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D.H A R AOT E.RS 

ARTHUR' CUTLASS 

PEGGY CUTLASS his \fife 

PAMELA their daughter 

NORMAN PILLINGER Pamela's husband 

MARTIN FYFFE 



SO.EN.E 

ARTHUR OUTLASS· s home in the north of 
England. The house has been fitted 
with an intercom apparatus., the controls 
of \'1hich are concealed ina chest. 
This chest is the only feature of the 
set. 



PAt-1ELA: 

NORMM~: 

PAMELA: 

NORHAJJ': 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

O.N.E 

NORI1AN PILLINGER, sitting. on the 
chest. ANIMAL SQUEAKS AND SQUEALS 
are heard OVER. He jumps nervous­
ly, looks at the chest under him.· 

PAl'mLA CUTLASS. his wife', appears. 

God-above, I thought my ra.tswere 100se--­
crawling up my trousers! 

She gazes at him .implacably. 

Weren'1t we supposed to talk? 

J: am talking! . It '\faS like a rat 's coetal 
cry '(still looking at the chest). I lost 
my job by the 'f:lay .• 

You were out all night. 

That ;',s \I/hy.. Tracking dottn if it t-ias true .. 
Somebod1 tipped me off last night. 

'1'hank God theni -I thought you were with 
her-.... ! -.... 

HO't!l mueh is there left, tor the month? 



PAMELA: 

NORr1AN:' 

PAMELA: 

IiORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA~' 

IIDRMAN; , 

PMlELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA:: 

tIDRMAN: 

PAriELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA:: 

NORMAN:: 

An overdraft. If l~e had to pay rent 
I don ttknOt1 t'1here ~le' d we be. 

They"re not in are they? 

No~ 

Was it her id~at riggi~ up miorophones 
all over-the place? (Lifting the chest 
lid.) Did. you sec these controls? 

A noise, oft. 

I eantt face them! 

No.. leave me to do the dirty ,·10rkl " , ..... 
Was it the kids? 

Probably,. 

Perhaps. that, rat;'s squeal ttJss. the kids 
too. I shouldn't stay up all night. 
I wish I ,could be like that f1 a.rt in Fyffe, 
so solid, he looks as if. he'$ t~heeling 
his shouldet'S in front of him all the time. 

Oh, stop bringing in Martin Fyffe all the 
timet' It you admire, be like him .. 

A time-server? 

Well t why don't you serve time? 

Another squeal t OVER. 

There, you heard it. 

It·is the children., There-'s a microphone 
in the nurae$e nursery. 

She was fired too"youtll be glad to hear. 

Your'girlfriend.? 

\l#ho else? They gave her a rete:renee; not " 
me. They admitted I \'18S the most" brilliant 
chap they·d.ever had. in the place but the 
director didn"t: even shake me by the hand. 
(Scream'ingat her) Well. do something! 
ilrgnor something! Aren tt you Q normal 
wife? 



PAMELA (also sere~ing) ,'Wire-~t?:YOll? When you 
spend two months screw1ng a lab assistant? 

NO Rl"IAfJ : 

PAMELA:· 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN~. 

PAMELAe 

NORMAN: 

PAl-'1ELA: 

NORMAN;: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN:· 

I .get ,that a hundred times a day. I told 
you before". it's just gone dead on me. 
It does on everpbody., After ten years 
of marriage. 

It'ta because: lOU,i·v.e. gone dead, not, the 
marriage. " 

I suppose so. 

Quiet again, .. 

And I ha.ve to keep the children alive.' 

Yes, becaBf~le I cant·t. 

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

I never had a contract. 

You tol.d. me you Signed one! 

or . oourse I did .... --..that was propaganda for 
your'multl_', It worked too. She coughed . 
up a washing machine and a trip tol-lajorca. 
(Remembering) That was an awful trip. ' 

Because ,~e were alone. 

That's right. Do you know, they \flOuldn t t 
even give me back my rats? I contributed 
a dozen \-lhen I took the 30b. I'm particul .. 
arly sorry to have lost Murphy and Mrs 
Gorsmby Taylor, or Hilda as' she sometimes 
let me call her. But then I could hardly 
bring them home--..,.I1urphy hasnancer of the 
tongue and Hilda "a womb is several yards 
trom her;. though technically still her o~m 
of course. 

That';s a horrible thing you do every day-.... 
torture animals £ot: scieneel'Scienee t .! 

Oh, theY';re bothehting well. Murphy 
might even have a new tongua by the end of 
the ~leek:~ 



-- --------------------:----------------------, 

Youtre so rUM! aren"t you? 

PEGGY OUTLASS calls, off: 
Pamela, are _ you there,? 

r . - - - --

NORMAN (jumping up) Oh Christ! 

PEGGY CUTLASS enters as he leaves. 

PEGGY (to PAMELA) _ Well, how do you like my ne'l 
invention? 

PAtfELA (at the chest) This? 

PEGGY (opening it) Look, all the rooms are connected 
up by intercom. 'These are the controls ........ 
off and relay and 'receive, and a master­
svll.tch for relay and receive together.: 

PAMELA: 

No more shouting from room to room. tlhen 
the children can"t Sleep, Or Barry gets 
his nasty_cough, tIe bear every sigh. _ 
(As PAfvlELAstands doubtful) You'll get 
used to it in time. like we do to all new 
advances. We met such a marvellous man 
by ~he way. He paints pictur~s that move, 
isn't it marvellous? The'paintactually 
moves before your eyes,.: No one knO\fS hotq 
he doeS it. He ·t,;anted our doorknobs in 
the shape. of hands so you shook hands with 
the doox- every time. -you ,came in, $uch a 
friendly idea. Arthur"'S thinking about it. 
He has such nice teeth too. And a wife. 

Not that couple who mrute fake amphoBee? 
I 

poo<;y (stopping) You said you smelt camphor? 

PAMELA: No I---

PmGY; 

PAMELA,: 

PmGY; . 

PAMELA: 

PEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

It-'s, the fe-ash paint. It st-Teats' and 
bleeds and weeps and dessicates and shrivels 
according to thot1ea.ther-...... 

What does? 

Th-e ·picture. \'Ie bought it •. 

HOtl horrible! 

t1ust. thene~l al.tA1ayS be horrible? 

A child cries, OVER. 

:tt~·s Barry! 



--------------------------~----

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR (VO) 

PEGGY: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PElGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

pmGY: 

ARTHUR:, 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR'· S voice follows this, after 
some disconnected noises: PeSSl, 
are YOU upstairs? 

It's your father. (At the intercom) 
Hull0 Arthur? Doesn't it work marvellous~ 
ly? Come upstairs at once. You've 
t10ken the children. 

No I haven'ft. I tripped ()verawire. 

You see, hetd never have .('ound me othenlise. 
Go dovm, and feed the children. I made a 
grape'fruit squash for Barry end a grat·ed 
apple for ........ any\'1ay., you'll see. Ask 
Nancy~ 

Naney'·s been t'learing my bracelet again. 
I found it in her room. 

Oh well I'm sure she didn't mean it. 
(packing her off) Any11ay Pam do be nice 
to her, yoU knOt.., hO'tl har4 they are to get .• 

fully 

PAMELA leabes. The vague noise 
of CHILDREN drifts OVER. PEGGY 
switches the aparatus oft care­
fully .• 

ARTHUR CUTLASS appears •. 

What ··s the matter nOti? 

It oouldnf,t be worss. 

It never can bel Every time I come ina 
room it seems to touch something gha,stly. 
Well, keep this one away from me-~ 

I don!t t t..rant to hear! 
furniture gone to? 

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

I try to forget (Sitting on the chest). 

Don"t do that·t Stand up! 

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

PEGGY: 'The ehest .• You knOl~ Y9u go through every-



I ' 

ARTHUR: : 

PEGGY; 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

God knotts where, our! guestsaro going to 
sit when Dan Sutton comes over and expects 
a big reception. Then. there·s that picture 
dripping allover the place dOt"1nstaira" I 
t'1ouldn"'t mlndif .it just moved but it drips. 

It takes time and patience to cut through 
the crust of' the ni~eteenth century. We 
ar~nttkings, and queens any more so ~lhy 
should we sit-on thrones? 

Oh tio shut up., I '11 never torget that 
lavatory pan spraying itself' '"lith eaU de 
cologne every time you t1t;)nt. That got a 
bit expensive didntt it? And ~ love the w~ 
the bedrOom windows open and close all night 
according to"the temperature. except that the 
thermotatata1,s gone "Irong and they ~lontt close 
any morel It cost me seventy-five ,uid go 
fix it last month, now they say they 11 have 
to take the t'lindo\1S out for a bit, tllat'll be 
oO.$yl 

She·':s: been crying her eyes out. 

\fho has? 

Youi'da~htor. 

Has he gonG off with tha.t other woman again? 

Do. : Hef.'s· walked out of his job. I heard 
it over the intercom. Probably he let all 
the rate loos~ or something. 

Let them loose? . G,ood God, t1hat t s he going 
to Bet up to next? 

PFGGY (ShOlging hiln) And: these hospital acoounts have 
arrived. 

ARTHUR (tatting them) Wh$t about· it? 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 
'. :. 

"O't:v.tfty ;. 
.~ '.' ~ 

Well, can't you see Gynaecological Depart""" 
ment·written there? 

\fhat's t4rongvlith that? 

Itt·s for Pamela. She's been going once a 
ltleek., It must be a baby. I-11 get her on 
the intetCoom. 

She goes to the cl1est \tlith pleasure 
and lifts the lid, then .gets to work 

on the controls 



on the con·t;rols. She buzzes one of 
the rooms. . ' 

NANCY (Va) Yes mum? 

PEGGY: })on tt call me mum and tell my daugJ;lter It d 
to speak to her. 

NANCY (VO) Your mum wants to speak to you mWil. Here 
she is mum! 

PEGGY; Darling your" father would lilte t'o see you. 

PAI1ELA (VO) I'tll be right up. t 

PEGGY: Give me Nanoy again. 
I 

PAI1ELA (VO) Here ah~ is. 

NANCY (VO) Yes mum? . 

PEnGY; If you took my daughter's bracelet to try 
on l thi's morning put it ba.ck. 

NANCY; (VO) I didn't. 

PEGGY: I*m not saying you did. Anyway, put it 
back. And l donftbkno\f why you have to 
call me mum, it isn't the nineteenth century. 
Ifll talk to Barry. 

NAI~CY (vo) He's on his, pot mum,_ 

PEGGY: Oh, I"m especially glad about that, after the 
trouble he had ,last night.~ 

NANCY (Va) He"s not havins. trouble now, by the looks of 
it.. 011 Blimeyl 

PEGGl":: 

PMlELA: 

PAMELA: 

1 ' 

Sounds of £arting ete OVER. 

PEGGY switches off abruptly. 

PArmLA appears. 

So :Barry went then? 

~lent \1here? 

Went; l<lent ........... you. lmow what I mean. ... .. I 
lfish you wouldn tt dream So m,:uch. T~at 
tablet worked then. 

Did you give him a tablet? But he"s 



PEGGY: 

PAt1EL.At 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAIiELA,; 

ARTHUR: 

PAt-lELA; 

ARTHUR: 

PAMELA,:' 

ARTHUR:· 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR; 

PMlELAt 

ARTHUR: 

runnirt$~--l 

He can-'t be. he was blocked .... -i 
I ' w .. =-

He"'srunninm, I tell you.,- and Norman. -says 
he isn'it ';to ha-veeven a mild opium drug., 
it only paralyses the intestines, he says 
charcoal,t,s ,ouch better. 

I t"10n t t have the cbildreneatine; ariy form 
ot coal and thatt:s that. 

She leaves.. ARTHUR tiatches her 
exi tt'li th a sigh. 

This is n damned funny bOX, don·tyou think 
sQ? I head you and Norman are getting all 
the furniture. As I loolt at it, you:·tre only 
two. behinds t'lhereas we plus our frequent 
guests are at least fifty. And we"va got 
no damned chairs to sit on.l'lhen I entered 
your mother"s little \'lor.ld tt1enty.·eight years 
aso I had to 'aecept a lot I thought funny. 
But I bet· t9'e,tllsee sense evan in this box 
bef:ore 've.ry long. 

Perhaps. 

So t·thy did he· do it?, 

\'hat? 

Let his rats loose.. Of course they·re not 
going ,to give him a reference if h~does 
that. 

They jus,t .sacked him. 

For loosing the rats? 

He. didn't los'e anything. 

Loose t' loose! 

I told :you he \-las sacked! 

And I$aid vlhat for, didn·tt 11 

I don'''t knotY'l 

Be did loose his rats. didn''t h~? It-d 
have cleared this ~astard out of my house 
long ago if ithadn"t been for hort And 
you can £'01101"1 him too 1 And g'at that inter-



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

He storms out.' At onoe PEGGY"S 
voice OVERTHE' INTERcor·l: ' Pamela, 
Pamela", h~s ,,~our • fath~r gone t " ... 

PAI1ELA (shouting at the box) Find out for yourself'!' 

PEGGy(vo) Arthur', Arthur! Don'lt lose your head! 
Do you hear? GO backt Please dot 

ARTHUR all but collides with 
PAMELA. oil his 'way baok as, she is 
on her 'lJayout. 

He gestures t~ her,and makes, his 
t1ay to th~ box, lifting the lid as 
qui:etly as possible~ He fiddles 
'lith the knobs but finally giveS up_ 

ARTHUR (keeping his voice low) You knOw.tlhat your 
mother':s like. You',d better tell me every .. 
thing, tor the sake of peace. 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

P4MELA: 

ARTlIUR: 

PAMELA; 

AR'l'HUR; 

PA.I1ELA* 

AR~BUR: 

PAMELA: 

I've told you everything I know. 

Then I"va no more to say. 

But I don-t't knO\tJ anything morel 

What. a man gets, sacked for no reaSon? Do 
you think I \'laS born yesterday? You tre just 
damned obstinate. Anyway, I·'m in a hurry. 
(Fishing in his pooket) The hospital accounts 
Came thi's morning. Here, perhaps you can 
olear' up this l.ittle mystery~ 

What little mystery? 

A hundred and fourteen injections ordered 
by your mother, ~lell that"s all right" but 
hore are· two fi£teen~guinea consultations 
for you. Gynaeoological., If _ there'· S 
anything ,.;rong ot that sort you:"d, better tell 
~' mother. 

Itm havins another chil<i. 

Good God.> That'·s quick work. He~'s only 
just got back---

I-'m three months gone. 



ARTBUR·i 

FAMEJjA:c 

ARTHUR: 

PAt1E[,A~ 

ARTHUR: 

.PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAf{ELA: 

ARTHUR.: 

PEGGY (10) 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

PEGGY. 

Your husband \'18sn"t here· three months ago. 

I know.: 

Of course he tfliS here ..... wasn'fJt he? Imean.t 
·otheri1ise ho.w could you have ...... ? Be tfaa 
here., surely? 

No .... 

Oh yes' he l'IQS, he made adaInned £00'1 ·of him­
selt at the Nelli Year's party. 

!bat \\19.0 about nino monthsagO"i 

Good Godl' . '. Are you-.--? You'tre not saying~? 
IS this ~omebog.;z ~el'sets child? 

Yesl Yesl And ,I don:··t care if it is'! 

Have you 'told your mot~~? 

I-m cQm1~g straight up' 

I hope Nancydidn'.:t get all that.. Well, 
t:lell, we 11be and. learn~don't we? 

PmGY appears. . 

When '$xaotly' .~d Norman leave home? 

About January. 
Well." t'thi$ it was very toOllsh of' YOU·i· 

I knew you ':d.s~ that! 

If tie can bring i'ton. a ·month or two t it 
might not be not~eed. (Making Sl1ift cal ... 
eulations) JanuaI'1f Februat'Y •.• :. 

!Bmw (libolcing at the cheat) Listen, \1~"d better get 
aspecialsizitch on this thing so we can 
listen 1:tithout beins heard ....... 

P!nGY (going to the ches~andturningthe necessary 
swtteh) It:tsalready there. (To PAMELA) 
Does he ltnot~? 

PAMELA: 

PmGY; 

PAMELA; 

tJho? 

~ell Norman oreourse .. 

I eJCI)eet so. Be deals in.,. wombs and things 
all nay., He hasnttsaidanything., 



ARTBtiR;,' 

PM1ELAt 

ARTHUR: 

NORMAN: 

ARTHURt 

I don't think even a ,bard creature like him 
could deny a n~vt .. born child, though of course 
a childwouldn tt have the advantage of bt9i ng 
a rat, trom his point of View. 

Still". I should· .ha~e to be· Norman just at . 
rhi.S . moment 'S: th1nkingof another man's seed 
J.n h:ts wife's body,. 

I \10uldn.'t have done i:t it---

Yes" be went, away" IknO\,i. He a.eserves it~ 

Be jumps guiltily as NORIiAN appears 
unexpectedly. 

Wha~ 'a ttIrOng? Nancy s~d there was trouble. 

,There, I said shet'd hear. 
PEGGy (co'\teX'ing up) Oome in.;,Norman." hO·Vldo yOU! like ' 

the netg ehes.t? 

It tfaSn"t my tault. I suppose she told you. , 

PAt1E&A.;- Be means about the ~ob.. (To NORt1AN) :tt"s 
not about you at ,$11. I'm having a ohild. 

ARTHUR: Oh GodJ Fancf)t telling him the truth! 

NQBMAN '(to' PAl'"1ELA) And. you tell them fir~t? You.re 
having my baby and you break th~, news to 

PM·lELAa 

ARfHUR: 

NOBMAN: 

PAliELA: 

PEGGY: 

mumtrl3' and. daddy first! .' 

It isut't yo~ baby!i 

Oh, 'noJ 

Ihltitl.? 

It iSlitt your babYt 

Oh I,·In sure it:iS all a ,mistake and the dates 
have been mi:xed up.: 

Yes t trust you to 'W'atlt to hide the truthl 

You can ,talk about the truthi You haven'tt even got a :Job, you don'tteV'en oVom the shirt 
YOUS\1eat int 

NOm~tAN ,(pointing at PEGGY) What about her~she never 
earned a penny~-her father made lavatory pans! 



PEGGY: 

PEGGY:· 

ARTHUR: 

~"'," y,.',' 
s:; .s:.t.::ZU '.' 

Water-systems, tJe called· them, ana. it was 
my grandfather .' 

vlell, as I said to Pamela. you can clear out 
of my house as soon as you like 1 , 

Ha'ls not leaving this house while my daughter"s 
pregnant, and that't's that!' 

He: won;"t leave' ~layt dOIl·tt~Orry about 
that. Be only left last time beoa.use he· 
had some money in his pocket. 

Youtd better tak~ Norman to see the netf 
picture' darling. 

, 

PAMELA (toNORf1AN t, ,\mo lookS as though he might spring 
on ARTHUR). Come on. Oh t : do come on! 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR;, 

PEGGYi 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEC-GY: 

,She all but drags NO~IANout .. 

0$ course ·it'.'s his',. You know bow \Tague 
young people' are about sleeping together--­
try fixing dO\111 wnicb ·cigabstte you smoked 
t1hen'l , 

fly only worry is the Fyffes finding out. 

Oh. th'sre aren't seandalsnotqada:ys, nobody 
cares about this kin(l of thing! I 

Are you su~e? I mean" there must be some 
respectability eomevlhere. And what about 
~lartin Fyffeta ne'\1spapers? They're covered 
\'lithscandal. He th:t'$ves ,on it-.... I mean, 
it· must be· unusual for :some people. And 
he is our trustee. 

~, .' 

She doesn't ~sll~~. yet. 

She does to people \gith eyes. Martin 
Fyffe ",as a dooto:v once. Anyway, I"'ve got 
a meeting.i 

\Yell, donf·t shot" anything with your face. 
In the meantime I'll see what·s true and 
what isn't. 1: think\! knOt1 my d.aughter. 
She wouldn tt sleep \"lith ,p.n.ybod.:t. . Anyway t 
I watched every one or her movements while 
he' \'/aSQ\,Tay. . She VIas with the Fyffe family 
nearly-th.e. vlhole time~ Otherwise she hardly 
trent out., 



ARTHUR (lingel"ingon hiS tJlay ,out) I mean! do like 

PEGGY:· 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

to keep a clean front. 

Sometimes I \1ake in the night and listen in 
oase 'he t $ moving around the house., thatta 
really whY. I had, the loudspeak~rs', ,p~t in.? 
I had a nJ.ghtmare that he ~las experl.mentl.ng 
"11th Barry 'and Rachel ........ 

Ob do shut up~ 

I think t7e'i-'d better get him some rats, 
install him in the basement or something, 
get a laboratory going because that's the 
only thing he"s interested in, it ,.,ould keep 
him at home at l'east~ 

ARTHUR: See you at lunch ,time (going)~ 

PEGGY (to herself) I get so £rightenedsometimes. 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

I knt~'ltq.somethi:og t~as in the air tpday •• ·~ 

She 'leaves slowly. 

2,. 

ARTHUR CUTLASS and MARTIN FYFFE, 
both dressed for the office. 
FYFFE'is sitting on the chest. 
~h~y are in a gloomysilenc~. 

Shepley Fine Consols went do\~n a couple of' 
points yesterday too. Nearly had he'art 
failure when I saw that. 

You"ld make a couple of hundred doing the 
transfer alone, crossing two bord.ers, I 
reckon. StUl, you sleep on it, Arthur. 



ARTHUR:. 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR; 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR:;, 

FYFFE: 

ARTaURi 

FYFFE~ 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE! 

ARTHUR; 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

Remember the palmy days or 1945 when you 
could treble the stake by travelling your 
mone.y fromSw1tzerland to the $tarving 
Rhineland and baclt toStovitzerland again·l 
I never 1,earnedGerman so fast in all my 
litEil' 

KnOt"1 ,"hat I bought last' week? 

No? 

tihat the hell for? 

in, fact,. five of'them. I reckon there's 
never been a slump yet t·1ben t'1omen didn't, 
buy knicl(e'rs and bras alldsuspender belts. 
That coUld save my lite. Never did like 
invGstments. . , , 

Ii"va g<?t my. brilliant son.-.in-law to look 
after tafi in time, of trouble.. I eould 
f'etchslxpenoe a head on his rats., Get 
upasecond, will you? 

Ell? 

Jump up. 

Wbat':s the, gag? (gets up) 

ARTHUR opens the chest and ,stiJ'itehes 
otr the relay. 

Donlt like baing listened in to., 

Cute gadg&t, that. Buthearl.ng the kids 
allover the house, isn't my idea of fun. 

I'suppose you know he lost his Job. 

Who" Pillinger.? 

Yes~ Th()y didn-tt even give Mme. reference .. 
For being a commie. 

BallS. . They:':re all commies in that la.b. ,_J 

You can "t get sacked tor that~. This i.sntt 
the Uni.ted. States. \ 

I wish to, ,God it \'ias. I get so damned 
frustrated in this house. I mean it lsn t t 



,FYFFE: 

FYFFE~ 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE:. 

ARTHUR:: 

as if.' I donf·t like him,. he's all right, 
ho·'s· just round the bend, that"s all. You 
knOt1 t I used to envy those American kids' 
in V1etnttm--....... I·d like to lay my hands on 
somebody, :that:'s h01l1 I faelsometimes ......... 
guerilla tllarfare ......... get rid of a sort of load~ 
Funny. isnt't it? I'm the mildest chap in 
the '10rld but what coulan*'t I do with a 
Sohmeizerl 

Schmeizerl That't~ going back somel Bloody 
frightening rate of .fire. (Silence) Mind 
you., the" Americans, have got commies on the 
brain. 

'That's better than having them on your ' 
property.-. 

Dan Sutton should be flying over in a .rew 
days. Do you knOVl how much he earns? 
Less than eighty thousand dollars a year. 

What? 

And he sits on a firm worth fifty million 
at the least. I take my hat off bo birrl. 
I call that real abstemio~ness ........ eighty 
thousand.: I bet you wouldntt mind gim 
for ason~ln~law. 

Bef's' go·tthe whole bloody ph~aceutical 
ina~stry in the westarn hemisphere under 
hisarse; and he don't say a word tor him­
selt! :aut this little bastardf:s on the 
yaptoillY'ap-y~p all. day as' if he owned the t-1orld. 
He triedtot'ell me saccharine t~as a 
carcinagent •. 

lihat the hell t s that? 

Gmvesyoucancer. I just looked at him. 
But doni't imagine he gives a damn if you or 
I geteaneer. He enjoys the idea! He 
says it tfith that little glint in his eye! 
I mean,. some youngsters. ·are worried about the 
state. of the world~not him!' . He'S proud 
Of itl 

IS that ,\1hat he does to his !.'at$~sives 
them cancer? 

He transfers wombs. A rat under Fillinger 
never knO'VlS i.r·its kidaare its own, or 



lfiFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: : 

ARTHUR; 

FYFFE~ 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR:· 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

even where its \-lomb is .. 

Fascinating; t~ough. 

Yes but' I vlish the"do keep his mouth shut. 
Ever since he set toot in this house· het:a 
been 'spewirlg off. about hOlfcar fumes ove~ 
develop bones and bring on sterility and how 
an !I-bomb' can .go off any minute because tfa 
have two hundred thousand nuclear f~ights 
overhead annually; and how ~le·re going to 
get· plagues through tinned foodstuffs' and 
deep freezes, and all Itinds of cheorf'u16unk 
like that, just to show ~lhat a big brain he' s 
got. . He lmOt'lS I can tt stand people talking, 
not when they l,ook as. if they·re never going 
to stop,~. And every time he sees .me 
it seems to s\"1itch the spevl on. I suppose 
I've got a listening fnce. Some people 
have., If he tflaSearnl.Ilg eighty thousand 
dollars ,a year it ?louldntt be so bad. 

Suppose y.ou give your promised recaption for 
Dan SUtto'n, going to throw your son-in~law 
in among all those· guests? 

t~y not? 

Because he's'quite capable of taking Dan 
Sutton asid.e and telling him youtre impotent 
or bankrupt or something! 

Come off .itS 

If Dan Sutton thought for a minute that your 
morale ~las 10''1 he might start mistrusting 
your judgernents,than he-d pUllout a few 
contracts.. \'th1~h are .m:y; bread. and butter too .. 

I could pullout mj1 shar$S, $ee if he liked 
that., 

He t1ouldn';t give a.damn. You"ve got less. 
than ten percent of the equity. I"ll talk 
to.Peggy about it. She usually sees your 
point ~f' viet!' before, you do,. 

What am I supposed to do, then, put a pill 
in his tea? 

Find him a job. Get him out of this d.amned 
rC$earohstunt, .it"' s too near '0Ul:' line of 
business. 



ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE:. 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

He t d get himself the bO'ot just the same, 
or sleep with the female staff. 

'II.ell, Itm not staying here to get dyspepsia-­
I've told. you the state of your finances and 
youtll be eating into your capital soon, my 
boy_ 

Just let me show you that throw before yoU 
go. 

All right.!, 

Over in t\'lO seconds---

lands 

He takes hold of FYFFE and does an 
overspin ju-jitsu throw. FYFFE 

'lands expertly on his feet. 

Not bad. Isato; a gadget the other day----
walking sticlt \'1ith a slip-knife and ~ torch 
at the end--- Zuk! Like a sword. 

Heavy, I should think. 

Not a bit~ TF~~sistor torch. 

We had a scream dO\'1n at the office the other 
day. You know old Charlie Burns, he lives 
next door to that nuclear station,·well he 
comes in.the office and says, Look, they've 
d~veloped a pocket~size atom bomb, here it 
is (takes small'object out of his pocket), 
unscrew the top, drop that in your neigh­
bour·s .garden and wait for the bangt and 
he goas like this (as if to drop it) and he 
had us'all shouting WATCH OUT! Orafty old 
bugger.. Charles. 

I tell you what, there could have been an 
impregnable frontier of B bombs sunk in the 
earth all the'way from the Baltic down to 
the Black Sea, only somebody in Germany 
spilled it to the press, so Dan Sutton ~las 
telling me" last year. Well; I remember 
we had'to print it. All the others did 
anyway. 

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

Well, I don't mind telling you the ideats 
been moCJted. I only \1ish \'le could carry 
swords,. 



ARTGUR; 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR~ 

ARMOR: 

PEGGY: 

FYFFE: 

You should buy that one you told me about. 

I did. Thi's :J..s it. (Pointing his stick 
at ARTHUR"sstomach) I.t I like to press 
a le'Ver under this handle a knife springs 
out and. slits your tummy up.. Band over 
all your rnoney~ 

I did, long ago. 

Cries of Arthur! 
PmGY, off.' 

Arthurt from 

Here it comes. Stan~ to. Sentries out. 

PmGY appears. 

Tl1ere you are! I've been calling on the 
intercom,. ever since we had it fixed up 
it doesn't seem to beonn. Oh, Martin, 
how nice you're bere~do go· down and COI11-
fort Pamela. She likes you so much, and you 
used to be a doctor .• 

Com£ort h$r? 

PEGGY (at the chest, peering in) l: thought so, it 
Shouldeithel' be on relay or receive and 
it'isonneither (adjusting it). . We·Ii 
have to call Dr Blare. 

ARTHURt 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY; 

ARTHUR~ 

FYFFE': 

We call him every day. 

Barry"s temperature"s up to 101. A·nd 
that rat-catcber l-1on t tallot-tanother 
intiection~l 

You've got it on relay .• 

He tfante that tat doctor with the e'ara 
that s.tiekout---

A doctor can't help that. 

I·tm f·rightenec1 and! sometbinf:r'S got to be 
done--... tlleaeln~ections are'quite harmless, 
and he says it \tl:tdens the artilleries .. --

TbG \1hat? 

,She means arteries. Arr:rliay, I'll go dotm 
and see \~hat I can do. 



FYFFE leaves. 

PEGGY; God l::not.gs ,lean-'t help loving my own 
daughter ->;, and wanting my gl."andchildrell 
healthy. 

ARTHUR: Barry,tIl get thoinjeet±on, don tt t"lorry. 
Not'! ,just. ,calm down" (as h~ goes to the 
chest) I·m connect,ing to relay. (To 
the interoom) Is Pamela down there? 

NMICY (VO) That you" mum? 

ARTHUR: f-lum. my atmt Panny" get Pamela! 

PAMELA (VO) Yes lt t s n1(~t 

ARTHUR: 

Oome up here at o,ncc. 

It've half.- a mind to stop her allovlance, 
until he COInes to heel on these medical 
questions! 

PmGY (as CHILD cries OVER) Lidten! 

PAI1ELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAr1ELA: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE (VO) 

PAMELA: 

FYFFE (VO) 

1 

PAI1ELA ~ntera. 

Yes? ' 

He,t,e got to have that injectionl 
h~tG having'it. 

In fact 

But he's had five in nearly n week! 
No~an saynthe injection actually causes 
the flu, it·is terriblt dangerous! 

To hell \~i th Norman! 

Pamela that's quite untrue,. I gave our 
little girl hal£ a dozen of these tubes 
at various times and she didn't even ShOl1 
a rough tongue. 

Who"'s that? 

It's I"Iartin Fyffe. Itll give it to him 
quiCk, why ,don:'t you come dotlll and ltlatoh? 



Het'll bes1tting up and laughing in a 
couple of minu't;Gs. 

PEGGy (to· PAMELA) You see? 

FYFFE (VO) Come on. Pamela, don't be a fool.! 
used to be a doetor ar~erall. 

PM1ELA goes outtvith a resignea. 
s sigh. 

I.ncohE)rent NOISES OVER, and FYFFE"s 
Whero.~s .the.syringe? 

Thank God for $Omebody' with sensei 

I won t,t have that rat-man in my house 
anY' morel 

Sash! 

ARTHUR (bissing) \that the hell did you g:1.ve him 
three hundred ~ats for? . 

PJ:nGY (aiso hissing) H~:f'!a oll.a new c1iso()vary~at 
leastsh~ says so.' 

ARTHUR: Ho's found. out they t:ve got tails:, I 
suppose. And you give him a \'lhole rat 
kingdom! Hets got the basement cra\,11ing 

NORMAN: 

\1ith ·',eltt~ .. I ean:'tgo davin and get a bottle 
of Burgundy any mor~ ... ! 

Over tho interoom tbere is FYFFE*s 
Boldh~ ~tl.hiS. tummyl 

A moment.of' silence is followed by 
A OHlLD"S SCREAt1,: OVER •. 

For God':s sakel The clumsy bugger's caught 
a nerve~1 

:Tbe sound, ·ofr .t. of frantic running 
on· the stairs. 

NORMAN appears out of breath, in 
a 1flbite laboratory smock spotted 
t-11 th rodent gore. 

Where is he? Barry!' Barryt' 



PEGGY: It,"s only an injection darlingl 

ARTHUR: Caught him Oll the nerve, poor chap'! 

NOmUN: Have YOUb10 been at it again? . I"va told 
you not to touch my child haven'it I? You've 
givoen him sixinjeotions thi~ week, you 
could cripple him for' life t. why did I ever 
,oome to this house (rushing at PEGGY violent. 
ly) t you bitch! , 

ARTHUR (trying to ward him ofr) Look out! 

PEGGY'·ssereame join the SHOUTS 
OVER., 

NANOY (va) You all right mum? 

PAMELA:', 

NORI1AN: 

PAMELA: 

HeJ.!s got no, more bacteria I tell youl' 
No resistance left~I told you be has to 
b~ pumped t1ith lactobacillus for at least 
a month~t 

PAMELA appears. 

Norman'S 

You let th¢.m l~ill my chilal 

Leave my mother alone t Leave her alone! 

FYFFE (VO) Anything wrong up there? 

NANCY {VOl Are you all .right mum:? 

ARTHUR (abruptly pulling up the. chest lid and. st"1itching 
off) That damned bOX!' 

NORMAN rushes out. 

PEGGY: He put his fingers round my throat! 

ARTHUR <to P~tELA) I don~t know how you could have 
married sueb a b16ke~-(peering into the 
chest) are we unplugged? 

PmGY (in tears) IOselected those, rats 9'0 carefully. 
There wasn't .ablemish. on .any one of them., 
Well, it·s all finishE;ld nOl'l. You dan 
have your bastard child.. 

PAr-lELA: Don'~t say that! 

ARTHUR: And don it you shout at: your mother l' 



If'you insist on having that child you 
can get out and find a hospital ony-our 
Otiln' money because I:'m not going to 'help 
,you! 

llon"t besilly,,"'o!t COllr'se, you arei 

ARTBUtt (still to PAMELA) Ieee he does nothing about 
bringing thechildo.rf .... ~tbat means hets 
gotlloaelf .. reepeetl' And how are you 
going to. faoe Martin Fyffe after this? 
and his family? 

PEGGY: Belll drag' ,Us· .right down. 

ARTHUR: ,And that chil.d:·'s going. to grow up knolJing 
he doesn't belong., His brother and sister 
are going to make that plain. Chil4ren 
can be veryoruel., 

PAMELA (vlhimpering) All they need is love. 

ARTHUR; 1 If' you hate the idea o;f an abortion you 
can have the child and then give it away. 
Th~re's 'Q routine for these things----you 
don't. even see it ........ they get first-class 
p~ents~peOple whonaeda bonny baby 
andcantt have one of theiro\~n. 

PM-lELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAMELA: 

PEGGy;, 

PEGGY; 

ARTHUR; 

The cbUdls· mine. .. 
!ou"ll regret it ail your life, •. and 1;-11 
you l-lhy. beoause decent people, like Martin 
Fyffe and Dan Sutton--~ 

Oh pleas'estop talking about Martin Fyffel 

They",re going to look at, you very funny 
wheneve~ that ~hild comes into the rooIn. 
~nd you"re not going to, lave thatcbild 
because of it .• , I knOt'1 a bit about human 
nature J. And what about your hU$band? 
Wait until :he, - 6' my age, youtll begin to 
take' it out of him like~ ·$betakes it out 
'of me-~! ' 

Arthur I 

EverjT time he. doesnt't buy you a new dress 
ox-his coat stinksotrats you ·'11 tell him 
he'·s the father of bastards and hO~1 much 

, better the other guy is-... he"ll live to 
suspect that a.ll his ohildrenare bastards; 
even Barry andRaehel .... ~t 



P.Al~tELA: 

ARTHUR:' 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR; 

pmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY; 

ARTHUR: 

PIDGY: 

No he ''t~on··t;t 

All right. then, listen: you can have 
that c'hild, you can bring him up ~ an equal 
footing vlith his brother and sister, you 
can even keep that sponging rat-catcher 
in the house, ,if:v;ou, t,ell,me t'1ho the father. is! ,. , . ' ... ,. ," ' ..... ,,' - ' 

I ean."t bear anymore---I'll be sick! 

PMlELA dashes out. 

All this'll play me into-Martin Fy£tat's 
hands, I know it w111--... 1 

! 

Don't be 'silly!' 

God knoliS what I mean myself but I knO\"l it. 
I try to look on the bright side, altlayS 
keep the talk on 'Q certain level .... -(in.a 
sudden outburstl) do you think I eouldn:tt 
see lfthat you \\1ere up to ttfenty-e1gbt years 
ago? Did yOu thinlc: het*tas really and truly 
interested in 'my stocks? or did you only 
assUme that ~ thought so? 

Please!' (goes to the chest to check that 
the Inter~om ii oft) 

You. d.$.dn'tt just decei va .Ule .. --and your _ first 
husband--y(>udeceived Martin Fyffe as well. 
That-·s "Illy I like him .... -! knew it 1tlhen I 
married you~ ... t-lhen I had him as best man!: 
You told him Pamela was mine! 

She ~as't She was'! 

MARTIN FnFE, off~ ~t~ur, ~e. :ou 
there? 

They adjust themselves quickly. 

PEGGY (CONT.) Is that Martin? We're hers-! 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE:' 

MARTIN FYFFE appears. 

Thought ltd break the glad ne~lS. 
Sutton's in tOtm. 

Oh, oh. 

Dart S 

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



PEGGY: 

ARmtJR: 

PEGGY·: 

ARTHUR;. 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

times 

PEGGY; 

ARTHUR: 

l. ' ..... \.;.~~ ... :;: 

ambaSsado'r might· be tbere. 

I j va nothing to wear ,.so that t s out. 

~1hat? You1tve a wall full of l~O\mS; and 
forty-nine pairs of evening shoes. 

Not if theambassador"s going to be there. 

I suppose I'll have to fork out a couple 
of hundred quid for something you"ll never 
t'1earafter the first night'. 13ut I'll do 
it.~ Be~ause I"m going to give the bigge~t 
reception tbis house has, ever seen. There 
t1Qn:'t be' a couple of butlerS on hire like 
last time but a dozen .. 

He"s got a cool fom-million dollars to 
get rid of in researohgrants" believe, it 
or not.\iell,. I"m late. 

G'ood bye" old cbap .• 

FYFFE goes. 

Just wait until that reception,. I "11 sho\WJ 
you lilbat I Can do. Just for onceI"m 
going' to.try 'and present a clean front to 
the lal0rld, a glittering one, beca.use my 
front, is :clean, it really ist' 

0hplease dontt go: on·. You knO\1 hOil] it 
only eats your nerves away. 

Narvest I don."t knOt"1 t'1hatthey feel like! 
All I get is blot-iS:, nothing nervous ....... ;just 
pain, one dUll blow atter the other., some­
times bett'leen the eyes, sometimes in the 
backsid~, and tbat;·s· tfhy I .seec lazy in the 
evening, because I n'eeda rest (slumping 
on to the ches't) til· , 

I wish we could be a happy family! 
Couldn'tt, \fG t·ry? Suppose we made a tuss 
of rlorman? Itt's only frustration on his 
part, turning him into a wild man. 
Oouldn,tt we, buy him a nGt'1 dinner jacket? 

A new one? He hasn *t a·ven dot an old onet _. 0 

PEGGY ('sitting at his side) And then invite, him; to 
meet Dan? And put ,everything on (1, proper 
level? Put him on his feet and see it 
he 'stands the full height of a man......-oouldn't 



ARTHUR: 

PEGGY; 

we do that? 

Every time I shout I feel -'a strand going. 
Some people ge~.relier that way but it 
makes ,me feel. I "msaying goodbye. 'My 
father never, raised hi·s voioe. He l,as. 
a good man.. I'll go to the office. 
(Rising) Though I teel more like' a good 
night "s ro'st •. 

Get 7ourself~ Bome coffee dotmsta1rs. 

He has gone. 

PEGGy lifts the ohest lid and 
puts! the jnter~bla antlJe~a;t~to relay. 

PEGGY: Are you there Pamela? . 

PAJ:mLA ,( VO) Rullo, is that you mummy? 

PEGGY: 

PEGGY; 

PAr1ELA: 

PEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

PEGGY: 

PAMEL-A: 

PEGGY: 

PAt-lELA: 

PEGGY;' 

PAMELA: 

Yes-t come up at once. I,tm alone. 

to 
PEGGY carefully puts the _ intercom 
to off and closes the lid or the 
eh~st, then VlaitS. 

PAMELA appears. 

Darlingl" I want you to tell me\1ho the 
.father s. 

I c,anf;t. 

It'll never say a word. And I'll see 
everything t 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 donf't gi va yours. 

I can·f,'t ~' I really can 'tl 

Why not? 

It • s jast imposs~ble ... ~for everybodyl 
I 

Then we, kriO~1 him! 

Nol 

It:·-s obviouSt1e do! And Itll find outit 
S03'ou may. as t1ell say. 

:t've got to think ot the other person too. 



PAMELAJ 

PEGGY; 

PANEL!:: 

PBmY: 

PAMELA;' 

PEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

PEGGY: 

PAt1ELA: 

PEGGY': 

Who? 

The lather. 

Pamela. tell me who he is. 
to gues's.: 

Tellme$ Pamela. 

Martin '$ytre., 

Itm bog inning 

Martin~ ?t1a:r-. .... ? Arc you mad? It 
isn't truet You couldn't have Clone! 
Pamel'al Pamelal 

Yes, it "s him'. 

But you weren't alone \-lith himt 

I "ltlS at their house nearly every day, 
you knO\~ that I 

You £0011 You fool! Do .you know what 
you·va done? You've ruined your father! 
You "va ruined him t Arthur! For God's 
sake, Arthur I 

PEGGY dashes out. 

'l'he chest is coveredwitb cloth 
ot gold. 

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

The children murmur in their 
sleep, OVER., 



NORMAN:' 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORt1AN: 

PAMELA: 

NOm-IAN:" 

ARTHUR: 

PAt1ELA:a 

ARTHUR; 

NORMAN: 

ARTHUR: 

NORMAN: 

NORMAN stares at her. 

ltJhe,n I look at your body it'·s like· 
looking in the mirror at my own. That's 
why I t1ant that Ch:ild, Pamela. 

You want Fyff·e·s ohild? You:t're a.n idiot. 
pervert! 

I··d. approciate the variety of another human 
face-...... a little stranger ......... when :t look at 
Barry too I see my own faoe~-~ 

Theh you hate yourself! 

What fa ne~l' 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 ~ idea excites me. 
them old.-

And you like 

ARTHUR enters with a tr~ of drinks~ 

They're as strong as hell. I '1ant everybody 
gay tonight. Your mother's waiting to be 
pinned up.or something. 

All right •. 

You look terrific., 

PAMELA leaves. 

Is she' really waiting to be pinned up at 
the back or is that your \rfay of getting 
Pamela out of the room---? 

ile 'fere going to have a talk weren't we? 

Yes but can't you say it out straight ... -~ 
• I want to be alone wi.th your husband'? 

ARTHUR (handing him a drink firmly) \\Tome on,. get 
that dOVID, ana. lett's make a good evening 
of' it. 

NORr1AN (as they touch glasses) \1hen is he due? 

ARTHUR: Dan Sutton? Any minute. 



ARTHUR: 

NORMAN: 

ARTHUR: 

NORMAn:, 

ARTHtm: 

NORMAN: 

ARTHUR: 

Generous of you 'to let me stay~The 
big American doesn't even Itnow you·va 
got a son-in-lat-l,: I bet. 

tiell, you bet "irong. 
married~ 

~hat· s different ... 

He knows Pam' s 

I trlisn you \ilere kinder to Peggy. She 
VIas up half tho night 1"10rrying over this 
child. 

Qh:i.ch child? 

The, one Pamela's ha.ving. We're scared 
of the possible outoome l\Torman. I mean, 
overybody's goiIlf5 to knOVJ it·s not yours. 
I mean you can"t vumt people to know you tva 
been fooled. 

\iby not,? 

You. may think so now but people are going to ..... 
well. I \lion't Gay 'laugh at you but-"'-anyway, 
thatls not the point., but the, chap t.fho gave 
her this child. I mean he's a!li'ays in the 
vIorld to tell the story---

Nartin Fyffe? H¢"·s not going to breathe 
a \'1ord, surely? " 

ARTHUR (almost dl-aopping his giass) Good God t you 
know who it is? Good God! And who for 

ARTHUR: 

NOm"lAIQ: 

ARTHUR: 

NORMAN: 

ARTHUR: 

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"c do that. 

And arentt you jealous? 

No. 

I mean, youtre not tiild---YQu dontt t;]ant 
to wring his neek---you don't loathe his 

. guts because he' s ~ieh and influential and 
he's dirtied your bed? 

He didn tt dirty anything. He gave her a 
child. And I want the child. 

You·re lying of course. 



NOm-lAN: Why should 11 r1y attitude is, lett's, 
have everything in the open, letts all 
knol1 t1ho's sleeping with ~lho. 

ARTHUR~ You surely don't think Martin'·'d. stand 
tor -that, do you? 

~1)R1'1Ari: All rignt,then .... -let·s keep quiet about 
it: so' we'tre back where we started----a 
third child, mine. So wherete the worry? 

ARTHUR: The l-lony"s b im ........ e very time I look at 
that chUd I'll think of Fyf£e .. -oozing 
his way into my family---sleeping with my 
daughter when hats nearly t\1ice her age ......... 
the dirty, tt'lo-f'aced slime! And it 
doeS,n 't, '-lorry you! Good God, tlJ'here*'s 
yo~ character? 

PEGGY:(VO) Ar.thur.9 are you shouting? 

ARTHUR (agdressillg tho chest) 
, I'll unplug! 

If you dontt go away 

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

ARTHUR (turning to NOR?1AN again) All I ask is donft 
start distressing people tonight., Ths·t's 
all I really ~lanted to say. Let·'· shave 
a holiday. Just this once,. 

PEGGY (VO) Arthur? 

ARTHUR (again addressing the chest) l'Jhat is it? 

pmGY (VO) Iiart1n t 'Ej just arrived., 

ARTHtJR;Give.hirn a drink, Iill be down. (To 
Norman) Itd 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 ..... --

NOm-TAN: :Learn to live i'lith them. You're going 
to EoI' billions and bill:i.ons of years 
anyway~ 

ARTHUR: Trust you to put that point of view. 

NORMAN: Every man makes his Ot·ln worms. In the 
last \1ar you did a bunk. and found yourself 
useful 1·1ar-~lork in Washington D.C. and 



ARTHUR: 

NORI1AN: 

ARTHUR: 

NORMAN: 

ARTHUR: 

nOR!"'1AN: 

ARTHUR: 

NORIiAN: 

ARTHUR: 

NOm-tAN: 

that·s hO"l you met Dan Sutton and 
became a rich man. Now all that's 
tV'orms. And YOll a~--pect to find a clean 
bed. 

You"ll tallc about my war-time appointment 
once too often---I'm going dO\instairs---

You looked dO\1n your nose at Vichy France 
in the. las·t \'lar but you made a Vichy 
England---yousold out to the Americans 
who \41eren t't interested in the sale any ..... 
t"1ay--... 

Listen I-... -

Abd look at your guest tonight, the 
pharmacemt~cal giant---

I thought you'd want a go at himl 

H€) bolsters up your t'1orld, thatts ~lhy 
you love him. Otherwise you·td have to 
think up Some ne\~ ideas~ I'll tell you 
something, you don"t \-lant them big on this 
side of the Atlantic, it doesntt suit you 
any more~--your interests have switched. 
it's safer over there---you kept England 
static and held the gifted back for 
t\f!enty years- t 

Now shut up! 

Itm one of' the result~ so I knovl! 

You! You I're good for la.b assistants, 
getting bett-1een their legs, that's vlhst 
you"re good for! 

tVhy, uou-.... -! 

t-lA,RTIN FYFFE appears. 

FYFFE (to NOR.MAJ:l) rIhatare you doing? Put your 
hands dOt'1n l!lan:J. 

ARTmJR (also to NOm1AI~) Get out 0'£ my house t 

I~ORMAI\f: 

FYFFE: 

PEGGY: 

And leave you '"lith this ohap-'s babies~--? 

You want to be kicked out? 

PEGGY appears. 

Oh Godl 



NORt~N: 

PEGGY: 

FYFFE: 

PEGGY: 

And thanks for the dinner jacket (taking 
it of.f and thro~"ing it at ARTHUR)! 

I shouldn-t have lef@ you all alone! 

NOm1AN dashes out. 

ltd ho.ve screwed. his neck orf if' hetd 
gone onl ' 

Dan Sutton's just arrivectl 

She f'ollolis NORMAN out, taking 
the dinne:bh~adli:rdler j'lcket l'1ith hero 

FYFFE (handing ARTHU~ a drink) Drink up. . I t~ld 
you not to let him in on tonight, didn't 
I? He drinks a lemonade and his liver 
runs riot. 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

I'd like to truce a fist-full of Blore i s 
red pills and stuff them down my throat . 
ands~y good bye and damn t~e lot of you! 

Oh shut up. 

Qell, we're all in it now; including you. 
Hetll go and shoot his mouth off to Dan 
.Sutton. 

About lilh.at? 

Oh come on, don't try and look innocent, 
it makes Uau ugly_ Listen, I never 
thought you'd pull a dirty trick like 
that. I wouldn tt lay a hand on your 
ire" ·you-_ .... 

·Suppose she laid a hand. on you? 

You're not telling me---

That's exactly how j. t wes! And I knetf 
she \,lasn't exactly yours9hmmft,extlctly 
your daughtor---if she'd boen yours in 
blood Itd have laid off, insisted, I'd 
have struggled. But I kne,,1 she l-laS 
Harley Johnson"s child. 

Harley---? 

And I never did care tor Harley Johnson. 
He's lika' his Supermll+'l:ets---all strip 
l:tghting---sholi! Pam didn't take after 
him, thank God. 



· .-: 

ARTHUR: You seem to know more about me than I 
know myself. I don't know daughters 
from wives ........ children from children's 
ehildren--~who's they are God alone knows 
and I don't oare any more. I wish I 
could stop oaring. 

FYFFE; Listeu-....... you use me to do your dirty 
\olork ........ 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 halt this to\~ to 
make 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 sitel You don*t give 
a damn tJho· s in the t1ay as long as you get 
there. tlell, that· s all right. I tm the 
same. But don.'t ask for peaoe. I don't 

get it and I~tncht IindlI~moi18h ~ooih.s)mt6ttChito ask for 
it~ "I sat up half the night and she oalled 
for more at dawn, and I cried \'1hen that 
second lot was over. 

ARTHUR: I think yoU" must have a cru~l mind to say 
that to me--not just forget the whole 
thing and say you're a swine and leave it 
at that ......... 

FYFFE: You can't face a thing can you? And 
thatts the kind ot man a woman weaves her 
plots around. I'll tell you something 
about \,10men--~ 

ARTHUR: I tlish to God peeple"d stop telling me 
things and just get on with the ple,asureable 
business of living. I mean, it is 
pleasureable. A nice drink---there"s 
Dan Sutton do\mstairs---~le·tve got dinner 
wai ting-...... I don't knOt1... I • va got a 
constitution meant for another age. 

FYFFE: I'id 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 seOllBritIld lechery. 
You forget to anSl'ler your letters" you 
make a deoision one minute and fail to 
check on it the next~--

ARTHUR: I'll go down and. find Dan, hets normal 
at least---

FYFFE: What, Dan Sutton? 



- -~----~ -----------------------------, 

ARTHUR (s'topPing) Oh,don*t destroy that illusion 
for met for' Goa·s sake. 

FYFFE:-

ARTHUR: 

FYFFEt 

FYFFE: 

PEGGY:· 

Ne.vermind. Arthur, we all love you •. . . 

I\1ouldn,tt mind it a. certain tone could 
be kept upt He ~lanta your child by.his 
OVID wite, says he likes'-the variety'! 
Now surely to God that··'saffectation isn*t 
it? 

NOt because he canlt g1vePamelsl'lhat she 
\·lants----he 'a out to 'freek where he can't 
build---sha as food. as told me. Arthur. 
it was pitiful, she--~ . . 

All right,. donttgo into details. You 
ImO\1:, Itll never be able tohhink the~ same 
of you again. I used to like you t I ' 
mean i felt safe \'Iith you, I thought you 
kept a. certain kindotskeleton o~er going 
in life, with your family and all that, 
I thought you a.pplied a sort of French 
intelligence on these subjeots and kept 
your' mistresses S."Ila:t from your· hearth and 
home.--

You say that Once a year. The taot is 
you inve~t me for your own purposes and 
blame me when the picture doesn't fit. 
You"ve lost faith in me at least a dozen 
times before. 

PEGGY appear~ again. 

NOt1 I've settled it ail, so .tor goodness 
,sake' dont't let's have any more rows; Arthur. 
Sbe told me· just nOt"1 that she distinctly­
rOmembers the two nights she~d. Norman 
were together, she travelled up to see him 
hUe this girlf'riehdot his·\,laSS\rlay t she 
got the dates mixe~, and you know what be 
is:, he:"s always got his n()se inside a rat 
cage, he'.'sso busy mixing breAds lle thinlcs 
humand beings are the same. She'll have 
the 'ch11d~ quite normally,· eo le't'!s bear no 
more about it. And -it'~s Norman·s child. 
That was all silly. hysteria on her part 
and the d.at-es are quite olear nO?l.Martin 
can be godfather again~. 

FYFFE (staring at her) What? 



FYFFE; 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR,: 

FYFFE;. 

And you must .come dOt4lnand look after 
Dan. 

PEGGY leaves. 

tfllat W~6 'all that? 

Apparently he's the i father after all. 
~lhen the girlfriend l~laSaa\'1a.y or something., 
Any\'I~"be thankful for small mercies.: 
Phet1t What ~Je go through for nothing! 
I 'suppose I ·o\~e you an apology but youtre 
not. going ·to get it, I need another drink. 
We'll see hotf that rascal Dan is, shall we? 

FYFFE stands open .. mouthed. 

Yes" well-....... Lead the way.. You 
certainly are a remarkable couple. 

yo~ bO,",1" with Peggy talk doesn't matter 
a damn,it··s: thef'acts that count~ And 
she always ferrets them out. I suppose 
that:'·,s how she keeps, the family going. 

Yes, I suppose it ~sl 

They leave. 

The cloth of gold is still there. 

NORI1ANt vlith a surgical coat slung 
over hisdl1S8shis dress clothes, is sitting 

on the chest. 

OVER THE IIWERCOM we hear CHILDREN':s 
VOIOES and the deep, stead,- tones 

of' o£ DAN SUTTON. 

SUTTON (VO) "Well; you ·ve got two charming little people 
here,tIrs Pillinger. 

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

SUTTON (VO) Don"t you think it'sabout time' I met the 



man responsible tor them? 

PAMELA (vo) ~e man~~respC)nsible? 

SUTTOli (VO) I mean your husband.. 

PAMELA (VO) Oh yes, of course, I'll.get him ...... he 
\-Tent .offsomewhero---I didn "t know you 
hadn tit met~Itll call him over the 
intercom. 

SUTi'ON (VO) The t:hat? 

PAMEI',;A (VO) The intercom. It' s aVl0nderf'ul idea .•. 
We can hear the children allover the 
hous~~ .. 

SUTroN (VO) Is that such a good idea? 

PAMElJA (VO) I:ry husband·'s probably down in the 
basement \~ith his rats. 

SUTroN (VO) His'what.? 

PAMELA (VO) HiS rats.· Hs's a. ge~etieist. 

SUTTOr~ (Va) A genetic.iat? fiOl-l nobody told me that·! 
First be prod.uces the two finest ~rats in 
England and now hetsa geneticist! 

PAIiELA (VO) 1"3:1 oall him! 

SUTTON (Ve» W·ell good night children. 

THE CHILDREN make suitable good 
n night noises OVER. There is 

relative silence., 

PAMELA .is heard, off. 

Are you there, Normem? 

NORfIAN: I'm here. 

PAMELA (of£) Are you down in the lab Norman? 

NORl'1AN;· I:"m HERE! 

PAMELA (0££) Well,: 'Vlhere"shere for God's sake? 

PAMELA: 

PAMELA appe·ars •. 

Ohnow you haven't.got back in that 
bloodstained outf1t have. you? Why do 
.you alt'1aysmess things up? He··.·s aSking 



NORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

to see you-.... -

You've got, quite a flush. PO,toler means 
a lot to you doesn't it? It did ~lith 
Martin Fyffe I suppose ...... -you thought of 
all those provincial ,newspapers he owns---

Shut up! You alt-tays get me upset. 
If only you' ~10uldn ft use \'lords So t 

It":s beeause we"'re not agreed about 
anything ,that's all~ Like Dan Sutton'. 
I don'· t '-iant to see him. 

But why not? He was amazed to hear you 
wefea geneticist~ _ I, think he \'lants to 
give you a job! ,Didn't you hear Martin 
Fyffe say hoVl he had millions of dollars 
to hand ou~ .in research grants? Well 
\1hy shouldnt.t you have some of that? 

I sat-l Dan Sutton d.ownstairs~ He bristles 
with gold watches and wrist~ealendars and 
pocket compasses ....... to give his worms of 
ambition'Q gilt covering"--~lorms are what 
he means by soul. 

PAI1ELA (m$nace) Alid. what do :y;ou mean by soul? 

NOHNAN: ~qrms. But English ones. Not American. 
English \'lorms have'more tradition behind 
them. 

Oh,: youtrf) very funn;r aren't you? You 
love torturliuhg my hopes don't you? Like 
you do those dumb little creatures do\ro-
stairs in the basement t You use their 
love and their sorrows for your dirty little 
experiments, just like the nazis froze 
people half to death and tbengypsy Homen 
to sleep w1th them and wake them back to 
life again with love, just to see what 
deg~e,e centigrade .life. returned at, and 
it's Just the same ,what you .dO-...... l'lith them 
and with mel If .you can wa.tch an animal 
suffering every day, ,and plants tumours in 
them"and cut out their tfombs, you could 
do it to himan;beings too! 

NORr-1AN (gazing at her) You t're talking almost 

PA.t-l~LA; 

intellig«.7ntly. 

If people knew what you ~lere really like 
they'd put you in kennels with the dogs! 



NORMAN: Instead" they need me. Thatfs \1hy 
they place me higher than politicians 
and even industrialists. (Rising) 
OK, It'll as:k him tor ·a jQb! 

You couldntt--.you·d talk about your 
rats and never say a vlordabout the job·! 

NORMAN (as he leaves) Poor America! 

PAMELA: Why did you say that? 

But NORl1AN has gone. 

PAMELA takes up the drinks­
tray and is abou~ to take it 

out t~hen BUP'BnenMARTtIN I FYFFE comes 
in, almost colliding with her. 

FYFFE (urgently) What the hell does he have to 

/" 
PAMELA: 

FYFFE: 

dress like a butcher .fo·r? You remember 
my offer? (Trying to touoh her across 
the tray) Pamela! 

The anSl'ler J s no! 

You don't have to alter anything--~ju·st--­
well, you know the usu~ enjoyment we 
all-1ayS had, lfithout altering the bargain 
you see? I'm like a rock--you need 
that---an older man! You can get right 
tJ.'ttlay .from that butcher! You look so 
palel From Arthur too~--.from all this 
'tihining you have to do every day for 
pocket-money! 

PAMELA (trying to edge a\'1ay) 
\'lith you? 

What's the matter 
\, 

FYFFE: 

PAMELA: 

FYFFE: 

PAMELA: 

FYFFE: 

PAMELA: 

Did you get the fifty quid? 

I found it in my pursel 

I told your fatber all kinds of orap ....... 
I wa.nted to. cut my tongue out! If he 
knew I was in love-----! 

So what about the child? 

I told yout---Itllstart a d.a.mnedseandal 
if you like and involve my wife and then 
take the child---l 

You say itdamned soandal'--.you knO\'I· it 



FYFFE: 

makes you angry! 

What's the good of wracking somebody like 
Jean-~I mean, you dontt 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, dontt you see that? \fuen I turn my 
back they. get themselves s\-11ndled out of 
thousands! She'll sign achaque for 
fifty qUid to save herself a qalk---then 
spend three hours substituting sixty-watt 
bulbs for sev$nty-tive because it saves 
a penny a day! 

PAr-tELA (with a sigh, trying' to walk off) 
heard it all before! . 

Yes, I 1 ve 

FYFFE: 

He bars her way. 

Look, I ga.ve .. you an offer, damn you, a 
flat and an income in any' town you like; 
and a job ..... -top executive, you could 
easily handle it---and you look down your 
nose I Pamela-, Pamela (trying to embrace 
her)! 

In her struggle the tray falls 
and the glasses smash. 

PAtiELA (breaking :free) Normanl 'Norman! 

PAMELA runs out. 

FYFFE leaves hurriedly in the 
o opposite direction. 

PEGGY comes in 

PAR~Y NOISES andMUSIO OVER. 

PEGGY dashes in, chased by ARTHUR. 

PEGGY < stopping) What's that on the floor? (As 



ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEnGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

ARTHUR grabs hold or her roughly) 
There's been an accidentl 

I don"t give a damn about accidentsl 
I t'1ant an answer to my question! 

You're hurting mel You've gone madt 

AnS\01er that bloody question! 

I don't know what you're talking aboutl 

You \llent to the States in the Queen f'Iary" 
didn't you, in 1938?That·'s ~lhat you 
told Dan Sutton just now", isn:':t it? 

You"ve spoiled my dress.. How ~lill you 
let m€ go? It'va got such a headache! 

:Did you go to the States . in .• 381 

I":ll scream---I'11 call for 11artin Fyffe! 

You bloody slut., you 'va called for him 
enough---thatta his child----you swine! 

Arthurl 
Arthur! 

(Diving for the intercom chest) 

They scramble with each other. 
He is trying to prev~nt her 
putting it on to relay. 

PAMELA dashes in. 

What are you doing? Leavo har alone! 

That's right---you take her part! It's 
like you, isn"t it? You 'va got his face, 
you bitch, you've got his sort of buncbed­
up ayes 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---(pul1ing 
PAMELA· s hair) t 

PAMELA (struggling) Leave my hair alone! 

PEGGY: 

NANCY (VO) 

Arthurl 

I.sGverything all right, mum? 
afraid you;'ll wake tern up! 



PEGGY (rushing to the ch.es~t;) Yes" yes" it·s all 
rieht, \1e t ra playing a game, noW' go back 
to bed--.... t 

NANACY ( VO) I ·'m mixing c1rinlts in the Iti tchen mum .. 

PEGGY,: 

ARTHUR:' 

proGY: 

PAr1ELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR;, 

PAMELA: 

PEGGY,:, ' 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

Well go on mixingl' (Sv1i:tehes out) 
Thank God he didntt hear I ....... 
\\!'ho"s he? l1hich of the men---the one 
you"ve been opening your heart to down­
stairs" about a trip to the States in 
1938, '"lhich you nc,'er told me. about in 
all the twenty-e:;"ght yeal.'\s ''Ie' 'Ie been 
together, or'theone you opened your 
legs to, . old corn-on-the-cob? 

Don't let him Pamela! 

You pulled my hair! 

Dam~ ,your hair! 

And damn you too! 
father! 

You'fra not my 

I 101ot1 I't'm not---I t,ouldn.'it l'1ant po , 
be--you're a 10\"1, betraying t1hore and 
you"re married to a rat-catchert 

You---t 

He's drunk! You can see it! 

Get, out! Go on, get out! 

Get out of my own house? I'll see 
you damned firs't, you breeder of 
bastards! 

PmGY (to ARTHUR) Don't you realise shats four 

ARTHUR; 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

months gone? 

PAl'lELA is about to fall. 

Oh God! 

He manages to catch her and 
they they half lay her on the chsst 

as best they can. 

Get some brandy! 

Whe~e is it? 



PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY: 

PAMELA: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: . 

PAf1ELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAI1ELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAMELA; 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY:. 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

Well,' where do you.think---? 

She kicks a bottle towards him." 

No bloody glasses·! 

He goes out in seru;ch of glasses. 

I~11 go away! If've got! the money! 
I'll take a degree in philosophyl I"ve 
always wanted tot 

He pul~~d my hair! 

Oh stopcQmppiulullhgg t about your hair! 
It's good for therootsl 

ARTHUR returns. 

Here! , (pouring a glass) , It"s Dan 
Sutton "S glass--I just grabbed, it--­
he thought it waS ~ome kind of spoof! 

Be offers the glass to PANELA. 

I dontt ne~d it. 

Come on! 

No! -. 

Oh Christ haven't you got a little· bit of 
magnanimity---what an awful familyl---I 
mean, what <10 you think mz feelings are? 

I don't want it! 

Drink it and. let'shave some quietI 

PAMELA drinks. 

Dan Sutton said 'Sounds like a.dance going 
on upstairsl ,. I nearlysaidtYes, dance 
of deathl" 

You started 1t! 

Did 11 I think you started it in 1938, 
on the Queen Maryl 

Ob, for Gocl's sake stop talking about 
queens' all the time! I don't knO't;1 what 
youtre sayingl 

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



PEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

didntt you? I see what you mean now. 

I wish I did! -
You mean Martin Fyffe, dontt you? 

l1/hat I mean is my own business & my ot.;n 
ilDllpppiness! Sometimes I'm seared to 
wake up in the morning, I keep my eyes , 
closed. Especially with her ~n the bed. 
SIle dOGsn t't wake up like anybody else, 
she jump~. That's because she doesn't 
know what the day·s going to hold tor 
her t ~he doesntt knO~l what debt she" s 
going to find herself in, for an act 
she .forgot long agol She doesntt 
remembar a thing she does! 

Itm not in debt! 

PAt-lELA (still to ARTHUR) ·r t~aS born in January 1939. 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

PArlELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAr1ELAt 

ARTHUR: 

PAIiELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PAMELA: 

ARTHUR: 

PMmLA: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

She went on the Queen Mary in April 1938. 

If' Only I knew what youbwere saying t you 
poor devil. 

And what did she do? 

\'ie weren't married then. 

ShetlJaS married to my fa.ther. 

He l1asn'" ton the boat. 

Who t~as, then? Don tt say it t Don It 
say it! (throws her brandy in his face) 

You £ool---you c'ould blind me! 1tll 
say it! 

Shut upl rqo t no! Shut upl 

Of eourse.-~good Godl---you know what 
you 'va done nO\4" don't you?---you ·ve--I 

Norman I I want Norman I Norman! 

Don't scream, for God·s sake l' 

Pamela! 

Norman! 

Normanl 



ARTHUR (to PEGGY). I shouldn't have talked to you 
in Martin Fyffe'sottice in 1939~--1939! 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAU: 

pmGY: 

PAMELA: 

NOmlAN: 

ARTHUR: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY,: 

PMlELA; 

NORMAN: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

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

What's the trouble? 

Take me a\1Tayl Take me at-Jay from these 
people I . 

What "is it? 

Arthur, get me a drink. 

He ,pulled my hair. 

What for? 

Oh, there \'JQ8: a bu;st~up., 

Take me somewhere else" another house! 

I could bear you from downstairs. So 
coUld Dan Sutton. He, thought it was a 
dance. 

Get me a drink t 

Oh ,_ stop saying that!-

\Vell., ,fj~t, me onel I· m dying! 

I feel Sick. 

You·d better' get to bed. Come on. 
,My God what a family! 

IifORl1AN takes PAMELA out as ARTHUR 
kneels to pour a drink for l?EGGY. 

,~ -

I remember :standing. in that office-~he 
talked about you ...... altfays did-~-ina very 
objective way. As, if Y,OU were potty. 
Which I suppose you are. Here (banding 
her the drink). 

You know ahe ;;'11 probably lose that child, 
atter yoU mauling her about, don't you? 
We"re lea:~ing, Pamela and I. Itm going 
to study philosophy. X hope you know 
that. 

Wouldn tt it be better if she d.id lose it? 



PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR; 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PIDGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

I want mygrandch11d! 

What a fool you are. 

Is it unnatural to Hant one's grandchilld 
then? 

Put tl'10 8."1d tvlO together for Christ sake t 

And I Qall teil you something else: llhile 
you \'lere chasing me _ round the house your 
scn-in .. law \AISS getting in thick tlith Dan 
Sutton~ Well ~ I suppose \1e' shall hear 
later what the subject lias. But if he 
ruins your standing over there it's 
going to put you back by a few hundred 
thousand, nnd then you'll need met ~ 
accountts still gQodt . , 

Y-ou dontt seem to remember It'IC t Ve got a 
joint, aocount. 

Nothing was signe4. 

You siogned it nta part;v, to ShOt1 oft, _ 
and you ro~()t ,it at once. _ r1artin F~ffe-­
he's P.amela~s .father, ien't he? _ Don"t 
stare '~t Clein~c that, He is" isntt he? 

I think \lIe should sleep separately .from 
no't'1 on. 

You \'Zero on tho Queen tlary \~ith t1artin 
Fyffe.: You went across to the States 
together. You told Dan SUtton you were 
on tho Queen Ma...-;y- and I happened to remem­
ber that Martin Fyft~ was too. I was 
nearly his best :rriend at that time .. , 

He works so h84~ tor you. 

He probably piti'6S me. In faot I oan 
see nOl-1--80 often, his eyes---the way 
they flicker at me---with pity, you 'seel 
ProbablyI- You were gotting a divorce 
at that time, fztom somebody else.,._~ 

I am divorced, yes., I've alt~ays been 
~ery frank about that. Harley ~ohnSon 
was a good man. But he was no husband. 
He was married to hie supermarkets. 

Oh. do' ,shut up. 



P$GY; 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY·; 

ARTHUR; 

PEGGY: . 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY-: 

ARTHTJR:: 

As I say, we sh<?uidn't sleep together. , 
It that"s _how you fael. that I jU1.!1p awake! 
I never Itnew I ;jumpedl -

tihatdo you think of' me? What am I., 
Peggy? Tell me-that. What am I for 
you? 

pmG¥ gazes at him for some time. 
seemingatot-llb~ing him into focus 

al alo\11y, as if he had temporarily 
been a stranger to ber. 

youtre· someone- I love. 

Just someone~ 

My first husband. You see, the life I -
had before't "ith a man who "tae no husband, 
ltd likc-to cancel out ....... I·V'e often told 
you that~~you've such a stylish waybo£ 
dOing thing$~-yout're so di££erent from 
the other one-~~t 

WQich other one? 

L-et··-s ·leave the party to look af&ter 
itself~ 'like w~ alway·s used-to. Do you 
remember, 110 often did that t in the old 
days~ laf-t a.party in full swing and locked 
the bedroom door? 

\'1e ne-verd1d. 

PEGGY:· . Let them' look a.f'ter themselves,- we ·said. 

·ARTHUR . (\ilith enormous' fatigue) Well, it happened 
once. 

PEGGY: Shall t"Je? 

They leave. 

ARTHUR: Does that lock l'lork., by the way? 



AR~BUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUlt: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

liFlFEE1 

ARTHUR: 

'l'.w.O 
J .J 

6· • 

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

rlARTIr~ FYFFE is t-taiting impatient. 
1y in his outdoor clothes,. l~alk­
ing up and dOl"n. 

ARTHUR comes in. 

Have you been here long? 

tJhy~anything unusual? I·tve been 
coming at this. hour every morning for 
the beBtpart of' ten years.· 

I thought· ....... 

What the hell'·s the matter ~lith you? 

Lfr~a drink? 

At this hour? . Stop staring at me like 
that for God1 s sake. 

nalley"S gone. 

To hell with Nancy. You;'ve got 'tforse 
things to tc\forry about, believe me. 

You·re not going to frighten mO,are you? 
I"'ve had enough blol'lS on the baok of the. 
neck ... --I f·eel like: a rabbl.t-.-....but Ididntt 



~ ... - .' "" . 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR:. 

FYFFE: 

AR. 
mtrrYn .... 

.:J,,;Il.UL\I!' 

FYFFE:· 

AR'2BUR; 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

ARTHUR:·. 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR:· 

FYFFE: 

ARTBtJR: 

FYFFE: 

diet· I wish to Goa. I could.. What 
a ghast11 epoch to live in. . Do you. r.emem­
ber that feeling we had about a year after 
the "1ar w'as over, that it hadnft been any 
use? At first when peace oame:Lt seemed 
like going back to the old. t'1orld, \'fhere 
every man·"s life tfaS his .ol'm. Then after 
about a year it started. davming on us: the 
tfJ'ar hadn",t been any use. 

YoUr son~:Ln~le:t'r t;g~S t1ith Dan SUtton today. 

What? 

You·tr~ Jumpy-

\{hat do you mean---with him today? . He 
·can"t have beenl He broke camp 'again. 
Yosterday. morning., He disappeared. His 
rats are dying o.f'atarvation. And Pam··s 
gone too. 

What? 

Your turn to, be jUmpy! 

What about it? 

Why be jumpy about that? 

Is that tthat's at the back of ,your mind all 
the time? You eantt prove it's my child-...... 
that'$ only her conjecture ........ 

Hothingt·s at the back of my mind! 

Don't shout.· And calm dOlm. 

You can talk. You ':re, s'>tGating under the 
collar~. 

Well, wh$re is she? 

I don't ~O\\lt 

You must! 

She \'1ent ,d th Norman. 

'\1e11, why didntt you say so? They-went 
to tOtro, I suppose. Lunohed with Dan 
sutton~ probably. Ha··s landed himself 
a job in the States. 



ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR; 

FYFFE: 

AR'l'BUT: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE; 

AR!fHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTmJR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

Wbat ......... my son-in-law? 

Be 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. 

Pamela? 

t'lell. she is your daughte~, isn'ttshe? 
God am I ted up with this hOusel 
You~:re getting just like Peggy-.... 
mindts 'allover the shopt 

I"va had some shocks , that t s, why., 

Well, listen to aoother one. The Dow 
Jones average is ,dotm by several points. 
There·s no buying~ Blue Ohips, are dOtm 
by ten percent---next, week it might be 
twen~. Are you listening? 

Yesl Yes!, 

OIl, come on, man~tbmsconeerns you--­
what do you' think Itm here for? You 
might not have this house next week. 

Why not? 

\fell. 'tvbere are ,.our assets? They"re 
not over here t , are they? Well. 1'lhat. 
happens 'on Wall Street happens to ~I 

Are mine all right? 

Yours. yoursl I'm talking about the 
state of the market. El'sm the gilt-
edged stuff ien,lt iimmune. lHl·Dotllle 
wau.do\amyJsterday by five and three­
quarters., General Electric by three., 
We can' tsell : lIe don't want to buy. 
Nobody does.. So we"re stuck. If 
you·'re thinking of pulling out, of the, 
~ericandeal you can·t~ On the other 
hand, \-:11·1 it get wors~? 

Be"~sgiv1ng NQrttlan Pi.llinger a job? 

Be saw tbe chap"'s a born scientist in the 
first £iveminutesl Why the hell did you 
let him loose on that party? 



ARTHUR: l'lho? 

FYFFE: J?illiese,r! ril11nf?:ierl 

ARTHUR~ t*1hy not? ~1h:r should,ntt he get 'a jOb? 

FYFFE (spelling it out) Because he &light blows 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR; 

FYFFE: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

DEFEE 

ARTllUR:1 

FYFFE: 

gasket One', day and leak a lot ofstuft 
in Sutton"s ears'----1,tOu knOli t'1hat a 
presbjTterian he thi.nkS he i~~his 
d1rt~s OK but no~ anybody elso t8r 
Listen Arthur he'll. be over there in 
Dan Suttont;s company all day ....... :-ha"ll 
know all there is to knovl about your 
affairs and mine t ' 

You,fl."e, f'rightE1ned.. for yourself. 

I·c 'Ylasn"t my fault-I never thought it 
could happen~turned fi£ty---you dontt 
fall in love at that age" not a hard 
bastard like met 

That:"s nOl1f) oi7my business .... --·! 

Yes:j you've always kept your hands nice 
and clean! 

Ito in the middle of dirt, always! 

And if my affairs are notbil1g to do with 
you. your blasted shares are nothing to do 
~lith mel But Ilm t,elling you thi.s .... 
you,t d better' keep that daughter of yours 
over !lare by-hook or by c:rool~or 1"11 
ditch you and no mistake,! 

·Ditch·'? 

There, thatt,s t'lhat it feels like ,..,hen 
peopi'e tell you your whole life t',s none 
of their business'! I tell you Ifm 1hn 
lova \1ith ,that girJ ........... I·m si.ck" w;th it­
it-'s got inside, my brain~ ..... I canlt think 
'of anyth,ing else t And by. God she f s 
going to stay over here" \1i th mel 

\ 

I don':'t mind being ditchc;}d because I 
can ~ t fail any further than you'·va 
landed ma al;t!eadyI: 

lIve land.ed youl I come here tos'ave 
your lite and you say that!' 



ARTHUR: 

FYFFE~ 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

AR~R: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR:· 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE:· 

You know damned well.~ 

What---? Say it! 

I dontt know. 

I told you before, I cantt help "lhat 
happened. It was something I oould never 
have predicted, or t-Jished for, or thought 
the smallest possibility. in a million 
years'~r·. 

Yes. 

You -aren"t crying? 

NO. I 

I kno\<l. itis rough. 

Get on about the shares. 

I just came to tel.l you, you·ll have to 
sell 'up this house. 

Sell it uP~ You must be mad! 

Take it or leave it Arbhur. You knOt'1 
my . advice has always worked but. The 
money tied up in this house happens to be 
all you·ve got on this side of the water. 
And it's produCing .nothing,.ArtJstuu've got 
to have'Q source 'of income. apart from 
whatts across the water.' It might turn 
out all' right over there, but I don"t 
like it. Of courseSutton1;s connected 
with Defence and. all that, but itt·s a. 
situation you can ·t~ .. predict beyond the 
~ext hour.. ,And I'm thinking of Peggy 
too. 

Without money she'd go off her head. 

And you?' 

Oh or c'ourse ....... I take that tor granted. 

Anyt.iay, you~ve got my advice. You spent 
your entlreEng11sh tortune on thiS'white 
elephant and ~ou know what I.thiwt about 
'that. It's more like a faotory. exoept 
that i.t produces no commodlties~Of 
course it might convert very ~lell into 
officea---thetret's y'0ur ohanoe. You 've 



ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTFfUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

got about fifteen ba'thrOoms in this 
pla.ce, to take care. of Peggyts thing 
about armpits. 

011 shut up. 

~lell t~hat else are they for? I've 
never seen so many ba'throoms in my litel 

Be have a lot of guests. 

But they don'-t all go to the bathroom 
at once! 

It was her idea---oh 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.so. 

Bu·t you don't J;..now:. 

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. You'll have to close up if t'le cant, 
give it a blood transfusion pretty quick. 

All right, I*11 sall. 
'Ma.rtin? 

But how can I 

Just sall. it, man'. Hand me the deeds 
and I t11 see what I can do. Are you 
going to live in a bloody quagmire all 
your life than, slipping further dndn 
every day,. with the woman you love leading 
the way? Your affairs give me a headache! 

FYFFE leaves. 

PEGGY appears. 

What wastthat about Norman? 

For God's sakei---you frightened me out 
9£ my wi-ts!. '. were .. you listening on tbe---? 
\Hurrying to the ch~st and peer~ng in) 
~bafio, why do I always leave it on relay? 

You had too much breakfast---I saw you eat 
three fresh ro~ls and take the egg meant 



ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

A.R'.rHUR: 

PEGGY: . 

PEGGY; 

ART1mR: 

P.OOGY:' 

AR'rHURt 

PEGGY:. 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

PEGGY: 

tor Barry-~you know what over-eating 
does to you---,! l'1stened in because I 
thought you might lose the, ~hread. 

Oh, do .,go away .• 

I,'S,~d, i,t, waUl, d, happen'. I~ you a.sked ~im 
to $ party ..... 

It was,your ideal 
iisn.'t he·? 

And, he' is r/r3 son--in-.;.lavl ..... 
Dan Sutton haSntt: called U$ as· he usually 
doetJ., 

He has no reason to. 

He always thanks' you for a partY', like 
eloclttl0:rk, tt~O I da;y~ after., 

Hets g±venmy' son .. 1n-law a job. Be 
probabl~ tbinlts I'm pleaeed. 

. I 

Well,. so you ~e. But it,,·:s the idea ot ...... , 
I . don't knQw~a, snake \'Ieaving i teelt . into 
your l1fe,. behind ,your back--.-

t?h t to bel~ t1itb your snakes! tou'iva h~d 
them on the brain ever since you got, that 
idlCJtic lavatory chain shaped liltea cobra. 

He could e~e us out ·ot the· firm---

\fuatt take our ahares aW9.-y1 ltd. like to 
see h:i:.mt I 

He could eat I away atoui' reputation bit by 
bit. like' a snake devouring something too 
big tor its. gullet but it can't stop. 
Iiartin's afraid too. It. isn't sensible 
perhaps to be atraid, but strange things 
happen i,n this ~lorld"""'hemight beoome a 
very pot1.erful man. Just a ,talord to Dan 
Sutton at the, right moment might persuade 
him tha.t you and I are nothing •. 

We,":r.e ~l nothing .• 

Don-t saythat.~ 

You eoUln have kept him away from· the party 
eas11yenough~-you have your ·methods. 

I have no methods. 



ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

P.EGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PBlGY: 

ARTHUR: 

~"l.yfila:y, we· I~e sulik. 

I can't stand this house sometimes~ 

That·'s right ..... -youtake fiVE) years to 
build it~ put in God knows how many 
bathrooms, and spend olose on a hundred 
and fifty thousand quid .... _ .... l 

I spent fi£tyl 

You don,tt know l\lhgj; you spent! You think 
you spent ti.fty,you .think" thi~----tliat' s 
all there is in this bouse. yourthoufhts• 
You try to make your life a aafe shel, 
and you succeed so miserably., You're 
such a frail little creature, a.nd your 
frail, rrig~'~elled little half--thoughts 
go round and round ,the house all day. 
You seem so much bigger most of the timef 
in your funny shell. , ,But then when we're 
toge.6tiher anq. everybody"s gone you hardly 
seom there at a.ll" I j'ust get your funny 
little thoughts li'ke tiokles allover my 
skin ••• 

Donctt say that. 

tou'fre such So frail little sprite. 

PEGGY (as if to herself) Hot baths take the top fat 
off, tha.t's w'hy. 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY: 

ARTHUR: 

, A desperate silence. 

You hoard what he said about selling the 
hous(3? 

Yes. 

And you·ve no regrets? You·ve tforked 
like a black for five years getting every 
damn-fool devioe in the world---and now 
you don't mind if l'1e ,.,allt out of all these 
sliding doors that jam, and the' plateglass 
windot"ls, -chat all1ays mist over because they're 
supposed; not to, rl11d the three sets of 
lights in every room for reading, talking 
and eating, except that they fuse each 
other.,--ha,ra I stood these crises every 
day tor :t,'ive years" over light~bulbsand 
locks and buttons and wires, for nothing? 
Just to keep your'frail little mind from 
going into a Spin; trlhich it ~louldn't 
come out of, because you're mad! 



PmGY: 

ARTHUR:. 

PEGG' . y.: 
. ..' 

What? 

But t~is is· 'your mirror, the house. 
It's mine. too.' nO'O'1. EVery time I· look 
it i~ ,the face I see me---in the settee 
dO\,lftstairsbuil t not to look like a settee 
but a big blaclc leatber bath, andtthe 
table·that oomesout of th~.floor. though 
only whenNoti don't expeot itt and the 
drinks' that PQur.themselves from the side ... 
bo~a automat1callyespecially when there 
are 110 glasses ready ....... it··s my Olm lace. 
ridiculous and rather puzzled. Diu you. 
hear what he, said about the shares?' . 
TheY'migbt be paper tomorrow. 

We could live in hotels for a bit, on 
the money... Rent a house by the sea. 
But Pamala:'s going. to ory ber eyes out 
when she Imo\1s~she's so· attached to 
this house---.· 

PAMELA (VO) t,lumm.· y"at-e you in? We1ve just got 
back I 

, 
PEGGY (t9'hisper) 'AnSwer i t·t 

AR~HUR: (\1hieper) You,. 

ARTHUR: 

Weld. batter. go and sse Martin Fytfe. 
She'd only try to stop us! 

Let"ls go 'the back way...-....sssh·t 

. ~hey tiptoe out. 
PAftELA (VO)flummy? Are you upstairs? Mummy I 

PAr-tELA: 

Silence,. 

PAr1ELA coines in, ~1ith NORIiAN' 
behind,ht}r. They are in out­
dpor clothes. 

I could swear I heard them. Ana lean 
smell her Madame Rochas. '.' 

NORMAN (looking round) FUnny, it feeis empty, as 
if they,t'd sold it. Ohildren not'bei~ 
here. I' supp~se. 

PAI1ELA: Naney'·s gone. The eupboard~'s empty in 



NORr1AN: 

PAMEtaA: 

NORt.,AN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA: 

NORMAN: 

her room. I don it knO~l why 'tfe had to 
come baok. It w~ssueh a nice hotel. 

Itm not blowing all the money before my 
contract"s confirmed, thatt:s why. 

There'S a safe streak in you. isn't there? 
You laugh a.t your sister tor being suburban 
and joining a tennis club, but you Ire the 
same underneath. 

About money, perhaps~ 

That means about everything. 

'Since Dan Sutton turned to me and said, 
"I'll have your air ticket sent via the 
embas$yt~ I teel l.ess ...... spontaneous. I 
used. to be scared the whole time, the tips 
of m.y fingers used to tremble in case CI 
lost my job or your tather threw me out 
or gave me a Sharp look. It seems silly 
not.,. I'lm safe, and. bored. 

I suppose that"s t'1hy we' CaDle back. to get 
the scent ot battle again. 

You"re a different woman. 40 you. ]mOil that? 
I've been marvelling$t you all day. And 
you know Ttlhat makes the d1tference? You·tre 
married to. a man t~ith a job. . And it isn"t 
any . job either. By God,: I played that 
hand vlelllI dontt know What put it ,into 
my head,. that night of the party---it was 
probably you~ I suddenly said to myself t 
'Play tboir game, put yourself on their 
level t and they'll buy you at. their price ' •• 
And that's. what they did. In ttfO minutes 
I W8$ showing Sutton round the basement. 
d.emonstrating my 'smog rats and magnetic­
storms eage, be was astonished, I could see 
the a'stonisbment explodmnglUl1vGl1er hi~ 
face. A new idea ~aa twitching its way 
through him, I followed it quite calmly, 
because I was actually iutti~it. there. 
The naif idea said" "So ~his 1. cutlass ' s 
son .... in-law, no wonder he"s kept him in 
hiding" he, ~1a.S afraid ltd buy bim and ship 
him off to, the States, which is precisely 
~lhat I'm~oing to do'. You. see, Pam, 
one doel;lnt st~le to get to the top of 
the stairs. onSJUst walks up! Until that 
moment It'd been sitting, belowstaira like 
a valet. I thought they had a power of 



l' ",,-- \ .' 

PAMELA: 

NOn,."1AN: 

PM1ELA: 

NORMAN: 

PAt1nAl, 

NORMAN: 

threat over me" so they did have. And 
then all of a sudden I \falkad up the staris, 
and there I t"as t And here I am! And 
you'.re bracing yourself to be my wife, 
at the topf of the stairs. But why are 
you coming to the States. Pamela? 

BecauSe I can-tt stand it here. 

Suddenly? You alt1ays loved this house. 

ltd like to get away. 

, To a sort ot compound? where the ~lives 
. ai t around intriguing? guards on the 

dOOf, almost? 

~hat's only :yo~r guess. 

Dan Sutton" s wife thrS\1 herself in the looal 
river. ll..nd. you Sal:l his children! They've 
got every sort of automatic and dagger and 
cap ammunition and instrument of torture 
done up in,plastic---scalping tools from 
Iiexieo,lrlith di-ied' blood on them~they 
play at disem~owelling---gouging out eyes-­
they have ferocious: little tanks \,lith red 
gleaming eyes that shoot out tlamas---they 
burn their plastic: soldiers with them, 
and these-soldiers are made specially com­
bustible t , Do you ~lant youl'children to 
grow up like that? 

I 

MARTlfl FlIFFEi s voioe is haaed over 
the:intercom: Pamela, Pamela! 
,are YOU mi1the nouse'l Pamela.! 

PAMELA (in a uhisper) I oan't face him! 

NOHr-1A.N; 

FYFFE (VO) 

Who is it? 

Pam! Can I see you? 
vIera he;-e. Pam'! 

liQBMAN: ,What's the matter? 

FYFFE eVO) Pam! 

NORMAN: 1"11 tidy up the rats. 

PAMELA: Donit leave me! 

Peggy said you 

NeImAN: For God"s sake don,it be a hypocritet 
It"'s your lover, \-Ioman. do you thinlc I'm 



PAr1ELA: 

PAMELA: 

FYFFE: 

small enough to resent that? 

NOm~ throws her orfand marches 
out. 

MARTIN FYFFE appears, out of 
breath. 

Plea.se go atfay" 

Z.fve j~st seen your parents., Listen ... 
Ifm buying this house--~they"re selling 
up ....... \ 

What? 
, , 

I'll put you back here like a queen-.-
I lciOt"l you ,19V~ this plaoe--....you can 
have it alll Itll get Nancy back--­
I"ve got m~Qh better maids in mind-­
'even, a housekeep(;)r. 'You can let out a 
t'ling i1' you "1ant 'to-I'll look after the 
rates and ta~es~~ 

PAMELA (backing ip)" You"re madl 

FYFFE:: 

PAMELA: 

FYF1!'E: 

PAl~A: 

FYFFE: 

PM-lELA: 

FYFFE: 

PAMELA: 

It's never happened to me before---
don't tell. anybody for Christ sake,. 'not 
even your huSband---Ifm paying an enormous 
sum---they'·re asking a staggering pl.-ice! ' 

But it's mad! they cantt sell it to you! 

I've be'en st1eating all theway---talking 
tomyselt ........ I ha.d 'to: do it, that's t~e 
madness ,01" .~t~r only ,11$Ve to ,pa.ssy~u 
and catch your smell and I go giddy---
I dontt care it ;You never see m'e while 

.. you':re living here~--I*'ll Sign itovar to 
you-..... ltve never done anything so crazy 
in, my life but dOIltt ~o awa;.y_\'1ith himl 
He'J'e going at1ay, isn i 'the1 He's going to 
'the St?-tes? 

Don't touch me! 

Be'is" isn:'t he? 

Yes~ 

Doil'·tgot'lith him" Pam .. please! 

K~ep awayl Keep: alrlay!, 



FYFFE.: 

PMmLA: 

PAMELA~ 

FYFFE: 

PANELA: 

FY:E'j'S: 

,PAMEUA: 

FYFFE: 

PAIlJELA: 

'He's in the house. isn't heS You"ve 
just come back from to~you. sa\\T Dan 
Sutton ....... he phoned me and asked me for 
's testimoni~ for Norman---I gave him one---­
Isaid;he couldn't have a bettor man--­
Norman's thtfarted in this countryIsaid--~ 
Normant'll give you the finest work you've 
'ever seen .... -beeauae I want him to leave ...... · 
I can'tt stand hinlsny more---I t10n tt have 
him near, you I 

Go awayno~I .......... betore .itta too late ...... het:ll 
oome ....... please! 

Be"11 give you' a hell of a life, out theret 
He· really- t~111'1 He doesn it knOlt hot? to 
lO'ok atter a tioman. He doesn·-t even. have 
the, sex. You told me that.yourselfl 

! 

Please! 

Be:'ll not be good, for the children! You 
don'tt t1ant to go-... you knOt-l youdon·t't--­
not with my child inside you! (Making he~ 
face him) Tell me why you want to go! 

Beoause~'t 

I~,vespf)nt ~ fortuna on you, I. seiee4dilold 
oS those. bloody deeds, Itol.d them I had , 
a rich buyer ~lho wanted. to remain ano~ousl 
You ·can have' the child bere Pam! You can 
put 'mine with·his~theyfll. be happp' ....... 
you can"t talce )m~.child to the· Sta.test 
I:llldivorcel :rtl1, do \'1hatever: you li~al 

Don"'t yousee~ Donft you see---you't:re my 
rather! You '~e' my father'!' Oh for God "s 
salta, gOt go;o please! : Let me diel 

: I 

Your---l 

Let media! Norman" Norman I 

PAMELA rushes out. 

FYFFE collapses on to the chest. ' 

FYFFE (trying to call for help) ,Pilling'srt Pillingerl 

NOmlAN enters, in his: bloodstained 
surgical surgical coat again. He tears 

open FYFFE's shirt., llle still 
hear PAMELA calling out, oft. 



, 

ARTHUR: 

NOBMANI 

ARTHUR: 

ARTHUR and PFllGY dash in. 

What happened? 

He fainted. 

Martini 

FYFFE (looking up at ARTHUR, hardly able to speak) 
Ran all the way~~-broke the news--~good 
sale ........ to -Pam. -Ticker, I suppose. 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE:, 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE: 

ARTHUR: 

FYFFE; 

Any pain? 

No. 

Sight all right? 

Yes. 

f10ve your limbs? 

Think so. 

PEGG~ (to FYFFE) \1hy should that interest Pame1a? 

ARTHUR:, 

PmGY: 

Letts get him to a bed. 

ARTHUR helps NORMAN in the work 
of oarrying FYFFE out. 

PEGGY goes to the chest and adjusts 
the switches inside. 

Pamela. are you in? 

ARTHUR returns. 

PEGGY (cont.) That was heart failure. 

ARTHUR: Cock---he f'aintedt~ thatt's all. 
for the brandy. 

1"m looking 

nmGY: He '-s not on our side any more---you realise 
that? 

ARTHUR (stopping) trlhat do you mean? 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

He doesn'lt want Pam to go to the 6tates--­
and ~le do. 

Well? What are you looking so alarmed 
about? 



PmGY:1 

ARTHUR: ' 

PmGY;, 

ARTHUR: 

pmGYs 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY:', 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY: 

ARTHUR: 

PmGYa 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY:, 

ARTHUR: 

PmGY:1 

ARTHUR: 

We've sold this house haven't we? .. -. 
theret,s p~enty of money---so we're free 
of him'! 

Who? 

Fyffe! ' Martin Fyffe t He' s hardly our 
trustee at\Y more. except for a fet-l govern­
ment, bonds. The Arabs say a friend's 
tforth a thousand enemies if he turns the 
wrong way. That '11 make ttl0 thousand, 
tlith Norman., And if we're going to buy 
more shares in tbepaarmaceutieal businesa-

ttJho said we are? 

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

Borman hasntt got any shares. 

But he's got D~n Sutton's earl 

Got his ear? What are you talking about? 

Oh it means he'll always be with him---! 
If we put this money we've got from the 
house into the firm we'll have a thirty 
pereent interest, second only to Dan 
Sutton's. 

You"va worked all this out? . 

YesJ~ 

But we ought to be buying real estate at 
a tim's like this ....... instead of which we've 
just sold it! And then the Dow Jones 
average is all ove'r the ,shop---you can't 
rely on the market, any more~--

An4 Dan Sutton might need your help_ 

What as? 

'Well" on the board, as a director. 

But the tirm ·~s in the States! 

Oh don:'t be sillyl 
States! 

What? 

We"re going to the 



P:tnGYi 

PmGY: 

ARTHURi 

pmGY:. 

ARTHUR: 

PEGGY; 

PmGYt 

ARTHUR: 

\,e11 suppose liorman took it into his 
head to manoeuvre us out ·of the firm? 
Oh don·tt keep star;ng at me in that 
idiotic \f~ylDon 't you see we've got 
to look atterourselves ...... -see, to the 
future? 

J3ut Dan Sutton's a friend ot mine ........ 

Safs liven Normans dobt Is Noman a 
rrien~·oiyours? . 'And if ,~e"re going to 
be po·or \1e'cl better find some t1ork. . 
'!texas is a lovely ,state...--Dan always' 
said we should settle there---

It "8 true---he always did ••• 
• 1 e 

t4hY,not phone, hi~ tonight? 

I'll do better than that. I"ll drive to 
town an4 give him lunch,. see ~what he says. 

You sti'll look doubtful., 

I am. But I can try my hand. It:'11 be 
a r~lie£ not facing Martin Fyffe every day. 
But then of oourse I:tll have to face ,Norman 
every day. I wish every face didn't 
flash me some ghastly me.seage I 

Witha'big·inoome be too might ehange4i!' 

Yes'~ And thingslo·okmore objective in 
the. States.. Even he might look sane .. 
You get some good ideas. I have to band 
it to you there. 

ARTHUR leaves. 

pm<}y: Give him all the best from me!· 

ARTHUR (off) Give t1ho? 

pmGY (impatient) D$ll SUtton! 



PEGGY: . 

The cloth of gold is present on 
the chest again. 

PAMELA is sitting ,on the ebQst, 
and PEGGY is do~ng her hair tor 
hero, expertly.e. 

We have a destiny in the States, that's 
\,lhat Dan .Suttonsaid. We. oan't stay 
here .grovelling any more, and paying taxes 
tor it. tiJe were brought up~at least I 
was ...... to ,expect a litt;te power, and thet-e 
w'e' can havEl it ... we shall. have the entire 
fourteenth.fioor of oneot the highest 
buildings in Dallas to ourselves, instead 
of being cooped up here among a lot of 
people \fho give you a nasty glance every 
time you .take the car out., ttust be'c'ause 
itts a little longer than most~ 

! • 

PMiELA .(alm ost, to herself) 
moat. 

Itt.s t1'11ce as long as 
, . 

PEnGY.:: When ~le ·arrive we shall go straight t.o the 
showrooms and buy a Buiok tor· the whole 
'family, one of' those w:bere. theenglnet·s 
as big as a double bed t and we shall _do a 
tour ot the state of Texas,: all of us 
toge.ther •. and youtll .enjoy i.t too, because 
you'll .be in a ne't'l t'10rld, you~'ve never 
known it before, ·so I can tell you, they 
don~·t oall it ne\,l tor nothing... And really 
I-tartin Fyffe, ga.ve \is all thiS. younknow. 
He al~layS. felt we didn't belong her&----
he,- couldn·ttbear to eee us ....... ! think these 
t'fare his Olm llordS ....... erouehing dO\1n. to 
get in every doorway, . like 1Ile do in England. 
He wanted to see tbedoors built to our 
Size. 4nd in the -state of Texas they are! 
t'lhan, he .advised us. to sell thi·s house, 
it was· .an. act of God, Martin was beyond 
himself,. like; a bearded prophet out of the 
Bible-, a light seemed to shine- out of his 
hair, we rushed to the real estate offioe, 
and he: met us there, another cmincidenee 
worked by God---and he told us at once, 



P:ex;GY: 

-x have a buyer".. And the buyer met 
our prie'<iiJ'~ Iiar'tin s~gned ,on behalf' of 
this mysterious 'bUyer ...... whom we still don't 
!mow to ,this day,that's another Biblical 
feat-ure, 11ke the unknO\1rl'pilgrim who calle 
in the night and bestows ,happiness and is 
gone in the mo~ning. 'I"m sura that',s "hy 
dear Martin bad 3, heart attack. working so 
hardior us~it, t'las thE? same ,de3". you 
:oonl~b,er,. And, all that money bae made a 
,ne\1J life ,poas,ible. You can share our 
apartmont ,"11th US.' it ~10n't be more' than 
ten minutes~: Buick r1defrom Noman"s 
laboratories,or else you oan'take a little 
place ot your own:. . 

tt/e might take a big place,., We shall have 
t,he money., 

N6tenough f9r '8. big placeiin 'the American 
sense, t'lith a pool and a double garage. " 
By the tia..1'" I-vo lOOked into the matter ,of 
schools, for Barry and Rachel. I suppose 
you have, too. 

No.' . 

PEGGY; Dan Sutton· has: agooa.' friend \-lho"S on the 
board-of an excellent co-ad 'school. 
Arry'tf9.'3. he"'ll put their names down in case 
you deeideit'.'s the right place for tlr~·., 

, 

PAI-lELA (rising) .X must go and helpt-11th the rats,. 

PEGGY:' 

PEGGY:, 

, . 
I hope you t10n"t nave that job in the 
Stat~s., ,', , . 

He"':s ,ao happy. He bar~y.~peaks. Be 
dOesn"t come to bed: until four in the morning. 

\fecan hear, their squeal a all over the 
house ...... 

He be;ganto. t10nder ho\'l the saints u~ed to 
sur'Vi va' their tortures and diseas'esin the 
ear11 'Christian a.ays. And be found it i-las 
beoausathey fasted So ,much.. mhey hardly 
ate a t~.g. And that means yourbod.1 
drains easily. All ,the toxic 'ju1eesand 
poisons" fiOt1 Q\:zSy" beoause the digestive 
sys'tem~oesntt have to tIork So hard. He 
says all diseases come .from bad drainage. 
And It;tts true, his rats have begun to 1001t 
i)ura. Their coats are marvellous. The 



PEGGY.: 

PAt-lELA: 

BEGGY: 

PAMELA: 

PEGGY; 

PAIiELA: 

" , 

Sick ones have· made the most amazing 
recoverie·~. Half the diseases he inject-
,ed with his Oi'in hand have, healed up. . 
Be admi~iGteredstrychnine.yesterday and 
it hadn~t the slightest e:rfect~1 

HOt1 ~tfia 

Even childbirths have been normal·., 
There t1e~e no fights batt-lean the males, 
though there \,las' a bit of cailnibali-am 
this morning just before he got do\'1n ~here-~ 

It sounded i.ike it~ 

And Norman dO'sen:l't seem to resent me any 
more, mUmmY. : 

That·':s ·mol-a important than anything. He 
can starve all ·the rats in. Christendom as 
long. flS he takes care of you.. He has. an 
apPointm'ent. \tl~th f"lart1n, by the way. You 
\1on'tt let him forget,. \,1111 you? · 

I 

I:fl1 re~ind him. 
Three o";clock this, afternoon. And please 
don't~t let him wear that. filthy surgical 
coat"., "(As PAMELA leavea)And do. take 
a -tlJalk. and get some r~ses in y~ur ·cheeks. 

I 

Yesl .......... ' 

PM1ELA has gone. 

PmGY (calling after ,her) Anel you kilot1 Nancy came 
baok this morning? 

I 

PArtELA (o£f) Di:d ahe really? 

Came in like a. ray' Of s~s.pine I 

PEGGY also leaves, b;r the opposite 
-side. ' 

rURTlNE FYFFE is l'lai tins, again 



8. 

~iA.RTI:N FYFFE is \1aiting, again 
in hi"s outdoor clothes • 

. He s~litehes the intercom to relay. , 
FYFFE: YoU an;yt~here in the house, I~orma.r.,.? 

NORMAN (va) On my v1a.Y up;, yeS~' 

FYFFE~ Oh; good., . 

NORMAN: 

FYFFEs 

NOmtAN: 

FYFFE: 

FYFFE: 

NORMAN: 

.. He carefullysst1itehes the intercom 
off again,. and closes the chest. 

t~RMAN appe~s~in his soil~d 
'~ieal ,coat ,,: 

H~lo,. are you,t-lell again? 

Oht not so/bad.. t\/lustntt overd.o it, 
that "sall. 

ThG house1s sold up' then. 

That't's right~ 

You wanted to sea 'me? 

I :cUdt yes~ Nothing vei::y important. 
I eXpect you'~treall Iteyed up to go? 

Well I'm rnoretfol'king tlatout than keyed 
up ....... there"s a lot to do~ 

Is it true you,t're starving your rats·? 

"]by t \1aS that her story? She thinlts I'm 
mad; doesn"t ,she? I, knOt·] ·exactly hO~1 
her mind V10%.'lts j: 

tlh6"'sshe? 

Peggy. 

She did t'el1 met yes. But sbe diwltt 
s~ you were mad. 

J 

VIall, I don't thi.nk lim in any danger of 



FYFFEi 

NOm-lAN: 

FYFFEi' 

caring,. I, shan:t:t be asking her advice 
on rod~nt genetics., 

No. I e~ imagine., 

That t-lasn.:tw~t you itianted to talk to 
me about, t'las it? 

Good God. no~ 

Are you tlorried abOut Pamela? 

FYFFE (a flinQh) tlo, not'- VJhy should ~ be? No, 
: I~ve, been talking things over \-li tb Dan 

SUtton~\llell.t, the' three of us have b~en 
tallting~Dant. Arthur andme· ....... no. it's 
nothing todo'w1th Pamela. I~~I wanted 
to ,fix you UP. both .Qf you, hope you 
didn·.'t mind. ' , 

NOBiiANi 

FYFFE: 

NOm1A~; 

FYFFE:: 

I f'orgot about that~a trust opened for 
U$ both. and. a joint account at ,the· bank .. 
I've bean working so hard t I haven't had 
t~me for my,.usual moral scrupl(:)'s~I 
mean., th~re"'s no real need to give us a 
prfvate income, notnot"~""Ishan"'t be a 
r1ch'man'but Illl be ,getting a terrific 
a.crew, whioh I suppo~e is just the time 
when' 'people offer privato incomes, ian' t 
it., l.yhen you don,"t need them? 

,It ,ian'·t. ,2C!rmen~ ,tor anything. I vlant 
to 'se~ YOu: both· secure. I'fm probably a 
tool but (\rlatching him) I teel a certain 
fatherly con~ernfor you., It might not 
be ·~asyo·ver there. P~ople say they-fva 
got a 1).ard time coming, the Americans .. 
You'll' have this little income to make 
you feel secure-~, You:*:ll be at no man"s 
meroy_ 

,Why should I be at anyone"'s mercy? 

Vle all .are~ 
. \ 

You I said about you and Arthur. and Dan 
Sutton talking things over. lfllat"g that 
got to ~o ~dth my research? 

Dan alwaj"s bas a eonfer~Ilce with us~hen 
he"s 'over here......-policydiSctlssions •. 
Thatt's why' be came to Arthur:"s party. and 
how you cam~ to mae,t him\l' What I t"1anted 
to f!,ay t Normant is--al11ayS go for the 



NORl1AN: 

li'YE*FE:' 

FYFFE: 

FYFFE: 

NORMAN: 

FYFFE; 

'lolly. . y~u might get the nobel prize 
one day ~o~eutting up rate~~ 

I don'tcut th'em up. 

What I 'malan is, don tt start reaching out 
in your research. This . is difficult to 
.put into t'lords ...... but don t·t go for an idea. 
That;'·s \'Ihy I ·gave you an ineome---t4ell t , 

partly 'of course to keep you and Pamela 
togethe~but also i t"s in cas'e you a 
start getting interested in the results 
o~ your researches to the point wh~re 
tpeytouch 'so~ebodyelae'*'s department---
I dont·tkno\aJ·i£ you·t:re getting me---but 
over·the~~ you pay heavily for origi~ality. 
I know· the States like the back of my ~and. 
They like the originality they can 'Use, 
but ,the rest they kill. NO\1 if you 
tollow the ·lolly ........ go \'lhere the best money 
is promlsed,you can;t·t go wrong,> :even if 
it means you leaving Dan Sutton" t'1hich is 
~G-...... that;f's, OK---you'lll surviveth.at way. 
But, don't· '·lander outside 'yoUr brief •. 
Don"t;start, "having attitudes about other 
pS9ple',.·s. tfork., or t1by they 1'10rk" or. even 
why 2 wo;ak., Because necks over there 
get gtl:tllotined at an sti1ful rata.: To you 
it may ~l seem niee and cosy, because, 
people·. c¢sc big~heartedana good liste.ners t. 
but it·saf~ee-f'or--a11 Norman, tnth no 
holds :barre.d.. That ·'s why I .gave you this 
ineome, .. so that if' you do B,tick your neok 
out' you"ll have. a chance to withdrat-1 it 
quick. and get back to this country. 

You mean, so that Pamela can come back· 
to: this eount~. 

I t1ant her happy of course. But take 
it hot'! you like, No~an, the~gwnent;'s 
the~Bn:le., If you're guillotined. so 
is· ~he~ 

But what· does· ~l this mean practically? 
·At your conference,. \fhat did you all 
agree? 

\~ell, I imo"1 roughly what kind of \fork 
you"11 be doing·,. after your year's apprent-
1ceship.~ if you:lll excuse the expression. 

And tlhat work is it? 
\ 

It·'s. better that I tell you now, because 



·I«)RMAN: 

FYFFE: 

NORMAN: 

FYFFE: 

oomlAN: 

FYFFE:. 

NORMAN: 

FYFFE: 

NORMAN: 

if' you·1re going to stick your neck 
out you may as \l'lel~ do it befo're the 
job ,st~ts. 

Tell me, what work~ 

It was,the war-slant of y~ur .e$~arohes-.-­
I me~, your private researcheS---t'lhich 
incidentally Arthur and I al\1ayS s·corned ........ 

VJhich tfar-siant? 

Well, su1)tJecting yourrat~ to smog conditions 
and magneti~ storms ~d that sort of' thing---
Just as you're starving them now---it means 
you"re out £or information about· survival 
patterns, emergency c6nditions~-this ~las 
how Dan Sutton put i t---he wouldn t't like me 
to be repeating this---you see what I mean, 
Itm only trying to shpw you where you're 
going--- . 

Yes, wel~t' I understand all this long ago. 
I na~urally assumed it. 

Whatt you apprQve? 

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

But morality was all you talked at one time! 

I think :;Lknow the dark world I tm \-lorking 
for, that·s all~ 

FYFFE = Be careful, .though~ Let the lolly be your 
mark. Dontt ask tor freedom. Leave the 
job·and get another one but don't J!!JS for 
anyt'hing---

NORMAN (gazing at "him) You seem a~m,ost concerned 

FYFFE: 

NORtWl: 

about me.' 

That's not .. far \'1!'ong. Look, there's 
another thing ...... I've never ~aid this before 
but I think Pam.s child should be brought 
ofr~ Itts, a tough operation at this 
stage but all in all I think you'll feel 
better about it. 

You do? And what about you? Will you 
feel better about it? r~movins your own 
child? 



FYFFE: 

Nom-1AN: 

FYFFE: 

NORI1Ml: 

NORMAN: 

FYFFE; 

NORMAN: 

FYFF~: 

NOnIiAN: 

FYFFE: 

NORMAN: 

FYFFE: 

.But you·rea scientiat,man ...... yol.l canft 
say you've got humane objec.tions to~--

I didn't say that., But ltd expect HU 
to have humane objections, as the fa er. 
I'm not saying you should have but I'd 
expect them. 

Yea; t1ell, I'm thinking of you and Pam-­
I" mean,· I don't 'tfant you both resenting 
me--... in later yearf3-' 

I told ;rou before, I'll treat the child 
as one of my o'Wn~ Children sort of plug 
me in~ ... I need them. Selfish" Iauppose. 

Butyou-tll see my, faoe--mannerisms."':'" 
I mean, as the father, 1"d rather it done 
a'lle:y with, and then turn over a net., leaf t 
e.nd 3'ou and Pam be able to see· me as·a 
frie~d~or familY""", 

The 'i'aet is, she likes children -too. 
She liltes any-bOdy"S children, just as I 
do. 

BUt ,stipPos,e ,I· ,get her ,Q3reemont? What 
about that?' She' s not happy---yqu know 
yourself'~ ... she t'1ants to gat ttdo\l~~"­
we must listen to the woman on these 
occasion.a. 

She's;;jllSt S:Shamed, that's all. She 
t'1ants to, be a straight wife nO\'l because 
I tva ,got a 'straight job,. All women are 
success-maniacs; did you know that? ,And 
I t-lan't to t'eaobheero~otl:1e d1aniife for its 
satisfactions, not its decorUm. ' 

Oh,t'1ell; you may chqe your ,mind. By 
the 'Jm::/, dontt breathe a \~ord ot l1bat I've 
said,,;r'mean about! th~ war---thing .... -not even 
to ,Arthur---espeeially when you're on the 
other side of the water. 

He"ll be at les'stthree thousand miles 
alV"ay t1hen I'm over ·there"':'~so h()~~ can I1 

ROlf do you mea~t three thou a and miles 
awaY? ' 

Well,- It11 be there, and he:'ll be here. 

Listen" you 'dbetter talk to Pamela about 



NOm-1AN: 

FYFFE: 

NOR111Ut: 

FYFFE: 

NORt1AN: 

OORr1AN: 

PAMELA (VO) 

NORMAN: 

PAMELA. (VO) 

NORI1AN: 

PAMELA: 

I'l.>RNAN: 

PAl~A;' 

that side of i t,~ 

tfuat side pf it? 

Where Arthurtll be and all that. 
" 

I 

rlhat' do you ,moan? 

Listen" !";ve 'got to rush. We m~y not . 
meet before ;vo'u leave, lIve got a month"s 
over--\'1Qrk, in front of" me. Good bye, 
Norman, I think you·lJ:. make a hit. It 
you:evet' need help cable me~ I'll even 
cQme by the next plane.. Look after Pam. 

Good bye~ 
f 

'.FYFFE goes' out. 
him" V1ondb~r;.gwondering. 

~~~I gazes after 

He goes to· the chest and St~itches 
~he intercom to relay. 

, 

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

Yes"uhere are you? 
I 

The 'tIfilat"do .. you--call-it~the one ~lithout 
any' ch~irs~the Japanese room---

I'~i:be up. 

OORr1Atf waits impatiently, leaving 
the intercom at receive. 

PAMELA appears. 

tm.at'·s th:ts Iiartin Fyffe said about your 
father? Isaaid \ile'td soon be three thousand 
mUoS' a\1ay' f'1'olIl him and he· said wall you· d 
better talk to Pamela about that,.' 

ttvo' been hoping they"d change their 
min~ or ·lose interest at the last minute---

'They'tre going there too! 

'Dqddyf'S in c'hargo of one of "~he research 
, departmGnts~' 

tgnicb department? 

yoursl' 'It'S only thebtlsiness side, 
Norman---he won't 1nterfere----we've got 


