's
red pills and stuff them down my throat .
and say good bye and damn the lot of youl!

Oh shut up.

Qell, we're gll in it now, including you.
He'll go and shoot his mouth off to Dan
Suttone

About what?

Oh come on, don't try and look innocent,
it makes gou ugly. Listen; I never
thought you'd pull a dirty trick like
that. I wouldn't lay a hand on your

Suppose she laid a hand on you?
You're not telling me—w—-—

That's exactly how it was! And I knew
she wasn't exactly yourschmddt,exactly
your daughter---if she'd been yours in
blood I'd have laid off, inasisted, I'd
have struggled. But I knew she was
Harley Johmson's child.

Harleyw—~?

And I never did care for Harley Johnson.
He's like his supermarkets---zll strip
lighting«~-ghot! Pam didn't take after
him, thank God.




ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

You seem to know more about me than I
know myself. I don't know daughters
from wivegww~-children from children's
children~-~who's they are God alone knows
and I don't care any more. I wish I
could stop caring.

Listen-~-you use me to do your dirty
work-~«I sack your employees for you, I
break their hearts---I keep them on a
string for months on end until they're
cringing. You tear up half this town to
meke a car-park, and you use me to argue
the toss with the local council while
your wife is advocating a nice recreation
ground on the same site! You don't give
a damn who's in the way as long as you get
there. Well, that's all right. I'm the
same., But don't ask for peace. I don't

get it and Igmtndt fadllémongh foohsknfughito ask for

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

it. I sat up half the night and she called
for more at dawn, and I cried when that
second lot was over.

I think you must have a cruel mind to say
that to me--~not just forget the whole
thing and say you're a swine and leave it
at thatee-

You can't face a thing ¢an you? And
that's the kind of man a woman weaves her
plots around. I'll tell you something
about womenwee

I wish to God peeple'd stop telling me
things and just get on with the pleasureable
business of living. I mean, it is
pleasureable. A nice drink--~there's

Dan Sutton downstairs«e-we've got dinner
waitingew-I don't knov... I've got a
constitution meant for another age.

I'd like to have seen you in the age of
Britain's commercial empire, with Victoria
and her German prince setting the pace,
you'd have been a tank of ddolbrsgnd lechery.
You forget to anawer your letters, you

maeke a decision one minute and fail to
check on it the nexte=-

I'11 go down and find Dan, he's normal
at least=—

What, Dan Sutton?



ARTHUR (otopping) Oh, don't destroy that illusion

FYFFEs
ARTHUR:

PYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

PEGGY:

for me, for God's sake.
Never mind, Arthur, we all love you.

I wouldn't mind if a certain tone could
be kept up! He wants your child by his
own wife, says he likes *the variety'!

Nog surely to God that's affectation isn't
it -

No, because he can't give Pamela what she
wants=wwhe's out to wreck where he can't
build--~sha as food as told me, Arthur,
it was pitiful, shewwe

All right, don't go into details. You
Inow, I'll never be able to hhink the same
of you again. I used to like you, I

mean I felt safe with you, I thought you
kept a certain kind of skeleton order going
in life, with your family and all that,

I thought you applied a sort of French
intelligence on thése subjects and kept
your mistresses away from your hearth and
homgwme

You Say that once a year. The fact is
you invent me for your own purposes and
blame me¢ when the picture doesn't fit.
You've lost faith in mé at least a dozen
times before.

PEGGY appears again,

Now I've settled it all, so for goodness
sake don't let's have any more rowsy Arthur,
She told me Just now that she distinctly
remembers the two nights she and Norman
were together, she travelled up to see him
hile this girlfriend of his was awvay, she
got the dates mixed, and you know what he
is, he*s always got his nose inside a rat
cageé, he's so busy mixing bredds he thinlks
humand beings are the same. She'll have
the child quite normally, so let's hear no
more about its And it's Norman®s child.
That was all silly hysteria on her part

and the dates are quite clear nows Martin
can be godfather again.

FYFFE (staring at her) What?




PEGGY:

FIFFE:
ARTHUR;

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

And you nmust come down and look after
Dan.

PEGGY leaves.
What was 'all that?
Apparently he's the father after all.,
When the girlfriend wasaaway or something.
Anyway, be thankful for small mercies.
Phew! What we go through for nothing!
I suppose I owe you an apology but you're
not going to get it, I need another drink.
We'll see how that rascal Dan is, shall we?
FYFFE stands open-mouthed.

Yes, well=-« Lead the way. You
certainly are a remarkable couple.

You know, with Peggy talk doesn't natter
a dsmn, it'sc the facts that count, And
she always ferrets them out. I suppose
that's how she keeps the family goinge.
Yes, I suppose it is!

They leaves.

LT

The cloth of gold is still there.
NORMAN, with a surgical coat slung

over his drvesshis dress clothes, is sitting

on the chest.

OVER THE INTERCOM we hear CHILDREN*s
VOICES and the deep, steady tones
of of DAN SUTTON.

SUTTON (VO) Well, you've got two charming little people

here, Mrs Pillinger.

PAMELA (VO) It's nice of you to say so.

SUTTON (VO) Don't you think it's about time I met the



man respongible for them?
PAMELA (VO) The manw=-responsible?

SUTTON (VO) I mean your husband.

PAMELA (V0O) Oh yes, of course, I'1l get himww<he
went off somewhere«~~I didn't know you
hadn't met~--I*ll call him over the
intercom.

SUTTON (VO) The what?

PAMELA (VO) The intércom. It's a wonderful idea.
We can hear the children all over the
housggwaw

SUTTON (VO) Is that such a good idea?

PAMELA (VO) Iy husband's probably down in the
basement with his rats.

SUTTON (V0) His what?
PAMELA (VO) His.ratSa Ho's a geneticist.
SUTTON (VO) A geéneticist? Now nobody told me that!
First he produces the two finest brats in
England and now he's a geneticist!
PAMELA (VO) I*11l call him!
SUTTON (VO) Well good night childrens
THE CHILDREN make suitable good
n night noises OVER. There is
relative silence.
PAMELA is heard; off.
PAMELA (off) FNorman! Are you ﬁhere; Norman?
NORMAN: I'm here.
PAMEDA (off)  Are jou down in the 1lab Norman?
NORMAN: I'm HERE!
PAMELA (off) Well; vhere's here for God's sake?
PAMELA appésrs.
PAMELA: Oh noy you haven', got back in that

bloodstained outfit have you? Why do
you always mess things up? He's asking




to see youmoe

NORMAN: Youlve got quite a flush. Power means
a lot to you doesn't it? It did with
Martin Fyffe I suppose---you thought of
all those provincial newspapers he OWnge~w—

PAMELA3Z Shut up! You always get me upset.
If only you wouldn't use words sol

HORMAN: It's because we're not agreed about
anything that's all. Like Dan Sutton.
I don't vant to see him.

PAMELA: But why not? He was amazed to hear you
wefe a geneticist, I think he wants to
give you a jobl Didn't you hear Martin
Fyffe ssy how he had millions of dollars
to hand out in research grants? Well
why shouldntt you have some of that?

NORMAN: I saw Dan Sutton downstairs. He bristles
with gold watches and wrist«calendars and
pocket compasses-=-to give his worms of
ambition a gilt covering---worms are what
he means by soul.

PAMELA (menace)  And what do you mean by soul?

NORMAN: Yorms. But English ones. Not American.
English worms have more tradition behind
them.

PAMELAS Oh, you're very funny aren't you? You

love torturadg my hopes don't you? Like
you do those dumb little creatures downw-
stairs in the basement!  You use their
love and their sorrows for your dirty little
experiments, just like the nazis froze
people half to death and then gypsy women
to sleep with them and wake them back to
life again with lovey just to see what
degree centigrade life returned at, and
it's just the same what you do=--—-with them
and with me! If you can watch an animal
suffering every day, and plants tumours in .
them, and cut out theéir wombs, you could

do it to himan beings too! '

NORMAN (gazing at her) You're talking almost
intelligently.

PAMOLA: If people knew what you were really like
they*d put you in kennels with the dogs!



o

NORMAN: Instead, they need me. That's why

. theéy place me higher than politicians
and even industrialists. (Rising)
OK, I'l1l ask him for a job!

PAMELA: You couldn't-~-you'd talk about your
rats and never say a word about the job!

NORMAN (as he leaves) Poor Americal
PAMELA: Why 4id you say that?
But NORMAN has gone.

PAMELA tekes up the drinks-

tray eand is about to take it
out when BHHEFBhen MARTEN FYFFE comes

in, almost colliding with her.

FYFFE (urgently) What the hell does he have to
dress like a butcher for? You remember
my offer? (Trying to touch her across

y the tray) Pamela!

PAMELA: The answer's no!

FYFFE: You don't have to alter anythinge—-—juste=-
well, you know the usual enjoyment we
always had, without altering the bargain
you see? I'm like a rock---you need
that---an older man! You can get right
away from that butcher! You look so
pale!l From Arthur too---from all this
whining you have to do every day for
pocket-money!

PAMELA (trying to ed§e awvay) What's the matter
with you? '

FYFFE: Did you get the fifty quid?

PAMELA: I found it in my purse!

FYFFE: I told your father all kinds of crape=-
I wanted to cut my tongue out! If he
knev I was in lovemw-!

PAMELA: So what about the child?

PYFFE: I t0ld youlw~<I*ll start a damned scandal
if you like and involve my wife and then
take the child---!

PAMELA: You say 'damned scandal '«-~you know it



makes you angry!

FYFFE: What's the good of wrecking somebody like
Jean-~-I mean, you don't have anything
against her! I've got to keep my home
together darling. And this home too!
You've no idea what your mother and father
spend! If I'm wrecked they're wrecked
too, don't you see that? When I turn my
back they get themselves swindled out of
thousands! She'll sign a cheque for
fifty quid to save herself a galk--~then
spend three hours substituting sixty-watt
bulbs for sevénty-five because it saves
a penny a day!

PAMELA (with a sigh, trying to walk off) Yes, I've
heard it all before!

He bars her waye.

FYFFE: Look, I gave you an offer, damn you, a
flat and an income in any town you like,
and a jobw-~~top executive, you could
easily handle it---and you look down your
nos§§ Pamela, Pamela (trying to embrace
hexr :

In her struggle the tray falls
and the glasses smash,

PAMELA (breaking free) Norman!  Norman!
PAMELA runs out.

FPYFFE leaves hurriedly in the
o opposite direction.

PEGGY comes in

PARTY NOISES and MUSIC OVER.
PEGGY dashes in, chased by ARTHUR.
PEGGY (stopping) What's that on the floor? (As



ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

ARTHUR grabs hold of her roughly)
There's been an accident!

I don't give a damn about accidentst
I want an answer to my question!

You're hurting me! You've gone madl
Answer that bloody question!

I don't know what you're talking about!
You went to the States in the Queen Mary,
didn't you, in 19387 That's what you
told Dan Sutton just now, isn't it?

You've spoiled my dress. Now will you
let me go? I've got such a headache!

DidAyou.go to the_States‘in 1287

I*1l sceream---I'11l call for Martin Fyffel

You bloody slut, you've called for him
enough=--~that's his child~--you swine!

Arthur! (Diving for the intercom chest)
Artvhurt

They scramble with each other.
He is trying to prevent her
putting it on to relay.

PAMELA dashes in.
What are you doing? Leave her alone!

That's right---you take her part! It's
like you, isn't it? You've got his face,
you bitch, you've got his swrt of bunched-
up eyes and his monkey-mouth and his
cabbage ears and his hair that sprouts
like corn-on-~the-cob---I used to Joke
about it-~-I used to pull his leg=—-
called him Mr Maize---it's the same nasty
blonde straggling lying hair---(pulling
PAMEEA's hair)!

PAMELA (struggling) Leave my hair alonel

PEGGY:

Arthur!

NANCY (VO) Is everything all right, mum? I'm

afraid you'll wake ‘em up!



PEGEY (rushing to the cheqt) Yes, yes, it's all
rlghté we re playing a game, now go back
0 beQeww!

NANACY (VO) I'm mixing drinks in the kitchen mum.

PEGGY: Well go on mixing! (Switches out)
Thank God he didn't hear!

ARTHUR: Who's he? Which of the men---the one
you*ve been opening your heart to down-
gtairs, about a trip to the States in
1938, which you never %told me about in
2ll the twenty-eight years we've been
together, or the one you opened your
legs to, old corn-on~the-cob?

PEGGY: Don't let him Pamelal

PAMELA: You pulled ay hair!

ARTHUR: Damn your hair!

PAVMELA: And damn you too! Tou're not my
father!

ARTHUR:, E know I'm not--~I wouldn't want $o

be--—you're a low, betraying whore and
you're married to a rat-catcher!

PAMELA: Yoummwti

PEGGY: He's drunk! You can see it!

PAMELA: Get out! Go on, get out!

ARTHUR: Get out of my own house? I*ll see
you damned first, you breeder of
bastards!

PEGGY (to ARTHUR) Don't you realise she's four
nonths gone?

PAMELA is about to fall.

ARTHUR: Oh God!
He manages to caftch her and
they they half lay her on the chest
as best they can. ,
PEGGY: Get somé brandy!

ARTHUR: Vhere is it?



PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

PAMELA:A
PEGGY:

ARTHUR: -

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:
PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:
PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

Well, where do you thinkew-?

She kicks a bottle towards him.-
No bloody glasses!

He goes out in search of glassess
I'11 go away! I've got the money!
I'11 take a degree in philosophy! I've
always wanted to!
He pulled my hair!

Oh stopconppiindngg!about your hairl
It's good for the roots!

'ARTHUR returns.
Here! (pouring a glass) ' It's Dan
Sutton's glass~--I just grabbed ite~-
he thought it was some kind of spoof!
He offers the glass to PAMELA.
I don't need it.
Conme on!
No!
Oh Christ haven't you got a little bit of
magnanimity-~~what an awful familyl-—--I
mean, wvhat do you think my feelings are?
I don't want it!
Drink it and let's have some quiet!
PAMELA drinks,
Dan Sutton said 'Sounds like a dance going
on upstairs!'® I nearly said 'Yes, dance
of death!?
You started it!

Did I? I think you gtarted it in 1038,
on the Queen Mary!l

Oh, for God's sake stop talking about
queens all the time! I don't know what
you're saying!

PAMELA (to ARTHUR) You said about corn-on-the~cob



PEGGY:
PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

didn't you?
I wish I @id!
You mean Martin Fyffe, don't you?

I see what you mean now,.

What I mean is my own business, my own
nnbpppiness! Sometimes I'm scared to
wake up in the morning, I keep my eyes
closed. Especially with her in the bed.
Bhe doesn't wake up like anybody else,
she jumps. That's because she doesn‘t
know what the day's going to hold for

- her, she doesn't know what debt she's

going to find herself in, for an act
she forgot long ago!  She doesn't
remember a thing she does!

I'm not in debt!

PAMELA (still to ARTHUR) T was born in January 1939.

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

PANMELA:

ARTHUR:
PAVELA:
ARTHUR:
PAMELA:

ARTHUR:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:

PAMELA:
ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

PAMELA:

She went on the Queen Mary in April 1938.

If only I knew what youbwere saying, you
poor devil.

And what did she do?

We weren't merried then.

She was married to ny father.
He wasn't on the boat.

Who was, then? Don't say it! Don't
say it! (throws her brandy in his face)

You foole=~you could blind me! I'11
say it!

Shut up! No, no! Shut up!

0f course-=-good God!---you know what
you've done now, don't youl-==you'!ve—=-!

Norman! I want Norman! Norman!
Don't scream, for God's sake!
Pamelal

Norman!

Norman!



ARTHUR (to PEGGY)

NORMAN:
PAMELA:

NORMAIN:
PEGGY:

PAMELA:
NORMAN:
ARTHUR:
PAMELA:
NORMARN:

PEGGYs
ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
PAMELA:
NORMAN:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

I shouldn't have talked to you
in Martin Fyffe's office in 1939-=«1939!

NORMAN rushes in, this time
dressed impeccably in dinner
clothes.

What's the trouble?

Take me away! Take me away from these
people!

What is it?

Arthur, get me a drink.
He pulled my hairs

What for?

Ch, therée was a bust-up.

Take me somewhere else, another house!

I could hear you from downstairs. So

could Dan Sutton.
dance.

Get me a drink!

He thought it was a

Oh, stop saying that!
Well, get me onel I'm dying!
I feel sick.

You'd better get to bed.
My God what a family!

NORMAN takes PAMELA out as ARTHUR
kneels to pour a drink for PEGGY.

Come on.

I remember standing in that office-=she
talked about you~--always did-s<in a very
objective way. As if you were potty.
Which I suppose you are. Here (handing
her the drink).

You know she'll probably lose that child,
after you mauling her about, don't you?
We're leaving, Pamela and I. I'm going
tg study philosophy. I hope you know
that,

Wouldn't it be better if she d4id lose it?



PEGGY:
ARTHUR:
PRGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

PEGGY:

ARTHOUR:

PEGGY:
ABRTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

I want my grandchild!

What a fool you are.

Is it unnatural to want one's grandchild
then?

Put two and two together for Christ sake!

And I can tell you something else: while
you were chasing me round thé housé your
sen~in=law was getting in thick with Dan
Suttons Well, I suppose we shall hear
later what the subject was. But if he
ruing your standing over there it's
going to put you back by a few hundred
thousand, and then you'll need me! My
account's still goodl ' '

You dontt seem to remembeér we've got a
joint account.

Nothing was signed.

You signed it at a party; to dhow off,
and you forgot it at once. [lartin Fyffew-
he's Pamela's father, isn't he? Don't
stare at ne like chat. He is, isn't he?

I think we should sleep separately from
nowW One

You werc on the Queen Mary with Martin
Fyffe., You went across to the States
together:. You told Dan Sutton you were
on the Queen Mary and I happened to remem-
ber that Martin Fyffe was too. I was
nearly his best friend at that tine.

He worke so hard for you.

He probably pitics ne. In faet I can
see now---g0 often, his eyes---the way
they flicker at mé~~-with pity, you seel
Probablyl! Ycu were gotting a divorce
at that time, from somebody 6lsS€ess

I am divorced, yes. 1I've always been
very frank avout that. Harley Johnson
was a good man. But he was no hugbande.
He was married to his supermarkets.

Oh, do shut up.



PEGGY: As I say, we shouldn'*t sleep together.
If that's how you feel, that I jump awakel
I never knew I jumped! ‘

ARTHUR:s What do you think of me? What am I,
Peggy? Tell me that. What am I for
you?

PEGGY gazes at him for somé time,
seeningslowbping him into focus

sl slowly, as if he had temporarily
been a stranger to her.

PEGGY: You're someone I love.
ARTHUR: Just someone? ,
PEGGY: - My first husband. You see, the life I

had before; with a man who was no husband,
I'd like to cancel out-~~I*ve often told
you that---you've such a stylish waybof
doing thingse~-you're so different from
the other onewm-l

ARTHUR: Which other one?

PEGGY: Let's -leave the party to look after
itself, like we always used to. Do you
remember, we often did that, in the old
days, left a party in full swing and locked
the bedroom door?

ARTHUR: We never did.

PEGGY: - Let them look after themselves, we said.

ARTHUR (with enormous fatigue) Well, it happened
oncea

PEGGY: Shall we?
' They leave.
ARTHUR: Does that lock work, by the way?



ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FIFFE;
ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

RYEFEEA

ARTHUR:

s

- No cloth of gold on the chest.
The tray and broken glass have
been cleared away.

' MARTIK FYFFE is waiting impatient-
ly in his outdoor clothes, walke
ing up and down.

ARTHUR comes in.
Have you been here long?
thy-~=-anything unusual? I've been
coming at this hour every morning for
the beit part of ten years.
I thoughtew=-
What the hellt's thé matter with you?
Like a drink?

At this hour? - Stop staring at me like
that for God's sake.

Hancy's gone.

To hell with Nancy. You've got worse
things to worrg about, believe me.

You're not going to frighten me, are you?
I've had enough blows on the back of the
neck--«~I feel like a rabbit-w-but I didn't




FYPFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE

3.

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:
ARTHUR:
FYFFE;

ARTHUR:

FYPPFE:
ARTHUR:

diet! I wish to God I could. VWhat

a2 ghastly epoch to live in. Do you remem=-
ber that feeling we had about a year after
the war was over, that it hadn't been any
use? At first vhen peace came it seemed
liké going back to the old world, where
every nan's life was his owns Then after
about a year it started davming on usi the
war hadn't been any use.

Your son-in-law was with Dan Sutton todaye.
What?

You're jumpye.

What 40 you mean---with him today? He
can't have been! He broke camp again.
Yesteorday morning. He disappeareds His
rato are dying of starvation. And Pam's
gone toos

What?

Your turn to be jumpy!

What about it?

Why be jumpy about that?

Iz that what's at the back of your mind all
the time? You can't prove it's my child==—
that's only her conjecturtsw—

Nothing's at the back of my mind!

Don't shout. And calm down.

You can talk.
collar.

You're sweating under the

Well, where is she?

I don't know!

You must!

She went with Norman.

Well, why didn't you say so? They went
to town, I supposee. Lunched with Dan

Sutton, probably. He's landed himself
& job in the States.




ARTHUR?

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:
ARTHUR:
FYFFE;

ARTHUT :

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

Whatwweny sonw-in-law?

He talked to Dan Sutton sixteen to the
dozen the night of the party=--but,
listen, if she goes to the States too
there'll be trouble!

Who?

Your daughter.

Panela?

Well, she is your daughter, isn't she?

-God: am I fed up with this housel

You're gotting just like Peoggy==-
nind*s all over the shopt

I've had somé shocks, that's whye.

Well, listen to another one., The Dow
Jones average is down by several points.
There's no buying. Blue Chips are dowm
by ten percent--«next week it might be
twenty. Are you listening?

Yes! Yest

Oh, come on, manw=«this CONCErns Yol
what do you think I'm here for? You
might not have this house next week.

Why not?

Well, where are your assets? They're
not over here, are they? Well, what
happeéns on Wall Street happens to youl

Are mine all right?

I'm talking about the
state of the market: Erven the gilt«
edged stuff isn't immune., Ta‘Botke
vap.dowiuyBsterday by five and threecw
gquarters, General Electric by three.

We can't sell: we don't want to buy.
Hobody does, So we're stucke If
you'ro thinking of pulling out of the
American deal you can't. On the other
hand, will it get worse?

Yours, yours!

He's giving Norman Pillinger a job?

He saw the chap's a born scientist in the
firgt five minutes! Why the hell d4id you
let him loose on that party?



ARTHUR: Vho?

FYFFE: Pillinger! Pillingen!
ARTHUR: Why not? Why shouldn't he get a job?

FYFFE (spelling it out)  Because he might blow a
gasiket one day and leak a lot of stuff
in Button's ears---gou know what a
presbyterian he thinks he is-=-inis
dirt*s OK but not anybody elsec'sYt
Listen Arthur he*ll be over there in
Dan Suttont's company all day~~-hao'll
know @ll there is to know about your
affairs and mine! ‘

ARTHUR: You're frightened for yourself.

PYTPEs It wvasn't my fault--~I never tChought it
could happen-—-turned {ifty-—--you don't
fall in love at that age, not a hard
bastard like mel

ARTHUR: That's none of my businesge—--!

PYFFE: Yes, you've always kept your hands nice
and cleant

ARTHUR: I'm in the middle of dirt, always!

FYFFE: And if my affeirs are nothing to do with

you, your blasted shares are nothing to do
with mel But I'm telling you thigme=
you'd better keep that daughter of yours
over here by hook or by crook or I'll
ditch you and no mistake!

ARTHUR: *Diteht?

RYFFER There, that's what it feels like when
people tell you your vhole life's none
of their business! I tell you I'm in
love with that girle-«I'm sick with it
it's got inside py brain-e--I cen't think
of anything else! And by God she's
going to stay over heye, with mel

ARTHUR:1 I don*t nind being ditched because I
can't fall any further than you've
landed me alreadyl

FYFFE: I've landed you! I come here to save
your life and you say that!



ARTHUR:

FYFFE:
ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE;
ARTHUR:
FYFFE:
ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:
ARTHUR:

You know damned wellww
Whate==? Say it!
I don't know.

I told you before, I can't help what
happened. It was something I could never
have predicted, or wished for, or thought
the smallest possibility, in a million
yOoBISeee '

Yes.

You -aren't crying?

No. '

I know it's rough,

Get on about the shares.

I just came to tell you, you'll have to
sell 'up this house. '

Sell it up? You must be mad!

Take it or leave it Arbhur: You know
my advice has always worked out. The
noney tied up in this house happens to be
all you've got on this side of the water.
And it's producing nothingyArtEor've got
to have 'a source of income, apart from
what's across the water.: It might turn
out all right over there, but I don't
like its Of course SButton's connected
with Defence and all that, but it's a
situation you can't predict beyond the
next hour. And I'm thinking of Peggy
too. '

Without money she'd go off her head.
And you?
Oh of course~=~-I take that for granted.

Anyway, you've got my advice. You spent
your entire English fortune on this white
elephant and you know what I think about
that. It's more like a factory, except
that it produces no commodities. Of
course it might convert very well into
offices--=there's your chance. You've



ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFFE:

ARTHUR:
FYFTE:

ARTHUR:
 FYFFE:
ARTHUR:

FYFFE:

ARTRUR:

FYFFE:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

got about fifteen bathréoms in this
place, to take care of Peggy's thing
about armpits.

Oh shut up.

Well what else are they for? I've
never seen 50 many bathrooms in my lifel

Ee have a lot of guests.

But they don't all go %o the bathroom
at oncel

It was her idea~--obh for God's sake stop
piling it on!

Is it true she gave a thousand quid for
that shit-and-drip canvas downstairs?

Oh I suppose.sce.
But you don't know.

I'm tired. And everybody's on at me.
I only get peace at the office.

That real estate lark needs to be financed
too. Youl!ll have to close up if we can'®
give it a blood transfusion pretty quick.

All right, I'1l sell. But how can I

HMartin?

Just sell it, man! Hand me the deeds
and I*'ll see what I can do. Are you
going to live in a bloody quagmire all
your life than, slipping further dandn
every day, with the woman you love leading
the way? Your affairs give me a headache!

PYFFE leaves.
PEGGY appears.
What wastthat about Norman?
For God's sakel---you frightened me out
£ wits! VWere you listening on thewe=?
?Hur ing to the chest and peering in
¢bage, wny do I always leave it on relay?

You had too much breakfaste--I saw you eat
three fresh rodls and take the egg meant




ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

PEGGY: .

ARTHUR:

PEGGY;
ARTHUR:

PEGGY¢
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:.

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:

PEGGY:

for Barrywe-you know what over-ecating
does to you--wI listened in because I
thought you might lose the thread.

Oh, 4o go away.

I gaid it would happen. If you asked him
to © partyewm

It was your ideal An&.heigg,my son~in=law
isn*t he? '

gan Sutton hasn‘t called us as he usually
0es.

He has no reason toe.

He always thanks you for a party, like
clockwork, two days after.

He's given my son-in-law a job. He
probably thinks I'm pleased.

Well, so you are. But it's the idea ofwmw
I don't knows=-~a snake weaving itself -into
your 1ife, behind your backewe

Oh, to hell with your snakes! You%ve had
them on theé brain ever sinhce you got that
idittic lavatory chain shaped 1ike a cobra.

He could edge us out of the firmwww

What, take our ehares away? I'd like to
gee him!

He could eat away at our reputation bit by
bit, like a snake devouring something too
big for its gullet but it can't stop.
Martin's afraid too. It isn't sensible
perhaps to be afraid, but strange things
happen in this woride~=<he might become a
very powerful man. Jyst a word to Dan
Sutton at the right moment might persuade
him that you and I are nothing.

Wo*re all nothing.

‘Don*t say that.

You could have képt him away from the party
eagily enoughe=-«you have your methods.

I have no methods.



ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

Anyway, we're sunk.

I can*t stand this house sometimes.

That's right---you take five years to

build it, put in God knows how many
batbrooms and spend close on a hundred
and f£ifty Chousand quidwe-! ‘

I spent fifty!l

Tou don't know what you spent!  You think
you spent fifty, you think, thinke--that's
all there is in this house, your thoughts.
You try to make your life a safe sﬁei%; ‘
and you succeed so miserably. You're
such a frail little creature, and your
frail, frightened 1ittle half-thoughts

ge round and round the house all day.

You seem so much bigger most of the time,
in your funny shell. But then when we're
together and everybody's gone you hardly
seen there at all, I just get your funny
little thoughts like tickles all over my
SKiNe e

Don't say that.

You're such a frail little sprite.

PEGGY (as if to herself) Hot baths take the top fat

»

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

off, that's why.
A desperate silence.

You heard what he said about selling the
house?

Yese.

And you've no regrets? You've worked
like a black for five years getting every
damn=fool device in the world-~-and now
you doa't mind if we walk out of all these
sliding doors that jam, and the plateglass
windows that always mist over because they're
supposed not to, dand the three sets of
lights in every room for reading, talking
and eating, except that they fuse each
othery--have I stood thesec crises every
day for five years, over light-bulbs and
locks and buttons and wires, for nothing?
Just to keep your frail little mind from
going into a spin, which it wouldn't

come out of, because you're mad!



PEGGY: What?

ARTHUR: But this is your mirror, the house.
' It's mine too, now. Every time I look

it in the face I see me-=-in the settee
downstairs built not to look like a settee
but a big black leather bath, andtthe
table that comes out of the floor, though
only whén you don't expect it, and the
drinks that pour. themselves from the side-
board automatically especially when theire
are no glasses ready---it's my own face,
ridiculous and rather puzzied. Did you
hear vhat he said about the shares?
They might be paper tomorrow.

PEGGY: We could live in hotels for a bit, on
the money« Rent a house by the sea.
But Pamela®s going to c¢ry her eyes out
whon she knows=~wshe's so attached to
this housewse.

PAMELA (VO);ﬁum§¥,'areyou in? We've just got
back

PEGGY (whisper) AnSW9r it
ARTHUR (whisper) You!

PEGGY: We'd better go and see Martin Fyffé.
She'd only try to stop us!
ARTHUR3 Let's go the back wayw--ssshl

They tiptoe out.
PAMEDA (VO) [Mummy? Are you upstairs? Hummy!
Silence.
PAMELA (off) Mummy! .
| PAMELA comes in, with NORMAN
behind hers Théy are in oute-
door clothes,

PAMELA: I could swear I heard thems And I can
‘ smell her Madame Rochas.
NORMAN (looking round) Funﬁy, it feels empty, as
if they'd sold it. Children not being
here, I supposee.

PAMELA: Nancy's gone. The cupboard's empty in



NORMAN¢

PAMELA:

NORMAN:
PAVMELA:
NORMAN:

PAMELA:

NORIMAN:

her room. I don't know why we had to
come back. It was such a nice hotel.

I'm not blowing all the money before my
contract*s confirmed, that's why.

There's a safe streak in you, isn't there?
You laugh gt your sister for belng suburban
and joining a tennis club, but you're the
same underneath.

About money, perhaps.
That means sbout everything,

Since Dan Sutton turned to me and said,
®I*11l have your air ticket sent via the
enmbassy' I feel less---gpontaneous. I
used to be scared thw whole time, the tips
of my fingers used to tremble in case @
lost my job or your father threw me out

or gave me a sharp looka It seems silly
nows I'm safe, and bored.

I suppose that's why we came back, to get
the scent of battle again.

You're a different woman, do you know that?
I've been marvelling at you all day. And
you know what makes the difference? You're
married to a man with a job. And it isn't
any job either. By God, I played that
hand well!l I don't know what put it into
my head, that night of the party~--it was
probably you. I suddenly said to myself,
"Play their game, put yourself on their
léevel, and they'll buy you at their price'.
And that's what they dide In two minutes
I was showing Sutton round the basement,
demonstrating my smog rats and magnetic=
stormg cage, he was astonished, I could see
the astonishment explodénglilaverer his
faces A new idea was twitching its way
through him, I followed it quite calmly,
because I was actually'?uttlv it there.
The new idea said, 'So this '
gon-in=-law, no wonder he's kept him in
hiding, he was afraid I'd buy him and ship
him off to the States, which is precisely
what I'm oing to do'. You see, Pam,

one doesn't le to get to the top of
the stairs, one gusﬁ vallts up!  Until that
moment I'd been sitting below stairs like
a valete I thought they had a power of




PAMELA:
NORMAN:
?AHELA:
NOEMAN;\

PAMERA:
NORMAN:

R s

threat over me, so they did have. And
then all of a sudden I walked up the staiis,
and there I was! And here I am! And
you're bracing yourself to be my wife,

at the topf of the stairs. But why are
you eoming to the States, Pamela?

Because I can't stand it here.

Suddenly? You always loved this house.

I'a like to get away.

'To a sort of compound? where the wives
" 8it around intriguing? guards on the

door, almost?
That's only your guess.

Dan Sutton's wife threw herself in the local
river. And you saw his children! They've
got every sort of sutomatic and dagger and
cap ammunition and instrument of torture
done up in plastic~--scalping tools from
Mexico, with dried blood on thém=-=they
play at disembowelling---gouging out eyes—-
they have ferocious little tanks with red
gleaning eyes that shoot out flames---they
burn their plastic soldiers with them,

and these-soldiers are made specially com=
bustible! = Do you want your children to
grow up like that?

MARTIN FNFFE's voice is hamed over
the intercom: Pamela, Pamelal
are _you ﬁn‘ﬁhe EonSe? ?amela

PAMELA (in a whisper) I can't face him!

NORMANS
FYFFE (VO)

NORMAN:
FYFFE (VO)
NORMAN:
?AMELA:
NORIMAN:

Who is it?

Pam! Can I sée you? Peggy said you
were here.  Pam! :

What's the matter?
Pam! _
I'1l tidy up the rats.
Don't leave me!

For God's sake don*t be a hypocrite!
It's your lover, woman, de you think I'm



PAMELA:
FYFFE;

PAVMELA:
FYFFE;

small cnough to resent that?

NORMAKN throws her off and marches'
out.

MARTIN FYFFE appears, out of
bregth; ‘

Please go away!

I've just seen your parents. Listen=we
I'm buying this house-=-they're selling
PP wmsens . '

What?

I'11 put your back here like a quéenswew
I know you love this places--yau can
have it alll I'1l get Nancy backew
I've got much better maids in mindee-
even-a housekeepor, You can let out a
wing if you want to---I'll look after the
rates and taxegews

3

PAMELA (backing ip) You're mad!l

FYFPE:

PAMELA:

PAMELA:

PYFFE:
PAIMTELA:

PAMELA:

It's never happened to me beforewa-

don't tell anybody for Christ sake, not
even your husband---I'm paying an encrmous
sum---they®re asking a staggering pricel

But it's madl they can't sell it to you!

I've been sweating all the way=-~-talking
to myself-~<I had to:do it, that's the
madness of it=-<I only have to pass you
and catch your smell and I go giddye-—-
I don't care if you never see me while

-youre living here---I*1l sign it over to

youw=~=ltve never done anything so crazy

in my life but don't go away with him!
He's going away isn't he? ﬁe's going to

the States?

Don't touch me!

Be is, isn't he?

Yes,

Don't go with him, Pam, pleoase!
Keep awayl  Keep away!



FYFFE:

PAMELA:

FYFFE;

PAMELA:
FYFFE:

PAMELA:

FYFFE:
PAUELA:

He's in the house, isn't he$ You've

Just come back from towne<=-you saw Dan
Sutton---he phoned me and asked me for

a testimonial for Norman=-«I gave him oncs=-
I said he couldn'$ have a better manw==
Norman®s thwarted in this country I said-s=-
Norman'll give you the finest work you've
ever seenw-wbecause I want him to leavesws

I can't stand him any more=~-I won't have
him near you!

Go agway now~—-before it's too lateww-he'll
cone===please!

He'll give you a hell of a life out there!
He really willl Hé doésn't know how to
look after a woman. He doesn't cven have
the sexs You told me that yourself!

Piease!

He'll not be good for the children! You
don't want to go~==you know you dontfewe
not with my child inside you (Making her
face him) Tell me why you want to go

Bocausgeenl -

I've spont a fortune on you, I scissddhold
off those bloody deeds, I told them I had _
a rich buyer who wanted to remain anonymous!
You can have the child here Pam! You can
put miné with higs-=wthey'll be happgwe-

- you can't take my child to the States!
- I"11 divorce!  IYll do whatever you like!

Don't you seef Don't you gee=~~you're my
father You're my father!™ ©Oh for God's
sake go, go, please! Let me diel
Yoursws! 4
Let me Qie! Norman, Rorman!

PAMELA rushes out.

FYFFE collapses on to the chest.

FYFFE (trying to call for help) = Pillinger! Pillinger!

NORIMAN enters, in his bloodstained
surgical surgical coat again. He tears
open FYFFE!s shirt. We still
‘ hear PAMELA calling out, off,



ARTHUR and PEGGY dash in.

ARTHUR: What happened?
NORMAN: He fainted.
ARTHUR: Martin!

FYFFE (looking up at ARTHUR, hardly able to speak)
Ran all the waye--broke the newsww-good
salo~=sto Pam, Ticker, I suppose.

ARTHUR! Any pain?

FYFFE: No.

ARTHUR: Sight all right?

FYFFE: Yes.

ARTHUR: Move yoﬁr limbs?

FYFPFE: Think s0.

PEGGY (to FYFFE) Why should that interest Pamela?

ARTHUR: Let's get him to a bed.
ARTHUR helps NORMAN in the work
of carrying FYFFE out.
PEGGY goes to the chest and adjusts
the switches insgide.

PEGGY: Pamela, are you in?

ARTHUR returns.
PEGGY (cont.) That was heart failure.

ARTHUR: Cocke=<he fainted, that's all. I'm looking
for the brandye.

BREGGY: He's not on our side any more-<~you realise
that?

ARTHUR (stopping) VWhat do you mean?

PEGGY: He doesn't want Pam to go to the Btates~—-
and we do.
ARTHUR: Well? What are you looking so alarmed

about?



PEGGY:1

ARTHUR: .

PEGGY:.

ARTHUR:
PEGGYs

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:
PEGGYs .

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:
PBGGY ¢
ARTHUR:
PEGGY:1

ARTHUR:

Wetve sold this house haven't welw=e
there's plenty of money---so we're free
of him!

Who?

Fyffe! Martin Fyffe! He's hardly our
trustee any more, except for a few govern=-
ment bonds. The Arabs say a friend's
worth a thousand enemies if he turns the
wrong way. That'll make two thousand,
with Norman. And if we're going to buy

more shares in the pharmaceutical businesgew—-

Who said we are?

We must! It's obvious! We can't have
less of a voice over there than Martin
Fyffe and Norman!

Borman hasn't got any shares.

But he's got Dan Sutton's ear!

Got his ear? VWhat are you talking about?
Oh it méans he'll always be with himee!
If we put this money we've got from the
house into the firm we'll have a thirty
pergent interest, second only to Dan
Sutton's.

You've worked all this out?

Yes!

But we ought to be buying real estate at
a time 1iké thisw~~instead of which we've
Just sold it! And then the Dow Jones
average is all over the shop~---you can't
rely on the market any more=—=

And Dan Sutton might neéd your help.

What as?

Welly, on the board, as a director.

But the firm's in the States!

Oh don't be silly!
States!

What?

We're going to the



PEGGY3

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:
PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR:

PEGGY:
ARTHUR:

PEGGY:

ARTHUR (off)
PEGGY (impatient)

Well suppose Norman took it into his
head to manoeuvre us out of the firm?
Oh dont*t keep staring at me in that
idiotic way! Don't you see we've got
t0 look after ourselves«w--~gee to the
future?

But Dan Sutton s a frlend of Mingmes

g _jjobl Is Norman a

3 you: An 1f we're going to
be poor we'd better find some work.
Texas is a lovely state~-=~Dan Hlways
said we should settle therewww

It's true---he always dides.
Why not phone him tonight?

I*11l do better than that. I'1l drive to
town anf give him lunch, see what he says.

You still look doubtfuls

I ams But I can try my hand. It%11 be

a relief not facing Martin Fyffe every day.
But then of course I'll have to face Norman
every days I wish every face didn't

flash me gome ghastly siessage!

With a big income he too might change.

Yés. And things look more objective in
the States: Even he might look sane.
You get some good ideas. I have to hand
it to you there,
ARTHUR leaves.
Give him all the best from me!l ‘
Give who?

Dan Suttont



PEGGY: -

PAMELA (alm

PEGGY:

7

The cloth of gold is present on
the chest again. :

PAMELA is sitting on the chest,
and PEGGY is doing her hair for
hor, expertly.

We have a destiny in the States, that's
what Dan Sutton said. We can't stay
here grovelling any moré, and paying taxes
for it. We were brought up««-at least I
was--==to expect a little power, and there
we can have it, we shall have the entire
fourteenth floor of one of the highest
buildings in Dallas to ourselves, instead
of being cooped up here among a lot of
people who give you a nasty glance every
time you take the car out, Bust because
itts a little longer than moste—-

ost to herself) 1It's twice as long as
nost. ' '

When wé arrive we shall go straight to the
showrooms and buy a Buick for the whole

‘family, one of those where. the engine's

as big as a double bed, and we shall do a
tour of the state of Texas, all of us
together, and you'll enjoy it too, because
you'll be in a new world, you've never
known it before, so I can tell you, they
don't call it new for nothing. And really
Martin Fyffe gave us snll this, younknow.

He always felt we didn't belong hero---
he-couldn*t bear to see us~-~~I think these
were his own words~~<crouching down. to

get in every doorway, like we do in England.
He wanted to see the doors built to our
gize, And in the state of Texas they arel
When he advised us. to sell this house,

it was an act of God, Martin was beyond
himself, like a bearded prophet out of the
Bible, a light secemed to shiné out of his

hair, we rushed to the real estate office,

and he' met us there, another céincidence
worked by God=-=-=-and he told us at once,



PEUELAS

PEGGY:

PAMELA:

PEGGY:

'I have a buyerts And thé buyér met

our prices lartin signed on behalf of
this mysterious buyer---vhom we still don't
know to this day, that's another Bibliecal
feature, 1ike the unknown”pilgrim who calls
in the night and bestows happiness and is
gone in the morning. I'm sure that's why
dear Martin had a heart attack, working oo
hard for us--~it was the same day, you
ronembers And all that money has made a
new iife possibles You can share our
apartment with us, it von't be more than
ten minutes* Buick ride from Norman's
laboratories, or else you can take a little
Place of your owne o

We migh{ take a big places. We Shall have
the money. '

Not enough for @ big placeifin the American
sense, with a pool and a double garage.
By the way, I've looked into the matter of
gchools for Barry and Rachel. I suppose
you have tooe.

Nos .

Dan Sutton has a good friend who's on the
board of an éxcellent co-ed school.
Anywsy, he*ll put their names down in case
you decide it's the right place for thep.

PAMELA (rising) . I must go and help with the rats.

PEGGY:

PAMELA:

PEGGY:

PAMELAS

I hope you‘ﬁonﬁt have fhat,job in the
States. : o

He's so happye He hardly speaks. He
doesn'¢ come to bed until four in the mo:ning.

We can hear their squeals all over the
houseme—

He began to wonder how the saints used to
survive their tortures and diseanges in the
early Christian days. And he found it was
because they fasted so muchs They hardly
ate a thinges And that means your body
drains easily. All the toxic Jjuices and
poisons flow away, because the digestive
system doesn't have to work so hard. He
says all diseases come from bad drainago.
And it's true, his rats have begun to look
pure. Their coats are marvelious. The




PEGGY:.
PAMELAs

PEGGY:

PAMELA:

BEGGY:

PAMELA:
PEGGY:

PAMELA:

sick ones have made the most amazing
recoveries, Half the diseases he injecte
od with his own hand have healed up.

He administered strychnine yesterday and
it hadn't the slightest effecte=-!

‘How-ﬁéﬁﬂﬁﬁleﬂﬂs

Even childbirths have been normal.

There were no fights between the males,
though there was a bit of cannibalism

this morning just before he got dowm there~-

it sounded.iike ite

And Norman doesn't seem to resent me any
more, MUmMmy,

That's more important than anything. He
can starve all .the rats in Christendom as
long as hé takes care of you. He has an
appointment with Martin, by the way. You
won’taxgt hin forget, will you? ’

5 N

I%11 remind him,
Three o'elock this afternoon. And please
dont*t 1et him wear that filthy surgical
coat, -(As PAMELA leaves) And do take
a walk, and get some roses in your cheeks.
Zes!

| PAMELA has gone.

PEGGY (calling after her) And you know Nancy came

PAMELA (off)

PEGGY:

back this morning?
Did she really?
Cane in like a ray of sunshinel

PEGGY also leaves, by the opposite
side. J f

8,

~ MARTINE FYFFE is waiting, again



FYFFE:

Sa

MARTIN FYFFE is waiting, again
in his outdoor clothes.

. He'sWitches the intercom to relay.

You anywhere in the house, Norman?

NORMAN (VO) On my Way(up, yese

FYFFE:

NORMAN:
FYFFE:

NORMAN:
FYIFE:
NORMAN:
FYFFE:

NORMAN:
FYFIE:

NORMAN:

FYFFE:
NORMAN:
FYFFEs

NORMAN:

Ohy goods.

He carefullysswitches the intercom
off again, and closes the chest.

NORMAN appears~--in his soiled
S‘RI’Sical coatbe

Hullo, are you well again?

Oh, not g0 bad. HMustn't overdo it,
that's ail,

The house is sold up then.
That*s right.
You wanted to see meé?

I ai4, yes; Nothing very important,
I expect you're all keyed up to go?

Well I*m more working flat out than Keyed
upww~there®s a lot 0 do=ew

Is it true you're starving your rats?
Why, vaes that her story? She thinks I'm
rad, doesn't she? I know exactly how
her mind workss

he*s she?

Peggye

She did tell me, yes. _But she didn't
say you were mad.

Well, I don't think I'm in any danger of




FYFFE:
NORMAN:

FYFFE; -

NORMAN:

caring. I shan*t be asking her advice
on rodent genetics,

Noy, I can imagine.

That wasn't what you wanted to talk to
ne about, was it?

Good God, no,

Are you worried about Pamela?

FYFFE (a flinch) No, no! Vhy should I be? No,

NORMAN:

FXFFE{E

NORMAN:
FYFFE:
NORMARN:

FYFFE:

I've been talking things over with Dan
Sutton~~wyell ; the three of us have been
talking~~-Dan, Arthur and me--=no, itts
nothing to do with Pamela. Is==I wanted
to fix you up, both of you, hope you
didn't mind. :

I forgot about that«w=z trust opened for
us both, and a joint account at the bank.
I've been working so hard, I haven't had
time for my usual moral scruplegeesI
mean, there's no real need to give us a
private incomé; not now==-I shan't de a
rich man but I'll be getting a terrific
screw, which I suppose is just the time
when people offer private incomes, isn't
it, when you don't need them?

It isn't payment for anything. I want
to see you both secure. I*m probably a
fool but (watching him) I feel a certain
fatherly concern for you. It night not
be easy over there. People say they've
got a hard time coming, the Americans.
You'll have this little income to make
you feel secures You'll be at no man's
nercys

Why should I be at anyone's mercy?
Ve all are.

You said about you and Arthur and Dan
Sutton talking things overs VWhat's that
got to de with my research?

Dan always has a conference with us whken
he's over hereé-~-w-policy discussionss
That*s why he came to Arthur's party, and
how you came to meet hims What I wanted
to say, Norman, isee-always go for the



NORMAN:

NORMAN:
FYFFE:

NORMAN¢
FYFFE:

NORMAN:
FYFFE:

‘lolly.  You might get the nobel prize

one dey for cutting up ratgew-
I don't cut them up.

What I mean is, don't start reaching out
in your research. This is difficult to
put into wordg===but don't go for an idea.
That's why I gave you an income===well,.
partly of course to keep you and Pamela
togother=wwbut also it's in case you a
start gotting interested in the results

of your researches to the point where
they touch somebody else's departmente—w

I don't know if you're getting me--=but
over there you pay heavily for originality.
I know the States like the back of my hand.
They like the originality they can use,
but the rest they kill, Now if you
follow the lollye--go where the best money
is promised, you can't go wrong, even if
it means you leaving Dan Sutton, which is
ugmwwthat s OKew=wyoutlll survive that way.
But don't wander outside your brief.

Don*t start having attitudes about other
peoplets work, or why they work, or even
why you worke , Because necks over there
get guillotined at an awful rates To you
it may all seem nice and cosy, because
people are big~hearted and good listeners,
but it's a free~for-gll Norman, with no
holds barred. That's vhy I gave you this
income, So that if you do stick your neck
out’ you*ll have a chance to withdraw it
quick and get back to this countrye.

You méan, so that Pamela can come baék
to this country.

I want her happy of course., But take
it how you like, Norman, the argument's
the sames If you're guillotined, so
is shes

But vhat does all this mean practically?

At your conference, vhat did you all

agree? ‘ 1

Well, I know roughly what kind of work
you*il be doing?,arter your year's appront-
iceship, if you'll excuse the expression.
And vhat work is it?

It's better that I tell you now, because



NORMAN:
FYFFE:

NORMAN:

FYFFE:

NORMARN:

FYFFE:
NORMAN:

FYFFE:
NORMAN:

FYFFE:

if youtre going to stick your neck
out you may as well do it before the
Jjob startse

Tell me vhat work.

It was-thé war-slant of your weskarchesew-
I mean, your private researches---which
incidentally Arthur and I always sCOrNOQeww

Which wareslant?

Well, subjecting your rats to smog conditions
and magnetic storms and that sort of thingww
just as you're starving them now---it means
youtre out for information about survival
patterns, emergency conditions---this was
how Dan Sutton put it---he wouldn't like me
to be repeating this---you gee what I mean,
I'm only trying to show you where you're
going=em-—

Yes, well, I understend all this long ago.

I naturally assumed it.
What, you approve?

I'm not thinking of the moral position.
I work too hard for that.

But morality was all you talked at onme timel

I think I ¥now the dark world I'm working
for, that's all.

Be careful, though. Let the lolly be your
mark.,. Don't ask for freedom. ILeave the
job and get another one but don't ask for
anythingeme

NORMAN (gazing at him) You seem almost concerned

FYFFE:

NORMAN:

about me.

That*s not far wrong. Look, there's
another thing~--I've never said this before
but I think Pam*s child should be brought
off, It's a tough operation at this

stage but all in all I think you'll feel
better about it.

You d0? And what about you? Will you
feel getter gbout it? removing your own
child



FYFFE:

NORMAN:

PYFFE:
NORMANS

NORMAN:

FYFFE:

NORMAN:

FYFFE:

But you're a scientist, man---you can't

say you've got humane objections tow==

I didn't say that. . But I'd expect

to have humane objections, as the fa r.
I'm not eaying you should have but I'd
expect thenm.

Yes, well, I'm thlnklng of you and Pamme—
I mean, I don't want you both resenting
me===in later yeargwe-

I told you before, I'll treat the child
as one of my ovn. Children sort of plug
me inww«I need them. Selfish, 1 suppose.

But you'll see Ry £ACEw==naANNEriSnS=——

I mean, as the father, I'd rather it done
awvey with, and then %furn over a new leaf,
end you and Pam be able to see me as a
friendea~orv£amily~«~

The fact is, she likes children 00,
2he likes anyhody‘s children, just as I
Cae - ,

But suppose I get her agreement? What
sbout that? She's not happy-—-you know
yourgself=-««she wants to gal rfdounf-bbe—-
we must listen %o the woman on these
occasions,

Shefs just ashamed, that's all. She
wants to be a straight wife now because
I've got a straight job. All women are
success-maniacs, did you know that?  And
I want to Geanhhkeérolothe teniafe for its
satmsfactions, not its decorum.

Oh, well, you may change your mind. By
the way, don't breathe a word of what I've
said, I mean about the war-thing=--not even
to Arthur---especially when you're on the
other gide of the water, -

He'll be at least three thousand miles
avay when I'm over therge—w-go how can I?

Howr do you mean, three thousand mlles
away?

Well, I'1l be there, and he'll be here.
Listen, you'd better talk to Pamela about



NORMAR:

FYFFE:

NORIAN:
FYFFE:

NORIMAN:

FORMAN:

PAMELA (VO)

NORMAN:

that side of it.
What side of it?

_Where Arthur'll be and all that,

What do yéu-mean?

Listen, I've got %o rush, We may not
meet before you leave, I've got a month's
over<work in front of me. Good bye,
Norman, I think you®ll malke a hit., If
you ever nced help cable me, I*11 even
come by the next plane. Look after Pam.

Good bye.

' FYFFE goes out. NORMAN gazes after

him, wondhifpguondering.

He goes to the chest and switches
the intercom to relaye.

Pamela! (No reply) . Are you in the
house Pamela?

Yes, where are you?

The vhat«dosyouwcall-it--=the one without
any chairgwe~the Japanese rocmee—

PAMELA (V0) I*1l.be upe

NORMARN:

PAMELAS

WORMAN:

PAVELA3

NORMAN:
PAMELA:

- NORMAN waits impatiently, leaving
the intercom at receive.

PAMELA appears.

What's this Martin Fyffe said about your
father? Isszaid we'd soon be three thousand
nmiles awvay from him and he said well you'd
better talk to Pamela about that.

I've been hoping they'd change their
minds or lose interest at tho last minutew—-

They®re going there tool

Daddy’s in charge of one of the reésearch

- departmentgeese

§

Which department?

Yours! ~It's only the business side,
Norman~«~he won't interfere--~wo've got

-




