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A
C

T
 I

PL
A

C
E

SE
IIN

G
: T

he setting for the play is the lounge of suite
6
4
8
 
o
n
 
t
h
e
 
s
i
x
t
h
 
f
l
o
o
r
 
o
f
 
t
h
e
 
W
e
s
t
m
i
n
s
t
e
r
 
H
o
t
e
l
,

L
ondon. T

he style is slightly faded R
egency. T

he
lounge is dom

inated by a single large casem
ent w

indow
w

hich runs at an angle from
 U

R
C

 to D
R

C
. taking up

half 
the w

all.
D

R
, below

 the w
indow

, is a door to the bedroom
. U

R
centre is a door leading to a cupboard. In the centre of
the w

all D
L

 is the m
ain door of the suite leading into a

corridor. O
n the opposite side of the corridor is seen the

door of Suite 650.
O

utside the w
indow

 is a balcony (about three feet deep)
b
e
y
o
n
d
 
w
h
i
c
h
 
c
a
n
 
b
e
 

seen the skyline over the T
ham

es
from

 W
estm

inster. T
he balcony runs offU

L
 and U

R
.

T
h
e
 
f
u
r
n
i
t
u
r
e
 
i
s
 
i
n
 
k
e
e
p
i
n
g
 
w
i
t
h
 
t
h
e
 
s
t
y
l
e
 
o
f
 
t
h
e
 
r
o
o
m
.

T
h
e
r
e
 
i
s
 
a
 
l
o
w
 
d
i
v
a
n
 
a
t
 
D
L
C
 
a
n
d
 
a
 
s
m
a
l
l
 

low
 arm

chair
D

R
C

. B
elow

 the m
ain door is a built-in cupboard in

w
hich is the radio and T

.v. In addition. depending on
space. there are tables, ornam

ents and pictures. A
t the

left end of the divan is a table on w
hich is the

telephone. T
he table has a low

er shelf on w
hich can be

seen the L
ondon telephone directories.

T
h
e
 
a
c
t
i
o
n
 
o
f
 
t
h
e
 
p
l
a
y
 
t
a
e
s
 
p
l
a
c
e
 
i
n
 
S
u
i
t
e
 
6
4
8
 
o
f
 
t
h
e

W
estm

inster H
otel, L

ondon.

T
IM

E

A
bout 8.30 p.m

. on a Septem
ber evening.

T
he action of the play is continuous and there is one

intervaL
.

A
T

 R
ISE

: W
hen the curtain rises the liG

H
T

S are on and
the curtains are closed. R

IC
H

A
R

 W
ILLE

Y
 is standing

b
e
h
i
n
d
 
t
h
e
 
t
e
l
e
p
h
o
n
e
 
d
i
a
l
l
n
g
 
a
 
n
u
m
b
e
r
.
 
H
E
 
f
i
n
i
s
h
e
s

d
i
a
l
l
n
g
 
a
n
d
 
l
o
o
k
s
 
i
m
p
a
t
i
e
n
t
l
y
 
a
t
 
h
i
s
 
w
a
t
c
h
.
 
R
i
c
h
a
r
d
'
s

briefcase is on the divan.

9
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) H

ello, daling ..Y
es, I've just

ths second checked in. Sam
e old suite, 648. E

verythng all
right at hom

e?... G
oo ... I w

ish you w
ere too, daling, but

it's an all night sitting so you w
ouldn't se m

uch of m
e ...

w
ell, you know

 how
 M

r. T
hatcher relies on m

e. L
ook, I'd

b
e
t
t
e
r
 
r
i
g
 
o
f
f
 
m
y
 
s
w
e
e
t
,
 
i
t
'
s
 

h
a
f
 
p
a
s
t
 
e
i
g
h
t
 
a
n
d
 
t
h
e
 
d
e
b
a
t
e

w
as just about to get under w

ay... I w
il. A

nd you have a
nice ealy night w

ith D
ick Fracis I m

ust rush, darling.
See you tom

orrw
 afternoon.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 raises an eyebrow
.)

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the hall door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) H

ang on, there's som
eboy at

the door. (C
alls.) W

ho is it?
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (O
ff) It's the M

anger.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. ...'B
ye daling. S

w
eet dreas. (H

E
 puts the

phone dow
n and grabs his briefcase. D

uring the ensuing
dialogue H

E
 takes out papers and hastily checks them

.)
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I trst everything is to your satisfaction,
M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Fine, fine.
M

A
A

G
E

R
. W

e've just had ths suite re-decorated.
R

IC
H

A
R

. T
he tw

enty yeas w
as up, w

as it?
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (W
agging a reproving finger.) M

r.
W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

s long as you don't im
prove the

plum
bing.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. T

he plum
bing?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he central heating stating up in the

m
o
r
n
i
n
g
 
i
s
 
f
a
r
 
m
o
r
e
 
r
e
l
i
a
b
l
e
 
t
h
a
n
 
y
o
u
r
 
a
l
a
r
 
c
a
l
s
.

L

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the door w
hile continuing to talk.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. C
om

ing! (O
n phone.) I'd better go, m

y
sw

eet, or the debate w
il have staed.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (E

nters.) G
oo evening, M

r. W
iley.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 holds up his hand.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. S

orr, M
r. W

iley.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (O

n phone.) W
hat's that? ... It w

as the
M

anager.... (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) M
rs. W

iley sends her best
w

ishes.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. H
ow

 kind. W
il you reiprocte?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) T

he M
anager reciprocates....

(T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) M
rs. W

iley says "how
 kind."

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. H

ow
 kind.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) I m

ust go, daling. Y
ou curl

up in bed w
ith M

r. Francis.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e's just about due for re-decorating, isn't

he?M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. W

ould you like an early m
orning call,

M
r. W

iley?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

ot too early after an all-nighter. N
ine

o'clock w
il be fine.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I' arnge for the central heating to be

tured on at nine precisely.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Is stuffng the papers into his briefcase.) I

think I've got everything for the debate.

(T
he W

 A
JE

R
 enters w

ith R
ichard's case.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
h, thank you.

(H
E

 tips the W
A

IT
E

R
 a coin. T

he W
A

IT
E

R
 looks at it,

drops the case and exits.)
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M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. W

il you be m
aking one of your

blisterig m
inisteri spehes?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
nly if the O

pposition cuts up rough.
(Indicating the dor.) Y

ou ca on.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. Shall I hold the lift for you, M
r. W

iley?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
.' N

o, I alw
ays use the stas. G

ood for the
figue.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. Q

uite.

(Jane's dress com
es flying through the open doorw

ay and
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 catches it. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 has one m

ore peek
into the bedroom

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

.O
o!

(H
E

 then hurries to the telephone, throw
ing the dress on

the divan. H
E

 lifts the receiver and dials a London
num

ber.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) H

ouse of C
om

m
ons? It's

R
ichard W

iley here. Put m
e though to m

y Parliam
entay

P
rvate S

ecreta, please ... G
eorge, it's M

r. W
iley... It's

no concern of your w
here I am

, how
's the debate going?...

(D
ispleased.) O

h! W
en, listen, I don't w

ant to be disturbed
u
n
l
e
s
s
 
i
t
 
s
t
a
 
t
u
i
n
g
 
i
n
t
o
 
a
 
d
i
s
a
s
t
e
r
 
.
.
.
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
!
 
P
u
t
 
i
t
 
t
h
s

w
ay, if M

rs. T
hatcher says "W

here's that idiot R
ichard

W
iley?" you can contact m

e... no I'm
 not at hom

e-and
don't ring there w

hatever you do! T
he num

ber here is 839-
5097 and I'm

 in room
 648.... N

o it's not a hotel, it's the
R

eading R
oom

 of the B
ritish M

useum
 ... Stop asking

questions, G
eorge, you're m

y PPS, just do as you're told!
(R

IC
H

A
R

D
 puts dow

n the phone and hurries to the radio.
H

E
 starts to searchfor som

e suitable m
usic.)

V
O

IC
E

. (O
n radio.) ... the C

hancellor of the E
xchequer

s
a
i
d
 
t
o
d
y
 
t
h
a
t
 
i
n
f
l
a
t
i
o
n
 
w
i
l
 
d
r
o
p
 
t
o
 
b
e
l
o
w
 
s
i
x
 
p
e
r
c
e
n
t
 
b
y

next M
arch.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. B
looy lia.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 pats his tum
m

y and exits, leaving the
hall door open. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 m

oves to door and w
atches

the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 disappear dow

n the corridor. H
E

 then
closes the door, throw

s his briefcase behind the divan
and opens bedroom

 door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
. (G

leefully.) A
ll clear, M

iss W
ortington.

(JA
N

E
 appears at the bedroom

 door w
earing a dress and

c
a
r
r
y
i
n
g
 
h
e
r
 
s
h
o
e
s
-
n
e
 
i
n
 
e
a
c
h
 
h
a
n
d
.
)

JA
N

. Y
ou don't think the M

anager w
il be popping in

and out all evening, do you?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (G

oes to hold her hands but grasps the
shoes.) O

f course not. W
hy haven't you changed into your

nightie?
JA

N
. I've been too busy listening at the door.

f R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
en, hury up, you beautiful creature!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 is left w
ith her shoes as H

E
 pushes H

E
R

 into
the bedroom

. H
E

 puts the shoes on the chair and then can't
resist a look through into bedroom

. C
alls:) W

ould you like
m

e to help you out of your dress?
JA

N
. (O

ff) N
o, thank you!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (W
atches for a brief m

om
ent.) A

re you
sure? (H

E
 starts to m

ove into the bedroom
.)

JA
N

E
. (O

ff) G
et out!

(H
E

 fiddles som
e m

ore and finds som
e m

ilitary band
M

U
S

IC
. JA

N
E

 com
es out of the bedroom

 w
earing a

flim
sy nightie.)

--
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JA
N

. (R
eferring to m

usic.) I think that m
ight give us

hiccups, M
r. W

iley.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

urns. then sexily.) O
h, you look

gorgeous.
JA

N
. T

han you, M
inister.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
itches off the radio and m

oves to her.)
A

bsolutely gorgeous! (H
E

 goes to em
brace her but she

speak.)
JA

N
E

. Y
ou know

-this feels really naughty, M
e.

W
iley.
R
I
C
H
A
R
.
 
S
o
 
i
t
 
s
h
o
u
l
d
,
 
i
t
 
i
s
 
n
a
u
g
h
t
y
.
 

D
o
 
y
o
u
 

m
ind if

I slip into som
ething m

ore com
fortable? (R

IC
H

A
R

D
picks up his case and goes into bedroom

.)
JA

N
. 

(C
alls.) I m

ea you're a Junior M
inister and I'm

one of the seretaes over there.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (A

ppears taking off his jacket.) V
ery

dem
ocratic, though. E

speially as M
rs. T

hatcher's m
y boss

and N
eil K

innock's your's. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 exits into
bedroom

.)

t
 
J
A
N
.
 
(
C
h
u
c
k
l
i
n
g
.
 
C
a
l
l
s
 
o
u
t
.
)
 
M
r
.
 
K
i
n
n
o
c
k
 
w
o
u
l
d
 
h
i
t

the roof if he knew
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (E
nters putting on his dressing gow

n.)
M

rs. T
hatcher w

ould go through it. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 goes to
k
i
s
s
 
h
e
r
.
)

JA
N

. I don't m
ake a practice of doing this, M

e.
W

iley. .
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Q

uite right! N
either do i. (H

E
 goes to kiss

her.)JA
N

. C
om

e off it, M
r. W

iley.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (H

urt.) Jane!
JA

N
. Y

ou should hea the jokes about you that go
round the typists' pol.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Surprised.) A
bout m

e?
JA

N
. A

bout you, M
r. W

iley. A
nd w

ith a nam
e like

that som
e of the jokes are pretty strong, I can tell you.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
isgrcefuL.

JA
N

. (L
aughs and sits on settee.) I'm

 only teasing
you, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
re you?

JA
N

. (T
easing him

.) D
on't you lie to be teased, M

r.
W

iley?
R
I
C
H
A
D
.
 
D
e
p
e
n
d
s
 
w
h
a
t
 
y
o
u
 
m
e
a
 
b
y
-
"
t
e
d
.
"
 
A
n
d

I w
ish you'd stop calling m

e "M
r. W

iley," (R
IC

H
A

R
D

sits besi her.)
JA

N
. I've never called you anyting els.

-l R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, under the circum

staces I think you
can ca m

e-D
ickie.

JA
N

. (G
iggling.) N

o, I couldn't.
R

IC
H

A
R

. A
ll m

y friends call m
e D

ickie.
JA

N
. N

o I couldn't. N
ot after all those jokes I've

h
e
a
.
 
1
1
 
c
a
l
 
y
o
u
 
"
R
i
c
h
a
r
d
,
"

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. C
om

ing from
 you, it sounds beautifuL

.
N

ow
, I've laid on som

e cham
pagne-

JA
N

. L
ovely! '

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
S
o
m
e
 
c
a
v
i
a
e
-

JA
N

. Lovely!
R

IC
H

A
D

. A
nd thee dozen oysters.

JA
N

. O
ysters! A

ren't they supposed to do som
ething

to a chap? (JA
N

E
 rises and m

oves to the radio.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

od, I hope so, they're daned expensive.
W
h
a
t
 
t
i
m
e
 
d
o
 
y
o
u
 
h
a
v
e
 
t
o
 
b
e
 
h
o
m
e
 
i
n
~
r
-
w
h
e
r
e
 
i
s
 
i
t
?

L
ew

Isam
?

JA
N

. I don't. I ca stay all night.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (D

elighted.) A
l night! W

hat have you told
your husbad then?

JA
N

. I'm
 visiting A

untie R
osie in Felixstow

e.

(JA
N

E
 presses a button on the radio. and the intro m

usic of
"Love A

nd M
arge" is heard.)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (D
elighted.) A

untie R
osie in Felixstow

e.
JA

N
. She's develope severe bronchiti.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Poor A
untie R

osie.
JA

N
. A

nd A
untie R

osie's not on the phone so
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. So your husband can't ring up to disturb

y
o
u
.
 
L
o
v
e
l
y
!
 

(H
E

 goes to kiss her as Frank Sinatra starts
s
i
n
g
i
n
g
 
"
L
o
v
e
 
a
n
d
 
M
a
r
r
i
a
g
e
.
"
)
 
T
h
e
r
e
 
m
u
s
t
 
b
e
 
a
 
m
o
r
e

suitable song than that. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 starts to fiddle w
ith

the rad.)
JA

N
. It's a beautiful w

ar night. Shall I open the
curns? (JA

N
E

 m
oves to the w

indow
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hy not? If I rem

em
ber correctly there's a

beutiful view
. T

hese baconies overlook the river.

R
I
C
H
A
D
.
 
(
H
o
l
d
s
 
u
p
 
a
 
r
e
m
o
n
s
t
r
a
t
i
v
e
 

finger.) D
ickie!

JA
N

. D
ickie! (SH

E
 m

oves past him
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (G
oing to w

indow
.) W

ell, don't look dow
n,

just look up at (S
eeing the B

O
D

Y
.) G

oo G
od! (H

E
 kneels

dow
n to look at the m

an's face. T
urning to JA

N
E

.) I think
w
e
 
c
a
n
 

d
i
n
s
e
 
w
i
t
h
 
R
o
d
 
S
t
e
w
a
r

(JA
N

E
 turns off the radio. S

H
E

 then m
oves to R

IC
H

A
R

D
w

ho isfeeling the m
an's pulse.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he w

indow
 m

ust have com
e dow

n on his
neck.

JA
N

. O
h, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I can't feel any pulse.
JA

N
. H

e's dead, is he?
t R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

ersely.) T
hat's w

hat "no pulse" usually
m

eans.
JA

N
. (K

neels beside R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) H
ow

 long's he been
ther?R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

etchily.) H
ow

 do I know
? T

he curtains
w

ere aleady closed w
hen I arved. I've ben here about ten

m
inutes.
JA

N
. Is he still w

ar, M
r. W

iley?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (R

ises and back aw
ay a pace,) Y

es, he's
still w

ar, M
iss W

ortington!
JA

N
. (SH

E
 rises.) H

e looks aw
fuL

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. 'C

ourse he does, he's dead!
JA

N
. Poor m

an.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Poor m

an? H
e's obviously a burglar.

JA
N

. Is he?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ell, he's not the w
aiter delivering oysters,

is he? B
esides, w

e're six floors up. O
f course he's a burglar,

JA
N

. H
e m

ight be one of the guests.

(JA
N

E
 pulls the cord to open the curtains. T

he curtains
open to reveal the B

O
D

Y
 of a m

an in a raincoat. T
he

w
indow

 has com
e dow

n on his neck. H
is head,

shoulders and dangling arm
s are protruding into the

room
 w

ith the rest of his body in a prostrate position
outside the balcony. JA

N
E

 steps back to look out of the
w

indow
 and sees the B

O
D

Y
. SH

E
 em

its no sound but
her hands com

e up to her m
outh and S

H
E

 staggers back
a pace. SH

E
 then turns from

 the w
indow

.)

J
A
N
.
 
O
h
h
h
!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Is stil concentrating on the radio.)
B

reathtag view
, isn't it? N

elson's colum
n one w

ay. B
ig

B
en the other.

JA
N

. (Finally. trying to be calm
.) M

r. W
iley-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'vetold you, "D
ickie."

JA
N

. I think I feel sick.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (G

oing to her.) C
an't stad heights, eh?

JA
N

. (SH
E

 grabs him
.) O

h, m
y G

od!
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
W
e
l
l
,
 
s
i
x
 
f
l
o
o
r
s
 
i
s
 
p
r
e
t
t
y
 

high.
JA

N
. M

r. W
iley-!
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R
D

E
R

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Jane, it doesn't m
atter w

ho he is, he w
as

c
l
e
a
r
l
y
 
b
r
e
a
n
g
 
a
n
d
 
e
n
t
e
r
i
n
g
.
 
H
e
 
m
u
s
t
 
h
a
v
e
 
s
o
m
e
h
o
w
 
g
o
t

onto our baIconY
-(H

E
 looks out of w

indw
.)-it goes all

round the hotel-forced the w
indow

 O
pen and (H

E
 m

im
es

the w
indow

 com
ing dow

n.) bang!
JA

N
. M

ust be a dodgy sah or som
ethng.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, he w

on't be suing the hotel, that's
for sur. (R

IC
H

A
R

 pulls the cord and closes curtains.)
JA

N
. (H

as picked up the telephone;) W
e'd better ring

the police.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Police?

JA
N

. A
bout him

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

e can't ring the police! (R
IC

H
A

R
D

replaes the receiver.)
JA

N
. W

e m
ust, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
ow

 do w
e explain w

hat you and I are
doing in a suite at the W

estm
inster H

otel?! I'm
 sU

PPO
sed to

be attending an all-night sitting in the H
ouse of

C
om

m
ons.

JA
N

. B
ut he's dead. M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, the police w

on't be able to bring hun
round, w

il they? (Suddenly realising.) G
od! If M

rs.
T

hatcher finds out-! O
ne m

ore scandal for the
C

onservatives and w
e'll fall below

 the L
ibera D

em
ocrats

in the opinion polls.
J
A
N
.
 
Y
o
u
 
c
a
'
t
 
d
i
s
c
o
v
e
r
 
a
 
d
e
a
 
b
o
y
 
a
n
d
 

j
u
s
t
 
i
g
n
o
r
e
 
i
t

If you're w
orried about the police, phone dow

n for the
M

ager.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hat's the difference? Look, Jane, I'm
thinking about you.

JA
N

. Y
ou're thinking about your w

ife, M
rs.T

hatcher
a
n
d
 
y
o
u
r
 
c
a
r
.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
W
e
l
l
,
 
t
h
o
s
e
 
t
o
o
.
 

(
S
u
d
n
l
y
.
)
 
G
o
d
,
 
I
 
c
a
 
s
e
e

the headlines in the Sun now
-junior M

inister and
K

innock's sereta in sex-orgy w
ith dead boy.

O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R
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JA
N

. Y
ou've got to inform

 som
eboy!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou're right I' inform

 G
eorge. (H

E
 goes

to phone.)
J
A
N
.
 
M
r
.
P
i
g
d
e
n
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (D
iallng.) Y

es.
JA

N
. W

hat w
il your PPS do?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hatever I tell him

. (O
n phone.) R

ichard
W

iley here. Put m
e through to m

y PPS ... G
eorge, get

over here right aw
ay... never m

ind the debate, just get over
here ... no, not the B

ritish M
useum

, the W
estm

inster
H
o
t
e
l
.
.
.
 
n
e
v
e
r
 
y
o
u
 
m
i
n
d
.
 
Y
o
u
 
c
a
n
 
b
e
 
h
e
r
e
 
i
n
 
t
w
o
 
m
i
n
u
t
e
s
.

S
uite 648 and don't tell anyone w

here you're going '"
B

ring anything w
ith you? Y

es, your brains, G
eorge, your

brains.

(H
E

 slam
s the phone dow

n, T
here's a K

N
O

C
K

 at the door,
T

H
E

Y
 both hesitate.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (C
alls sw

eetly.) W
ho is it?

W
A

lT
E

R
. (O

ff) R
oom

 Service.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (C

alls.) I'm
 busy.

JA
N

. Y
ou ordere chapagne, caviare and oysters.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I know
!

W
A

IT
E

R
. R

oom
 Service 648!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
o aw

ay!

(T
he W

A
IT

E
R

 K
N

O
C

K
S

 persistently.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. (O

ff) R
oom

 Service! 648.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

od, he'll have the w
hole hotel in here.

W
ait in the beoom

.

(H
E

 pushes JA
N

E
 into the bedroom

. T
here is m

ore
K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 from
 outside. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 sees Jane's
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R
D

E
R

shoes on the chair and quickly throw
s them

 into the
bedroom

. closing the door.)

w
hile he signs. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 is just about to sign w

hen
H

E
 stops.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone. A

lert.) Seen a w
hat? (Flatly.)

A
n intrder?... on our-er-

W
A

IT
E

R
. (O

ff.) R
oom

 Service. 648.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. C

om
ing!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 looks at the closed curtains. S
o does the

W
A

lT
E

R
.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 quickly checks that the curtains are covering
the body then opens the door. T

he W
A

lT
E

R
 com

es in,
pushing trolley. and glares at R

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) N

o, no. N
othing untow

ard at
all ... m

ust have been som
ebody else's balcony... N

o,
there's no nee to com

e up ." our curins are w
ide open, I

can se there's noboy there.
W

A
IT

. If this w
as hot it w

ould be cold.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Just leave it there.

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 pushes the trolley D
L

. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sees
Jane's dress. picks it up and starts to m

ove to bedroom
.)

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 turns to look at the closed curtains.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) I'm

 just about to leave for the
C

om
m

ons .., N
o, there's no need to put yourself out ...

T
h
e
r
e
'
s
 
o
b
v
i
o
u
s
l
y
 
b
e
e
n
 
a
 
m
i
s
t
a
e
.
 
I
t
 
m
u
s
t
 
b
e
 
s
o
m
e
 
o
t
h
e
r

balcony... N
o, please. (T

o W
A

lT
E

R
.) G

o aw
ay! (0 n

phone.) N
o, not you .., H

ello ... H
ello!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 has rung off. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 slam
s dow

n the
phone. H

e turns to see the W
A

lT
E

R
 w

ho is now
w

alking up to look at the w
indow

,)

W
A

IT
E

R
. H

ey! Y
ou've got to sign.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Stopping.) A
ll right!

W
 A

lT
E

R
. (G

oes to his side pocket but his pad isn't
there.) I've got it here som

ew
here.

R
IC

H
A

R
. G

oo!

(T
he P

H
O

N
E

 rings. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 hesitates. T
he W

A
lT

E
R

indicates that the phone is ringing. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 angrily
picks it up.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Y
ells.) H

ey!
W

 A
lT

E
R

. (Jum
ping.) A

hhh!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I'll sign that now

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (O

n phone. Sw
eetly.) Y

es? (Sw
eetly.) M

r.
W

iley speaing ... (Sw
eetly.) O

h, and w
hat can I do for

t
h
e
 
M
a
n
a
g
e
r
 

of this delightful hotel?

(D
uring the above the W

A
lT

E
R

 has found his pad in his
back pocket and offers it to R

IC
H

A
R

D
 to sign.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 has the phone in one hand and the dress in
the other, so he gives the dress to the W

A
lT

E
R

 to hold

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 signs and at the sam
e tim

e leads the W
A

lT
E

R
to the door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hank you.

t./. LÔ
 l.i).~

\j:\ "f.

U
\ST

E
R

N
 O

R
h~;r'~ '~;T

 H
E

 i;:

w
'- G

R
.q.D

E
. O

R
E

. 0Z
i
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(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 hesitates. coughs and surreptitiously holds
out his hand. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 goes to his pocket and. takes

out his m
oney clip. H

E
 gives the W

A
lT

E
R

 a £5 note
and bundles him

 out. neither H
E

 nor R
IC

H
A

R
D

noticing that the W
A

lT
E

R
 is stil carrying Jane's dress.)

W
A

llE
R

. (Im
pressed w

ith the tip.) T
han you.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 slam
s the door and hurries to the w

indow
. H

E
pulls the cord and the curtains open to reveal the B

O
D

Y
stil in place. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 looks around quickly and then

opens the cupboard door. T
he cupboard is shallow

 w
ith

a hook on the inside of the door. and a clothes rail (w
ith

hangers) in the cupboard. H
E

 pushes the w
indow

 up and
h
e
a
v
e
s
 
t
h
e
 
B
O
D
Y
 
i
n
.
 
W
e
 

now
 see that the B

O
D

Y
 is

that of a short m
an in his m

id-fifties. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 is
holding the B

O
D

Y
 "face to face" w

hen JA
N

E
 com

es in
from

 the bedroom
. SH

E
 is carrying her bag and w

earing
b
r
a
 
a
n
d
 
p
a
n
t
s
.
)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (R
eacting to the w

indow
 fallng.) A

hh!
W
e
l
l
,
 
w
e
 
c
a
 
s
e
 
h
o
w
 
i
t
 

"happened now
. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 starts

to drag the B
O

D
Y

 to the cupboard.)
JA

N
. Y

ou can't m
ove him

, M
r. W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. It w

on't m
ake any difference to our frend

here w
here he's discovered or w

ho discovers him
 or w

hen!
I'll sort it out w

ith G
eorge as son as he arves.

JA
N

. T
his isn't right, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's not supposed to be right. It's supposed
to be expeent.

JA
N

. H
ey, you've got m

y-(SH
E

 sees R
IC

H
A

R
D

w
ith the B

O
D

Y
 and scream

s.)

(D
uring the above dialogue R

IC
H

A
R

D
 hangs the B

O
D

Y
on the hook on the inside of the cupboard door. JA

N
E

looks horrifed as R
IC

H
A

R
 closes the cupboard door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ow

 you get hom
e to L

ew
isham

 as fast
as-(H

E
 stops.) W

hy haven't you put your dress on?
JA

N
. Y

ou've got it in here.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

o, I haven't. I threw
 it into the bedroom

.
JA

N
. Y

ou threw
 m

y shoes in.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I gave your dress-(R

ealising.)-to the
w

aite!
JA

N
. T

he w
aiter!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Jum
ping.) A

hh!
JA

N
. (H

orrifed.) W
hat are you doing, M

r. W
iley?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
hrough gritted teeth.) T

he Fox T
rot,

w
hat does it look like I'm

 doing, M
iss W

ortington!

(
T
h
e
 
w
i
n
d
o
w
 
b
e
h
i
n
d
 

t
h
e
m
 
s
u
d
d
e
n
l
y
 
f
a
l
l
s
 
w
i
t
h
 
a
 
l
o
u
d

B
A

N
G

.
(A

U
T

H
O

R
's N

O
T

E
: A

ll the w
indow

 "bangs" in the
production m

ust be very loud. T
he best m

ethod is a
separate "slap-stick" coinciding w

ith the w
indow

falling. T
his applies even w

hen one of the characters
gets struck! J)

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 at the door. T
H

E
Y

 look at each other)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (C
alls sw

eetly.) W
ho is it?

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (O

ff) T
he M

anager.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Q

uick!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 starts to push JA
N

E
 tow

ards the bedroom
,)

JA
N

. (W
hispering urgently.) M

r. W
illey, w

hat are
y
o
u
 
d
o
i
n
g
?



24
O

U
T

 O
F O

R
D

E
R

25
O

U
T

 O
F O

R
D

E
R

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (W
hispering urgently.) Ssh! In the

bem
.

JA
N

. W
hat about m

y dress? .

(H
E

 pushes her into bedroom
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Shall w
e go? I reay m

ust get back to the
debate. (R

ealising.) O
h, sily m

e. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 chuckles at
the w

ay H
E

 is dressed.)
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. T
his is a very serious business, M

r.
W

iley.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (O

ff) M
r. W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (C

alls.) C
om

ing! (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 reolises he's
w

earing his dressing gow
n. H

E
 opens bedroom

 door; C
alls

into bedroom
.) T

hrow
 m

e m
y jacket!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 goes to the w
indow

. opens it and looks
out. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 gently m

oves the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 dow

n
into the room

. D
uring the ensuing dialogue R

IC
H

A
R

D
rem

oves his dressing gow
n and puts his jacket on

properly.)
(JA

N
E

 enters hands him
 his jacket and exits into the

bedroom
, closing the door. R

IC
H

A
R

D
. not realising.

puts the jacket on over his dressing gow
n.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es, I'm

 sorry I can't be of m
ore

assistace. It's ben very quiet here actually.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. A
 guest nearby said she'd seen a m

an
kneeling on this balcony looking thrüugh the w

indow
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
ust be m

istaen.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. N
o, this is the balcony all right. S

uite
648. She said she'd w

atched this m
an for a good ten

m
i
n
u
t
e
s
.
 
H
e
 
d
i
d
n
'
t
 
m
o
v
e
 
a
 
m
u
s
c
l
e
.
 
H
e
 
j
u
s
t
 
k
n
e
l
t
 
o
u
t
s
i
d
e
-

staing in.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

ood L
ord! W

ell, as you can see, there's
noboy there now

. Let's forget all about it.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. S
ounds like a P

eeping T
om

 to m
e or,

even w
orse, a burglar. I'll just go into your bedroom

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. B

edm
?

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. T

he balcony goe past there too. C
an't do

any har to check.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (O

ff) M
r. W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (C

alls.) C
om

ing!

(A
s R

IC
H

A
R

D
 starts to m

ove from
 the bedroom

 door. the
cupboard door falls open and the B

O
D

Y
 appears stil

hanging on the hook.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h, m

y G
od! (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 hurries to the

cupboard an closes the door.)
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (O
ff) M

r.W
iley!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (C
alls, calm

ly.) C
om

ing!

(
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
 
d
o
e
s
 
u
p
 
t
h
e
 
b
u
t
t
o
n
 
o
n
 
h
i
s
 
j
a
c
k
e
t
 
a
n
d
 

opens the
door. T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 storm

s in. slam
m

ing the door
behind him

.)
(Suddenly the w

indow
 falls w

ith a loud bang. R
IC

H
A

R
D

jum
ps and clutches the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. S

orr about that
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. T
his is a very serious-(T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
stops and reacts to R

ichard's attire.)
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I m
ust tell m

aintenance about that.
E
x
c
u
s
e
 
m
e
.
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(A
s the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 starts to m
ove to the bedroom

 door
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 quickly opens it.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Shut up!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pulls the surprised G
E

O
R

G
E

 into the room
and shuts the door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ow

, listen, Pigden. I'm
 going to say this

-
l
 
o
n
c
e
 
a
n
d
 
v
e
r
y
,
 
v
e
r
y
.
 
q
u
i
c
k
l
~
.
 
I
 
d
~
s
c
o
v
e
r
e
d
 
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g

I
 
e
x
t
r
e
m
e
l
y
 
u
n
p
l
e
a
s
a
n
t
 
1
0
 
m
y
 
s
u
i
t
e
 
t
o
n
i
g
h
t

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hen you say "sw

eet" do you m
ea pudding

or-?R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Interrupting.) Shut up! T
his body now

resides in the coat cupboard.
G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
W
h
e
n
 
y
o
u
 
s
a
y
 
b
o
y
 
d
o
 
y
o
u
 
m
e
a
n
-
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Interrupting.) S
hut up! W

e w
il arange for

this boy to be discovered at som
e other place later tonight

by your goo self.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I don't quite understand.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
(
P
r
e
s
s
i
n
g
 
o
n
.
)
 
B
y
 
w
h
i
c
h
 

t
i
m
e
 
I
 
w
i
l
 
b
e
 
i
n

the H
ouse of C

om
m

ons lending m
y support to the

T
ransport M

inister and-

(T
here is a pause as G

E
O

R
G

E
 attem

pts to take it all in.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. D
o you think I could go out and com

e in
.
 
?

agai.,

R
IC

H
A

R
. A

llow
 m

e.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I' do it, M
r. W

iley.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

ll right. Y
es. (L

oudly for JA
N

E
's

benefit.) It's a goo idea for the M
anager to check the

beoom
 w

indow
! (H

E
 sm

iles at the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (S

urprised by the shouting.) T
han you.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 m
oves to go past R

IC
H

A
R

D
 but

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 stops him
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
nd for the M

anager to check the bedroom
balcony!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (S

urprised.) T
ha you.

(
T
h
e
 
M
A
N
A
G
E
R
 
m
o
v
e
s
 
t
o
 
g
o
 
p
a
s
t
 
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 stops him
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
fter the M

anger! (H
aning the bew

ildered
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 his dressing gow
n.) T

hank you.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 allow
s the bem

used M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 to w

alk past
him

 into the bedroom
. T

here is a K
N

O
C

K
 at the

c
o
r
r
r
 
d
D
o
r
.
)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (L
oudly, into the bedroom

.) I'll just see
w

ho's at the door! (C
alls.) W

ho is it?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (O

ff) It's m
e, M

r. W
iley. G

eorge.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sits G
E

O
R

G
E

 in the chair R
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
eorge! W

hen the H
otel M

anager com
es

out of that bedroom
, rem

em
ber-everything I've just told

you never happened,

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 goes to speak but then looks at R
IC

H
A

R
D

dum
bly.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the corridor door. G
E

O
R

G
E

 steps in,
holding his briefcase.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I got here as fast as 1-
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
ctually-w

hat w
ould be perfect w

ould be
the suite next to this. E

ither side w
i1 do. A

djoining
"
-
/
 
b
a
l
c
o
n
i
e
s
.
 
W
e
 
n
e
e
d
 
t
o
 
b
e
 
c
l
o
s
e
,
 
d
o
n
'
t
 
w
e
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 hesitates a little longer than usual but then nods
intellgently.)

i
g
r
 
w
i
t
h
 
e
v
e
r
y
t
h
i
n
g
 
I

.:0k intellgent and nod

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I' se if w

e have anything nearby, M
r.

Pigden.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (L

ightly.) D
on't bother to get up, G

eorge.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. A
nd I'll put O

ur Security on to that
intrder, M

r. W
iley.

"". T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 com
es

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 m
oves to go, R

IC
H

A
R

D
 leans

n
o
n
c
h
a
l
a
n
t
l
y
 
a
g
a
i
n
s
t
 

the cupboard door.)

,
1
o
u
g
h
t
 
n
o
t
.
 
O
h
,
 
t
h
i
s
 
i
s
 
m
y

°
S
e
c
r
e
t
a
,
 
M
r
.
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
.

~

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h, I W

ouldn't bother. T
here's been no

dam
age. (Intim

ately.) A
nd not goo publicity for the hotel,

that kind of thing.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. N
everteless, I have m

Y
-you're right,

it's not goo publicity, is it?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. D

efinitely not.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. M
aybe it's a case of "least said Soonest

m
ende ..
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I'd like to borrow

 that phrase if I m
ay.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. T

hank you. (T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. looks
pleased and exits.)

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
M
r
.
 
W
i
l
e
y
-
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell done, G

eorge. E
very nod w

as a gem
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat on ea's going on?!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou're going to have a free overnight stay

a
t
 
a
 
f
o
u
r
-
s
t
a
 
h
o
t
e
L
.

iLl¡Iii

rilw
an sm

ile and nods intellgently.)
~" .

¡¿
Y

es. I'm
 afraid I've lum

bered G
eorge w

ith
i:detailed W

ork so I've asked him
 to stay in

iight, haven't I, G
eorge?

~hesitates and then nods intellgently.)

,
 
~
.
 
Y
e
s
.
 
S
o
 
I
 
w
a
s
 
w
o
n
d
e
r
i
n
g
 
i
f
 
y
o
u
 
c
o
 

old
;
 
Ì
\
~
%
t
e
 
h
i
m
.

A
O

E
R

. I'l see w
hat I can do, M

r. W
iley.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 m
oves to bedroom

 but G
E

O
R

G
E

 stops him
.)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
here's ben no intrder on the balcony.

I've had a very quiet evening. T
here's no dead boy in the

C
oat cupboard.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
ell, than gooness for sm

all m
er-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Shut up! (C
ontinus.) N

othing's happened.
H

ave you got that?

O
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(T
here is a m

om
ent's pause and then G

E
O

R
G

E
 shakes his

head)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
ctually-w

hat w
ould be perfect w

ould be
the suite next to this. E

ither side w
iU

 do. A
djoining

+
 
b
a
l
c
o
n
i
e
s
.
 
W
e
 
n
e
e
d
 
t
o
 
b
e
 
c
l
o
s
e
,
 
d
o
n
'
t
 
w
e
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 hesitates a little longer than usual but then nods
intellgently.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I' se if w

e have anything nearby, M
r.

Pigden.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (L

ightly.) D
on't bother to get up, G

eorge.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. A
nd I'll put O

ur Security on to that
intrder, M

r. W
iley.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 m
oves to go, R

IC
H

A
R

D
 leans

nonchalantly 
against the cupboard door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. F
or G

od's sae just agree w
ith everything I

say. D
on't tr to be helpful. Just look intellgent and nod

y
o
u
r
 
h
e
a
d
.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 blankly nods his head. T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 com
es

in from
 the bedroom

.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. N

othing unusual on that balcony either.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 rises but R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sits him
 im

m
ediately.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I thought not. O
h, this is m

y
P
a
r
l
i
a
m
e
n
t
a
 
P
r
v
a
t
e
 
S
e
c
r
e
t
a
,
 
M
r
.
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

gives a w
an sm

ile and nods intelligently,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. I'm

 afraid I've lum
bered G

eorge w
ith

rather a lot of detailed W
ork so I've asked him

 to stay in
L

ondon overnight, haven't I, G
eorge?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 hesitates and then nods intellgently.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. So I w

as w
ondering if you C

ould
accom

m
odate him

.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I'll see w
hat I can do, M

r. W
iU

ey.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h, I w

ouldn't bother. T
here's been no

dam
age. (Intim

ately.) A
nd not goo publicity for the hotel,

that kind of thing.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. N
everteless, I have m

y-you're right,
it's not goo publicity, is it?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
efinitely not.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. M

aybe it's a case of "least said Soonest
m

ende"
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I'd like to borrow

 that phrase if I m
ay.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. T

hank you. (T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

, looks
pleased and exits,)

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
M
r
.
 
W
i
l
e
y
_
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell done, G

eorge. E
very nod w

as a gem
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat on ea's going on?!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou're going to have a free overnight stay

at a four-sta hotel.

~

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 m
oves to bedroom

 but G
E

O
R

G
E

 stops him
.)
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O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R

lil.;."

..

(B
y w

ay of an explanation R
IC

H
A

R
 quickly opens the

bedroom
 door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Q
uickly! O

ut you com
e, M

iss
W

orthington.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Surprised and concerned.) M

iss
W

orthington?
JA

N
. (A

ppears stil carrying her bag and still dressed
in bra and pants.) H

ave you got m
y dress-(S e e s

G
E

O
R

G
E

.) O
h, M

r. Pigden. (JA
N

E
 m

oves to G
E

O
R

G
E

.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (M

ortifed.) M
iss W

ortington!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

ow
 can you see the problem

?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 goes to speak but decides to sim
ply nod.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (E
ying her "bra.") G

ood evening, M
iss

W
o
r
t
h
i
n
g
t
o
n
s
-
W
o
r
t
h
i
n
g
t
o
n
.
 
(
T
o
 
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
)
 
M
r
.

W
iley, how

 could you?!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I haven't yet. G

eorge, but that's the least of
m

y problem
s. First of all w

e've got to get M
iss

W
orngton's drss back.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

here is it for heaven's sae?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I gave it to the w

aiter.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

sk a sily question.
JA

N
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) W
hat did you tell the M

anager
just now

?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

ever m
ind. G

eprge is stepping into the
brech.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
ot unti he know

s all the facts.
JA

N
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) H
ave you told M

r. Pigden
about the dea boy?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es, yes, yes.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (A
ghast.) you m

ean there is a dead body?!
Y

ou sad there w
asn't.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
o, I didn't I sad to tell the M

anager there
w

asn't.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I ca't follow

 this.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

ll the M
anager know

s is that there's an
intrder.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Intrder?
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
W
h
a
t
 
t
h
e
 

M
anager doesn't know

 is that the
intrder w

as a dead boy.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (P

erplexed.) T
he intrder w

as a dead boy?
JA

N
. H

e w
as stuck in our w

indow
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
he M

anager or the intrder?
R

IC
H

A
D

. T
he intrder!

JA
N

. W
ith his neck broken.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, I see. (R

ealising.) N
eck broken?!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I never stay out w
ithout tellng m

other.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 (G

rim
aces.) W

ell give your m
other a ring.

S
h
e
'
n
 
b
e
 
t
h
l
l
e
d
 
f
o
r
 
y
o
u
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's already in bed. B
esides there's N

urse
Foster.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
urse Foster?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She looks after m
other w

hile I'm
 at w

ork.
She goes off at 9:30.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou can phone N

urse Foster and tell her
she'n be doing som

e overtm
e. .

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I never tae advantage of her like that, M
r.

W
iley. A

nyw
ay, m

other w
orries herself to death if I

change m
y plans at the last m

inute.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

our m
other has ben w

oriing herselfto
d
e
a
t
h
 
f
o
r
 
t
h
e
 
l
a
s
t
 
e
i
g
h
t
y
 
y
e
a
r
s
.
 
T
h
e
 
f
u
t
u
r
e
 
o
f
 
t
h
e

G
overnm

ent is at stae here.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. B

ut w
hy?

JA
N

. G
oo evening, M

r. Pigden.
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j
"
'
Ï
a
n
 
y
o
u
,
 
M
i
s
s

_,'th beoom
 w

hile I
~ -~' .;.:: ,. ,: ~ ."

!W
\Ý

lien it is sae to com
e out?

f' ...-
_ .t:
'
è
y
o
u
'
v
e
 
g
o
t
 
i
n
v
o
l
v
e
d
 
i
n
 
t
h
i
s
,
 
M
r
.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sits G
E

O
R

G
E

,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Pleading,) G
eorge! I had no alternative,

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (M
ortifed.) Y

ou didn't m
ove a dead body?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I had to think quickly. H
e's only a burglar

for G
od's sae.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (In disbelief. Y
ou haven't inform

ed the
police or anyboy?

R
IC

H
A

R
. N

o, that's w
hy I nee your help, G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (D

eterm
inedly.) I'm

 sorry, M
r. W

iley.
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 rises and m

oves aw
ay.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
eorge! M

y w
ife thinks I'm

 in the H
ouse

of C
om

m
ons! It w

ould all com
e out. M

iss W
orthington!

T
he lot!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. M
r. W

illey-you have tam
pered w

ith
m
a
t
e
r
i
 
e
v
i
d
e
n
c
e
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
y w

ife w
il tam

per w
ith som

ething else
if she finds out about M

iss W
orthington. G

eorge, you're
not m

aried. Y
ou don't know

 how
 terrfying an angry w

ife
can be.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. If I w
as m

ared, M
r. W

iley, I w
ould be

faithful to m
y w

ife!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
ising.) I'm

 not involved in it!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Sits him

 and hurries to the phone.) I need
y
o
u
r
 
h
e
l
p
 
l
i
k
e
 
I
'
v
e
 
n
e
v
e
r
 
n
e
e
d
e
d
 
i
t
 
b
e
f
o
r
e
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 is diallng R
oom

 Service.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (R

ising. C
oncerned.). W

ait a m
inute. W

hen
I arved you told m

e the boy w
as in that cupbod.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It is. (O
n phone.) H

ello! A
re you the

gentlem
an w

ho's been providing 648 w
ith R

oom
Service.:.? 

G
oo. Y

ou w
ent off w

ith a dress just now
... I

gave you a dress! (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) S

tupid m
an. (0 n

p
h
o
n
e
.
)
 
I
 
w
a
n
t
 
i
t
 
b
a
c
k
,
.
.
 
I
 
w
a
n
t
 
m
y
 
d
r
e
s
s
 
b
a
c
k
!
 
6
4
8
 
a
n
d

hurry, you sily old bat! (H
E

 slam
s the phone dow

n.) (T
o

G
E

O
R

G
E

.) N
ext tim

e there's a debate on euthanasia I'm
voting in favour.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Fearing the w
orst.) M

r. W
iley, could I

r
e
t
u
r
 
t
o
 
t
h
e
 
b
o
d
y
 
i
n
 
t
h
e
 
c
u
p
b
o
a
r
d
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I knew
 you'd com

e to m
y aid, G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h no! First of all I just w
ant to know

 how
it got from

 outside the w
indow

 there to inside the cupboard
there.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I think you'd better sit dow
n, G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (U

nderstanding the situation,) O
h, no. M

r.
W

iley! Y
ou didn't!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 takes his briefcase and sits him
 in the chair

,
 
R
.
)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat's because you're a far better person

than I am
, G

eorge. N
ow

, all w
e have to do-

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
ising.) T

here's no "w
e" about it.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
.K

. all "you" have to do-
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I don't have to do anything!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
s soon as the M

anager finds you a room
w

e transfer the boy-
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

e do w
hat?!
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R
D

E
R

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
ransfer the body. T

o your suite. W
e'll

arange him
 on your w

indow
 ledge and then-w

hen I'm
safely back in the H

ouse of C
om

m
ons and M

iss
W

orthington is in L
ew

isham
-you w

il open your
c
u
r
n
s
,
 
d
i
s
c
o
v
e
r
 
t
h
e
 
p
o
r
 
u
n
f
o
r
t
u
n
a
t
e
 
c
h
a
p
 
a
n
d
 
r
e
p
o
r
t
 
i
t

im
m

ediately to the M
anager.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Just like that! M
ove the boy to m

y suite.
L

ay him
 out on m

y w
indow

 ledge. Y
ou and M

iss
W

orthington_(H
E

 m
im

es "leaving.") Poor G
eorge

Pigden--H
E

 m
im

es cutting his throat.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge, if you W
on't do it for m

e think of
M

iss W
ortington! T

he por girl's career w
il be ruined.

S
h
e
'
s
 
N
e
i
l
 
K
i
n
o
c
k
'
s
 
s
e
c
r
e
t
a
 
f
o
r
 
G
o
d
'
s
 
s
a
k
e
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I've told you a hundred tim
es w

here Y
O

ur
libido W

ould lead you.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Suddenly very m

oved.) Y
ou'd also be

d
o
i
n
g
 
i
t
 
f
o
r
 
O
u
r
 
P
r
i
m
e
 
M
i
n
i
s
t
e
r
.
 
M
a
g
g
i
e
.
 
S
h
e
'
d
 
b
e

devastated. She'd have to ask m
e to resign. T

hat'll be three
in the last tw

elve m
onths. G

eorge, the G
overnm

ent W
ould

never w
in the next election.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (H
esitates.) It's in the cupboard, is it?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
anging on a hook.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 grim
aces. H

E
 hesitates a m

om
ent and then

m
oves to the cupboard door. H

E
 stops and looks at

R
IC

H
A

R
D

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou'll get a shock, G

eorge!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

, averting his eyes. opens the cupboard door.
T

he B
O

D
Y

 is stil hanging on the inside of the door.
Slow

ly G
E

O
R

G
E

 turns to look inside the cupboard.
T

he cupboard is em
pty. G

E
O

R
G

E
 starts to chuckle,

believing that R
IC

H
A

R
D

 has been playing a joke on
him

. Stil laughing. G
E

O
R

G
E

 sees the dead body

O
U

T
 O
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, 'l

hanging on the inside of the door. F
or a m

om
ent

G
E

O
R

G
E

 continues laughing but then suddenly stops
and scream

s. T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 enters from
 hall

¡W
ithout seeing G

E
O

R
G

E
). T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 is

rem
oving his pass key from

 the lock.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (A

s H
E

 enters.) G
oo new

s, M
r. W

iley!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

hhh!

(A
t the sound of the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

's voice G
E

O
R

G
E

 steps
into the cupboard and closes the door in one deft
m

ovem
ent. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 dr:ops to his knees. T

he
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 surveys R
IC

H
A

R
D

 on the floor.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (A
s H

E
 rises.) T

hat's a very good quality
c
a
r
t
 
y
o
u
 
h
a
v
e
 
t
h
e
r
e
.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (D

ecides to ignore this.) I've found M
e.

P
igden a suite w

hich is-oh, w
here's M

r. P
igden?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e's in the 100. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 leads the

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 aw

ay from
 the cupboard. S

houts across to
bedroom

,for JA
N

E
's benefit.) I've told the M

anager you're
in the "100'" (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 sm

iles at the surprised
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.)
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I've m
anaged to get him

 suite 650.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Shouting.) T

he M
anager says it's suite

650.M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (G

etting perplexed.) R
ight opposite.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Shouting.) T
he M

anager says it's T
ight

opposite!
JA

N
. (C

om
es out of the bedroom

 stil in her bra and
pants.) O

.K
., you don't have to shout as loud-oh!

(S
H

E
 stops on seeing the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

steps back a pace. T
here is a pause as R

IC
H

A
R

 and
the surprised M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 take in the situation.) .

¡¡
¡
 
)
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R
D

E
R

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
T
h
i
s
 
i
s
 
M
r
s
.
 

Pigden.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. M
rs. Pigden?!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
idn't I tell you?

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. N

o!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es, his w
ife's staying up w

ith him
tonight. (T

o JA
N

E
.) A

ren't you, M
rs. Pigden?

JA
N

. A
m

 I?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. O

h, yes, the M
anager's fixed it. Suite 650.

Just across the corrdor. (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) T
hat w

as so
kind.M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I thought M
r. Pigden w

as staying up to
assist you w

ith your w
ork.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat's right but w

ho am
 I to deny him

 a
little pleasure w

ith his business? (R
eferring to JA

N
E

.) C
an

you blam
e him

? (C
huckling.) A

 delectable w
ife. A

 suite at
the W

estm
inster. A

ll paid for by the governm
ent G

eorge
telephoned her and she w

as round here like a shot. D
ropped

everything.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (Pointedly looking at JA
N

E
.) Y

es.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

ow
 you're probably w

ondering w
hy M

rs.
P
i
g
d
e
n
 
i
s
 
w
e
a
n
g
-
e
r
.
 
(
H
E
 
i
n
d
i
c
a
t
e
s
 
h
e
r
 
s
t
a
t
e
 
o
f
 

undress.)
(T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 says nothing.)

J. R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. S

he w
as in the show

er. M
r. P

igden's
in the 100. A

ll nice and intim
ate. T

here you have it. (T
o

JA
N

E
.) I think that sum

s it up, doesn't it?
JA

N
'. I think so.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) Y
es, that's about the

size of it.

(T
he M

A
ID

 K
N

O
C

K
S

 on the open door and enters.)

M
A

ID
. 'Scusa, signor.

~'*¡¡rè'~¡~.
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat is it?

M
A

D
. (C

arefully.) M
ake-be-up.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Indicating JA
N

E
.) N

o, w
e'll do it.

(Q
uickly.) I w

il do it.
M

A
ID

. O
h, si. (Sees JA

N
E

.) O
h, Sit (SH

E
 giggles,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
e're busy!

M
A

D
. (N

ot understanding.) N
on capisco.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
o. 'B

ye, bye.
M

A
ID

. O
h, go bye-býe. Si! (SH

E
 indicates JA

N
E

 and
giggles.)

. M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. T

hank you, M
ara.

M
A

ID
. Si. (T

he M
A

ID
 curtsies and exits.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) A
nd thank you so

m
uch.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. Y
es. (T

o JA
N

E
.) W

ell, I' have the key
to 650 sent up. Y

ou can m
ove in im

m
ediately, M

rs.
Pigden.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Splendid.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (T
o JA

N
E

.) O
r w

hen you've com
pleted

your ablutions, that is. A
nd then w

il either you or M
r.

P
igden be goo enough to com

e dow
n to R

eception and
check-in right aw

ay.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

o problem
. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 leads the

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 tow

ards the door,)
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. A
nd I thought you w

ere in a hury to get
back to the H

ouse of C
om

m
ons, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es, I'm

 on m
y w

ay right now
. I'm

 just
w

aiung for the "100."

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 gives R
IC

H
A

R
D

 a blank look and
m

oves to go. B
ehind them

 the cupboard door opens and,
w

ith one deft m
ovem

ent, R
IC

H
A

R
D

 B
A

N
G

S
 it

closed.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (O
ff Y

ells.) O
h!

¡~L
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R
D

E
R

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 looks at R
IC

H
A

R
D

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 crosses his legs and holds his stom
ach as

though anxious to spend a penny. T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

looks at R
IC

H
A

R
 and exits.)

JA
N

. M
r. W

iley, w
hat have you done?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I thought I did very w
ell, actually.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 opens the cupboard door.) G

eorge!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 steps out of the cupboard. H
E

 realises H
E

 is
inadvertently holding the B

O
D

Y
's hand.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
hh! O

h, that w
as terrble.

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 at the corridor door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
hh!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 goes to step back into the cupboard but
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 stops him

 and closes the cupboard door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ho is it?

W
A

llE
R

. (O
ff) R

oom
 Service.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
reat. (T

o JA
N

E
.) Y

our dress. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

o
p
e
r
i
 
d
o
o
r
.
)
 
Q
u
i
c
k
!

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 steps in and gives R
IC

H
A

R
D

 a sheet of
notepaper. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 looks at it blankly.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o W

A
lT

E
R

.) W
hat the hell's this?

W
A

lR
. Y

ou asked for m
y address.

O
U

T
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(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 throw
s his hands in the air and w

alks aw
ay in

disbelief)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. M
r. W

iley w
ante a dress.

W
A

llE
R

. (L
ooks at R

IC
H

A
R

 surprised.) D
id he?

JA
N

. It's dak blue w
ith litte flow

ers.
W

A
llE

R
. (Sm

iles at R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) Sounds nice.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

ou took it!
W

A
lT

E
R

. (R
em

em
bering.) O

h, a dress.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es!
W

A
llE

R
. I w

ondered how
 I cam

e by that. Y
ou're right,

I
 
a
m
 
a
 
s
i
l
y
 
o
l
d
 
b
a
t
.

JA
N

. W
il you go and get it, please.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
A
n
d
 
h
u
r
!

W
 
A
l
l
E
R
.
 
N
o
 
s
o
o
n
e
r
 
s
a
i
d
-
O
h
-
t
h
e
 
M
a
n
a
g
e
r
 
s
a
i
d

som
eboy here w

as checking-in to suite 650.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's correct M
r. and M

rs. Pigden.

(
G
E
O
R
G
E
 
l
o
o
k
s
 
a
r
o
u
n
d
 

f
o
r
 
"
M
r
s
.
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
.
"
)

W
A

lT
E

R
. M

r. and M
rs. Pigden.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
Y
e
s
.
 
M
r
.
 
P
i
g
 

den here. A
nd M

rs. Pigden
there.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks againfor "M
rs. Pigden,")

JA
N

. D
arling.

\/

(
J
A
N
E
 
p
u
t
s
 
h
e
r
 
a
r
m
 
t
h
r
o
u
g
h
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
'
s
 
a
n
d
 
s
q
U
e
e
z
.
e
s
 
h
i
m

lovingly. G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks at her and then can only
nod.)

W
A

lT
E

R
. (Producing key.) O

ne key.
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R
D

E
R

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 takes the key.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (H
anding key to G

E
O

R
G

E
.) T

here w
e are,

G
eorge.

W
A

IT
E

R
 D

o you have any bags, M
r. Pigden?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
ubbing his eyes.) N

ot yet, no.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

o. N
o bags, no cases. N

othing like that.
T

hey're on their honeym
oon.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Faintly.) O
h, m

y G
od! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 sits in

the chair R
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. M

ared this m
orning. In L

ew
isham

.
Y

es. W
ell, the hotel's m

y w
edding present, G

eorge.
(L

aughing gaily.) W
hen I say "the hotel's m

y w
edding

present"-I m
ean, the suite, of course. N

ice w
ay to spend a

honeym
oon.

W
A

IT
E

R
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) Y
ou're sure you w

ant m
e to

bother fetching your w
ife's drss?

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
Y
e
s
,
 
p
l
e
a
!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o W

A
lT

E
R

.) A
nd w

e'd like it quickly.

1

(W
A

lT
E

R
 hesitates. holds out his hand and em

its his
cough. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 gives him

 £5.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. M

ost kind. (R
eferring to trolley.) O

h, you
haven't touched your supper.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
e don't w

ant it, thank you.
W
A
I
T
E
R
.
 
B
u
t
 

you've paid for it.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Just tae it aw

ay.
W
A
I
T
E
R
 
(
T
a
k
e
s
.
 

the trolley.) R
ight. I' sell it to one of

the other guests. (T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 exits.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

r. W
iley, I w

ish to register m
y strong

objection to al of this.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. R

ight, G
eorge, it's registered. Jane-w

ait
in the bedroom

. A
s soon as your dress arives, go.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens bedroom
 door.)

... -~i
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JA
N

. I'm
 so sorr about tonight, M

r. Pigden.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

e's having a balL
.

(H
E

 pushes JA
N

E
 into bedroom

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
.K

., G
eorge. G

et yourself into suite 650.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

ait a m
inute! I've got to cal N

urse Foster.
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 lifts receiver and dials.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
urse F

oster? .
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

o tell her I'm
 going to be late.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell hur up for heaven's sae.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
he w

orld doesn't totally revolve around
you, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ever m

ind the serm
on, G

eorge, just be
quick about it.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the cupboard door and the B
O

D
Y

 is
revealed once m

ore.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (O
n phone.) H

ello, is that M
iss Fostèr?..

G
oo evening, it's M

r. P
igden here ... I'm

 fine, thank you
... Y

es, I'm
 keeping very fit, than you.

(
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
,
 
w
h
o
 
h
a
s
 
t
u
r
n
e
d
 

from
 the cupboard. advances

on G
E

O
R

G
E

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. S
he doesn't nee a m

edca report G
eorge!

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
(
O
n
 
p
h
o
n
e
.
)
 
H
o
w
'
s
 
m
o
t
h
e
r
 
b
e
n
 
t
o
y
?

R
IC

H
A

D
. G

od!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (O

n phone.) O
h, dear ... oh dear, oh dear.

(T
o R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) M

other's ben a w
ee bit restless.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
e're all restless, G

eorge! T
ell the N

urse
you're going to be late.
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E
R
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. (O
n phone.) I w

as w
óndering if I could ask a

sm
all favour ... thank you. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) She says
nothing's too m

uch trouble for m
e.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
oo. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 m

oves up and opens the
w

indow
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (O
n phone.) I m

ay be a little late tonight.
Som

ething's cropped up ... that's very good of you, M
iss

Foster ... A
h, no! If m

other w
ants to call m

e she'll have
to ring m

e on 071-839-5097.
R

IC
H

A
R

. G
eorge!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I alw
ays lie m

other to know
 w

here I am
 in

case of em
ergencies. (O

n phone.) A
nd I'U

either be in
R

oom
 648 or 650 '" T

hey're R
eading R

oom
s in the

B
r
i
t
i
s
h
 
M
u
s
e
u
m
 
'
"
 
T
h
a
n
k
 

you so m
uch. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 puts

the phone dow
n.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. R
ight, G

eorge. G
et into suite 650 there,

open the w
indow

 and then com
e back in here via the

balcony.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I suffer from

 vertgo, you know
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
oo, that'll tae your m

ind off the C
O

rpse
you'll be caring.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pushes G
E

O
R

G
E

 into corridor and closes
door. H

E
 then goes to the B

O
D

Y
 as JA

N
E

 com
es in

f
r
o
m
 
b
e
d
r
o
o
m
.
)

JA
N

. She'd have a fit if I tur up in the ealy hours of
the m

orning.
R

IC
H

A
R

. (T
urns to her.) T

hen be dow
n w

ith Pigden
in suite 650.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (A
ppearing at w

indow
 from

 U
L

.) I head
that, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Q
uick, G

eorge, I'll give you a hand.
(R

IC
H

A
R

D
 goes to lift B

O
D

Y
 off hook.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I've ben having seond thoughts about the
w

hole thing.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 enters from
 the corridor. R

IC
H

A
R

D
steps into the cupboard and JA

N
E

 closes the door on
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 and. the B

O
D

Y
. T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 is

rem
oving his pass key from

 the lock.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (A

s H
E

 enters.) I can't find M
r. or M

rs.
Pig 

d
e
n
 
i
n
 
t
h
e
i
r
-

(H
E

 stops on seeing G
E

O
R

G
E

 kneeling outside the
w

indow
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 sm

iles at the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 and gives

a friendly w
ave. T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 advances on

G
E

O
R

G
E

 w
ho continues to sm

ile happily and tries to
look nonchalant.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (Final/y.) W

hat are you doing out there,
M

r. Pigden?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. C

om
ing in.

JA
N

. M
r. W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

hhh! D
on't do that, M

iss W
ortington.

JA
N

. I've just reased I've now
here to go.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat do you m

ean? A
s Soon as you're

dresse, go hom
e.

J
A
N
.
 
I
 
c
a
n
'
t
.
 

M
y husband thinks I'm

 w
ith A

untie
R

osie in F
elixstow

e.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ell go to A
untie R

osie in Felixstow
e!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 looks out of the w
indow

 U
 L. for G

E
O

R
G

E
.)

(
B
e
f
o
r
e
 
G
E
O
R
G
E
 

can m
ove. the w

indow
 descends w

ith a
loud B

A
N

G
 in front of his face. T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
opens it.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I've just been into suite 650 looking for

y
o
u
 
a
n
d
 
M
r
s
.
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
.
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. (O
ff) O

f cour!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o M
A

N
A

G
E

R
.) C

razy honeym
ooners.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (T

urns to see R
IC

H
A

R
D

 standing beside
him

. C
alm

ly.) Y
ou're m

issing your debate, M
r. W

iley.
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
I
 
j
u
s
t
 
n
e
e
 

to go to the "100" first.

the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 m

oves to go the cupboard door sw
ings

open and the B
O

D
Y

 is revealed.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Inadvertently yelling.) A
hhh!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 stops and turns to look at R
IC

H
A

R
D

,
w

ho sm
iles.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. D

id you w
ish to say som

ething else, M
r.

W
iley?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

o, just "A
h." I've said it now

. T
w

ice,
actually. "A

h." "A
h." N

o, that's all. T
hank you. "A

h."
"A

h." (Sings.) "A
h!!!" (Sings.) "L

a D
onna e M

obilel" Y
es.

Still there!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 never taking his eyes off R
IC

H
A

R
D

.
and so still not seeing the B

O
D

Y
, exits. closing the

dor.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 hurries to the w

indow
 and opens it.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I cam
e over to look at m

e view
. It's great in

here. (T
o JA

N
E

.) C
om

e on, darling, I'll tae you back.
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 offers his hand.)

J
A
N
.
 
(
T
o
 
M
A
N
A
G
E
R
.
)
 
E
x
c
u
s
e
 
m
e
.

(JA
N

E
 clim

bs out through the w
indow

 and follow
s

G
E

O
R

G
E

 off U
 L

.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. 'B
ye 'bye.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (C

alls.) A
nd then w

il you kindly check-
in at R

eception im
m

ediately.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 com

es out of cupboard.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
ter you.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 indicates for the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 to leave. T

he
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 m
oves. T

he w
indow

 falls w
ith a B

A
N

G
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Jum
ps.) A

hhh!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (C
alls off U

.L
) G

eorge! (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 shuts
the cupboard door and returns to the w

indow
, C

alls.)
G

eorge! (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 clim
bs out onto the balcony.) G

eorge!
(R

IC
H

A
R

D
 exits along the balcony U

 L
.)

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 at the corridor door, A
fter a m

om
ent.

the W
A

lT
E

R
 enters holding out the dress.)

11..1

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 crosses his legs and m
oves tow

ards the
bedroom

 door. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 stops w
hen H

E
 realises that

the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. instead of leaving. is w

atching
R

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

W
A

IR
. H

ere w
e are-I H

ellol R
oom

 Service!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 returns and looks enquiringly at
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. w

aiting for him
 to speak. R

IC
H

A
R

D
sm

iles and w
aves "G

ood-bye" to the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

s

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 hesitates and starts to go. T
he P

H
O

N
E

rings. T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 hesitates and then lifts the
receiver.)
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W

A
llE

R
. (O

n phone.) H
ello?... yes, this is 648 '" N

o
it's not one of the R

eading R
oom

s at the B
ritish M

useum
... Y

es, the telephone num
ber here is 071-839-5097 but it's

the W
estm

inster H
otel... M

ada, I'd know
 if I w

orked in
the B

ritish M
useum

 '" M
r. G

eorge Pigden? Y
es, I know

M
r.Pigden ... M

essage from
 w

ho ... N
urse Foster? A

nd
w

hat's the m
essage N

urse Foster?... H
is m

other's a bit
w

orried about tonight and w
ants to ta to him

.... W
ell,

you tell M
rs. Pigden there's no cause to w

orr. H
er son's

honeym
oon is going lie a bom

b.

W
A

llE
R

 I say!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. C
om

e on.

(In one deft m
ovem

ent G
E

O
R

G
E

 and R
IC

H
A

R
D

straighten up w
ith the B

O
D

Y
 betw

een them
. T

hey have
the B

ody's arm
s around their shoulders supporting him

,
a
n
d
 
t
h
e
 
t
h
r
e
e
 
o
f
 
t
h
e
m
 
a
r
e
 
s
t
a
n
d
i
n
g
 
i
n
 
a
 
r
o
w
,
 
T
h
e

W
A

lT
E

R
 steps over the w

indow
 ledge. into the room

 as
G

E
O

R
G

E
 and R

IC
H

A
R

D
 m

ove quickly aw
ay to in

front of the settee w
ith the B

O
D

Y
 betw

een them
. T

he
W

A
lT

E
R

 m
oves dow

n and surveys the "tableau." B
y

w
ay of explanation G

E
O

R
G

E
 and R

IC
H

A
R

D
 start

"dancing" and singing w
ith the B

O
D

Y
 betw

een them
,

T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 is m
esm

erised. T
H

E
Y

 finish their brief
but bright routine and JA

N
E

, w
ho has com

e D
.L

 to
w

atch, applaud.)

(H
E

 puts dow
n the phone and exits happily into the

corridor. closing the door. R
IC

H
A

R
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 and

JA
N

E
 appear outside the w

indow
 from

 U
 L

.)

11.'1.

(T
he T

H
R

E
E

 O
F

 T
H

E
M

 enter through the w
indow

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Jane, you guad the hall door. G
eorge and I

w
il transport the cause of all O

ur problem
s to 650.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hank you, M

rs.Pigden. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) A

little m
ore practice, G

eorge, and it w
il be ready for the

C
o
n
s
e
r
v
a
t
i
v
e
 
C
o
n
f
e
r
e
n
c
e
 
C
a
b
a
r
t
.

11:111
(JA

N
E

 goes to the corridor door w
hile R

IC
H

A
R

D
 opens

cupboard door. D
uring the next three lines H

E
 and

G
E

O
R

G
E

 get the B
O

D
Y

 off the hook. JA
N

E
 closes

cupd door.)

(T
he w

indow
 suddenly falls w

ith a B
A

N
G

. G
E

O
R

G
E

 and
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 yell. G

E
O

R
G

E
 and B

O
D

Y
 collapse onto

the settee.)
1:,'1

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h dear! I hope m

y m
other doesn't sta

w
o
r
r
i
n
g
 
a
b
o
u
t
 
m
e
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Forget your m
other for five m

inutes!
C

om
e on, G

eorge. D
on't hang about

(A
s T

H
E

Y
 turn to the w

indow
 the W

A
lT

E
R

 appears on the
balcony from

 U
 L

. stZ
i carrying the dress.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Q
uite right, G

eorge. Y
ou and your

"
b
r
o
t
h
e
r
"
 
t
a
e
 
a
 
r
e
s
t

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, m

y G
od!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (L
ightly.) Is Fred w

orn out, G
eorge?

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
D
e
d
 
b
e
t

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
our brother's not got your stam

ina,
G

eorge. (T
o W

A
lT

E
R

.) Fred w
as G

eorge's best m
an at the

w
edding this m

orning. I think he's had a few
 too m

any.
Pull yourself together, Fred!

1..
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(R
IC

H
A

R
 slaps Fred on the shoulder. T

he B
O

D
Y

 flops
forw

ard. G
E

O
R

G
E

 pulls it back.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou'll be all right, F

red. (T
o W

A
IT

E
R

.)
So, w

hat's your problem
?

W
A

IT
E

R
. (B

em
used.) W

hat? O
h. Y

es. I've got your
drs.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (In anguish.) O
h, m

y G
od!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (H
anding JA

N
E

 the dress.) Q
uick, put this

on, then go dow
n to R

eception and check-in as M
r,and

M
rs. Pigden before the M

anager blow
s his top.

(D
uring the next few

 lines JA
N

E
 very quickly slips into

her dress. R
IC

H
A

R
 takes sunglasses from

 his jacket
pocket.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
eorge, stick m

y sunglasses on him
, he'll

look better.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (T

akes sunglasses,) O
h, m

y goodness!
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 starts to put the sunglasses on the B

O
D

Y
,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o JA

N
E

.) A
fter you've checked-in go

hom
e to L

ew
isham

. G
eorge and I w

il get him
 into 650. .

(D
uring the ensuing dialogue R

IC
H

A
R

D
 takes the dress

from
 the W

A
IT

E
R

, tips him
 a £5 note and leads him

 to
the door. JA

N
E

 m
oves up and opens the door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hank you. M

ost kind. If you can be of
any further service tonight w

e w
on't hesitate to ring

though and ask for you, personally. W
hat's your nam

e by
the w

ay?
W

A
IT

E
R

. (L
ooking at G

E
O

R
G

E
 and the B

O
D

Y
.)

C
rom

w
ell.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. C
rom

w
ell, eh? W

hat's your first nam
e,

O
liver?

(
T
h
e
 
T
E
L
E
P
H
O
N
E
 
r
i
n
g
s
.
 
T
H
E
Y
 

a
l
l
 
"
f
r
e
e
z
e
.
"

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 lifts the receiver.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone. B

rightly.) H
ello?... (T

ersely.)
N

ur Foster?!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

ure Foster?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Ssh! (O

n phone.) N
o, you can't speak to

M
r
.
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Is m
other all right?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Ssh! (O
n phone.) M

e. Pigden has his hands
full at the m

om
ent.. I'm

 the C
urator at the B

ritish
M

useum
 ... I'm

 the C
urator at the B

ritish M
useum

 and I'm
staying overnight at the W

estm
inster H

otel... O
h!...

A
h
!
.
.
.
 
I
 
s
e
e
!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat's she saying?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Ssh! (O
n phone.) I'll get M

e. Pigden to
ring you back. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 replaces the receiver,)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat's happened?

Ii,'!,

(R
IC

H
A

R
 chuckles but the W

A
IT

E
R

 is still m
esm

erised
by G

E
O

R
G

E
 and the B

O
D

Y
.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. N

o. H
arold.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (G
iving him

 £5.) W
ell, you buy yourself a

little som
ething, H

arold.
W
 
~
T
E
R
.
 
(
S
t
i
l
 

looking at G
E

O
R

G
E

.) T
han you.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (G
ives the W

aiter another £5.) O
pen a

sm
all guest house som

ew
here.

1111111

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 turns the W
A

IT
E

R
 round and gently pushes

him
 out of the room

 closing the door. G
E

O
R

G
E

 rises
and steps aw

ay from
 the B

O
D

Y
,'w

hich slum
ps onto the

settee.)
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R
D
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R
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Jl

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. T

here you are!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) R
ehearsing for the

C
onservative C

onference C
abaret. M

rs. Pigden is just
going dow

n to R
eception to book in. Sorry about the

delay.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. T
hank you! N

ow
. M

r. P
igden- (T

he
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 turns and for the first tim
e sees G

E
O

R
G

E
sitting w

ith the B
O

D
Y

 beside him
.) W

ho on ear is that?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's M
r. Pigden's brother, Fred.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (L

ooks at G
E

O
R

G
E

.) B
rother?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Fred's not staying.
M
A
N
A
G
E
R
.
 
I
s
 
y
o
u
r
 
b
r
o
t
h
e
r
 
a
l
l
 
n
g
h
t
,
 
M
r
.
 
P
i
g
 

den?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, he's fine. (T

o B
O

D
Y

.) A
ren't you, Fred?

(T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) F
ine. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 cuddles the B

O
D

Y
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. F
red's just had a few

 to m
any dnnks.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. W

ell, I suppose w
e could find a room

 for
him

 here, M
r. Pigden.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, no. Fred's got to get hom

e. H
e's got a

hell of a jourey.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. H
e doesn't look too good.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, he alw

ays looks a bit pasty. D
on't you,

Fre?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 m
anipulates the B

O
D

Y
 so that it gesticulates a

b
r
o
a
d
 
g
e
s
t
u
r
e
 
w
i
t
h
 
o
n
e
 
o
f
 

its arm
s.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (T

o the B
O

D
Y

.) A
re you sure you feel up

to it, M
r. Pigden? (T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 sits dow

n next to
G

E
O

R
G

E
.)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 averts the B
O

D
Y

's head.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (C

alling across G
E

O
R

G
E

.) M
r. Pigden.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e's rather deaf.

~.j1'!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat w

as N
urse F

oster. Y
our m

other's
upset about you being late hom

e.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Is that all

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ot quite. She's even m

ore upset that you
got m

ared tody w
ithout telling her.

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
M
a
e
d
?
!

'II
(A

s R
IC

H
A

R
D

 takes hold of JA
N

E
 the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

appears outside the open w
indow

.)

\ii'!j1

~.:....;

~di,j

~1,::1

;
,,.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 rises and the B
O

D
Y

 slum
ps onto the divan.)

JA
N

. H
ow

 on ear did she hea about that?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

y por m
other.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ever m

ind your m
other. L

et's deal w
ith

the body and M
iss W

ortington.

,II,

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 grabs JA
N

E
 and calm

ly w
altzes her around the

room
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 quickly sits beside the body back on

the divan and holds it w
ith his arm

 around its shoulders.
T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 com

es through the open w
indow

 and
glares at the cavorting R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

E
 taps R

IC
H

A
R

D
on the shoulder.)

~..

:J i
JJi:1~ij'\

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'm
 afraid it's not an "E

xcuse m
e."

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 continues to dance w
ith JA

N
E

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sings.) "L
a D

onna e M
obile." It's been

one helluva day.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 opens the door and "ushers" JA

N
E

 out into the
corridor. JA

N
E

 stil dancing exits.)

h



52
O

U
T

 O
F O

R
D

E
R

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (L

ouder.) A
re you sure you feel up to it,

M
r. Pigden?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

, holding the back of the B
O

D
Y

's head, turns
IT

's face to look at them
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 grim

aces atjinding
the B

O
D

Y
's face so close to his.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (L

oudly.) It w
ould be no trouble to find

you a room
.

(T
here is a sU

ghtpause and then the B
O

D
Y

 slow
ly shakes

his head.)

,ii:
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (L
oudly.) A

re you in a fit condition to get
hom

e?

11,11.

(T
he B

O
D

Y
 nods its head.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I hope he's not drving, that's all.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'm
 pretty sure he w

on't be driving. K
eep

death off the road.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (T
o B

O
D

Y
.) G

ood evening then, M
r.

Pigden.
Ilili'l¡1

(T
he B

O
D

Y
 "w

aves" good-bye. T
he bem

used M
A

N
A

G
E

R
w

aves and exits.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou w

ere brilliat, G
eorge.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I feel sick.
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
C
o
m
e
 

on, let's get him
 next door.

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
I
t
'
s
 
n
o
 
g
o
o
 

getting him
 next door now

!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hy not?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

hy not?!

O
U

T
 O
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(G
E

O
R

G
E

 rises and the B
O

D
Y

 falls behind the divan w
ith

a thum
p. G

E
O

R
G

E
 and R

IC
H

A
R

 react.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I'll tell you "w
hy not," M

r. W
iley. B

ecause
the M

anager has just spent five m
inutes talkng to him

 and
he thinks he's m

y brother, F
red! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 holds his head

in his hands and w
alks aw

ay in agony.)
R

IC
H

A
R

. (R
ealising.) you're right, G

eorge!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (M

oaning.) W
hy, w

hy did I listen to you?!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge, w
e've got to thnk clearly.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
ou ca forget the royal "w

e" now
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
eorge, you're in this as m

uch as I am
.

W
ho w

as doing the ventrloquist act w
ith the dead body

just now
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
rying to think.) Y

es, w
ell-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
nd w

ho's gone along w
ith all this stuff

about M
rs. Pigden and the honeym

oon?
G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
Y
e
s
,
 
w
e
l
l
-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
nd tipsy brother Fred.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I'll tell you one thing. I'm
 voting L

abour
next tim

e.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. R

ight! N
ow

 the problem
 is-the M

anager
s
a
w
 
y
o
u
r
 
b
r
o
t
h
e
r
 
F
r
e
d
 
w
e
a
g
 
a
 
r
a
i
n
c
o
a
t
,
 
s
c
,
 
s
u
i
t
,
 
b
r
o
w
n

shoes, etc. and "sportng" sunglasses.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

hat's right!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ell, if he w
asn't w

earng a raincoat, scarf,
suit brow

n shoes, etc. and sportng sunglasses, but w
eaing

s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g
 
e
n
t
i
r
e
l
y
 
d
i
f
f
e
r
e
n
t
-
I
 
d
o
n
'
t
 
t
h
i
n
k
 
h
e
'
d
 
b
e

recognised as your brother, Fred.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (A

ghast.) W
e can't strip a dead body, M

r.
W

illey.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

his is no tim
e to be squeam

ish, G
eorge.

G
e
t
 
h
i
m
 
b
a
c
k
 
i
n
t
o
 
t
h
e
 
c
u
p
b
o
a
r
d
 
f
o
r
 
t
h
e
 
m
o
m
e
n
t
.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 m
oves to telephone.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat are you doing?

11

L
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (D
iallng.) Phoning O

liver C
rom

w
ell.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
ho?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
arold, or w

hatever his nam
e is. (0 n

phone.) Is that m
yoId friend, H

arold?... G
ood. It's M

r.
W

iley her ...Y
es, that's right, the rich gentlem

an in 648

(D
uring the ensuing dialogue G

E
O

R
G

E
 starts to drag the

B
O

D
Y

 tow
ards the cupboard but stops, getting caught

up in R
ichard's conversation.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (A
ghast.) R

onnie's in L
ew

isham
.

JA
N

. R
onnie's at R

eception.
G

E
O

R
G

t:. (M
oaning.) O

hhh.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 sinks to his knees in despair, the B
O

D
Y

s
i
n
k
i
n
g
 
w
i
t
h
 
h
i
m
.
)

.1."
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Sw

eetly.) W
ho is it?

JA
N

. (O
ff) M

e, Jane. Q
uick, open the door.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e can't be.

JA
N

. H
e is. I got the shock of m

y life. T
hank heavens

he didn't se m
e.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat the hell's he doing in the

W
estm

inster H
otel?

JA
N

. I don't know
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I knew
 som

ething like this-
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Interrupting.) O

h, shut up, G
eorge! A

nd
get off your knees, it's no good you and your brother
praying.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I think that's all that's left.

(T
he PH

O
N

E
 rings. T

H
E

Y
 "freeze." R

IC
H

A
R

D
 lifts the

receiver.)

:iil:

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ow

, H
arold, a little favour ... Y

es, there's
plenty m

ore w
here the other cam

e from
! D

o you have a
change of clothes in the hotel? Jacket, trousers, shoes, that
kind of thing ... E

xcellent. B
ring them

 to suite 648 right
aw

ay... W
e're collecting for O

xfam
.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 puts the phone dow
n. T

here is urgent
K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 at the door. G
E

O
R

G
E

 freezes w
ith the

B
O

D
Y

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hy haven't you left?

JA
N

. B
ecause I saw

 R
onnie at R

eception.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. R

onnie? W
ho's R

onnie?
JA

N
. M

y husband!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone. B

rightly.) H
ello!... (A

ngrily.)
N

ot again, N
urse Foster!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I'll talk to her!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 stands up and the B
O

D
Y

 sinks to its knees w
ith

its head resting on the chair.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou look after him

. (O
n phone.) M

iss
F

oster, you really m
ust stop pestering M

r. P
igden ._. M

r.
Pigden's m

other is alw
ays having hysterics.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat's happened?

II¡I'III

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 does so and JA
N

E
 enters looking distraught.)

(T
here is a brief m

om
ent as R

IC
H

A
R

D
 and G

E
O

R
G

E
 take

this in.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

 and R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
ogether.) H

usband?!

L
.
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H
A

R
D

. N
othing. (O

n phone.) W
hat?.. It's no

concern of yours or M
rs. P

igden's w
ho G

eorge got m
ared

to toy.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 hurries to
R

IC
H

A
R

D
;)

R
IC

H
A

R
.D

. (O
n phone.) M

r. Pigden w
il be hom

e as
soon as he's com

pleted his m
arita duties~

 (R
IC

H
A

R
D

slam
s dow

n the phone.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

y m
other's probably having a hea attck.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, let's hope tht keeps N

urse Foster off
the phone for five m

inutes.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 pushes G

E
O

R
G

E
 back to the B

O
D

Y
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
. N

ow
 stop m

oaning and hang Fred back 00
his hook!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (L
ifing B

O
D

Y
.) C

om
e on, Fred! (G

E
O

R
G

E
"m

arches" the B
O

D
Y

 to the cupboard.)
JA

N
. W

hat about R
onnie, M

r. W
iley?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
on't let's panic. T

here's obviously a
p
e
r
f
e
c
t
l
y
 
s
i
m
p
l
e
 
e
x
p
l
a
n
a
t
i
o
n
 
f
o
r
 
M
r
.
 
W
o
r
t
h
i
n
g
t
o
n
'
s

unexpete arval.
,.11,'1"

IIJuilil:

(T
here's a K

N
O

C
K

 on the corridor door. T
hey all freeze.

G
E

O
R

G
E

 has just got the B
O

D
Y

 back on its hook.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
eetly.) W

ho is it?
R

O
N

N
. (O

ff) O
pn the door!

JA
N

. (M
ortifed.) It's R

onnie.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 steps into the cupboard. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pulls
G

E
O

R
G

E
 out again.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
eetly.) Is that R

oom
 Service?

rirflf¡~.

¡¡t¡i¡ft~,

~t~.

ii.¡.~'
¡'~¡.lfr
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R
O

N
N

. If you don!t open this door, I' kick it in.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (W

hispering urgently.) G
et M

iss
W

ortington into suite 650.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (W

hispering fiercely.) T
hat's the best idea

you've had tonight. (G
E

O
R

G
E

 starts to clim
b onto

balcony.)
JA

N
. H

e's got a terrble tem
per, M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (W
orried:) H

as he?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

r. W
iley can handle it, com

e on.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 pulls JA
N

E
 out through w

indow
 and T

H
E

Y
exit. T

here is K
N

O
C

K
IN

G
 at the corridor door.)

R
O

N
N

 (O
ff) H

ey!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Sw

eetly.) C
om

ing!

(W
ithout having tim

e to close the w
indow

 R
IC

H
A

R
D

m
oves to the door. Pulls him

self together, and then
opens it. R

O
N

N
IE

 m
arches in past R

IC
H

A
R

D
.

R
O

N
N

IE
 is in a high state of contained agitation.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Pleasantly.) O
h. I thought you w

ere the
w

aiter.
R

O
N

N
. (G

rim
ly.) I'm

 R
onnie W

ortington.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Pleasantly.) Pleasure to m

eet you,
R

onnie.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 offers his hand w
hich R

O
N

N
IE

 ignores.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'm
 R

ichard W
iley.

R
O

N
N

. I blooy know
 w

ho you are all right.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Sm

ilng.) Y
es, that's w

hat com
es of

having the T
.V

. cam
eras in the H

ouse of C
om

m
ons.

Y
 ou're-r-you're not one of m

y constituents, are you?
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R
O

N
N

IE
. N

o, I'm
 bloody not. (R

O
N

N
IE

 opens the
bedroom

 door and goes in.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (C

alling through.) A
h. I thought that's

m
aybe w

hy you w
anted to see m

e.
R

O
N

N
. (R

e-enters.) I'm
 Jane's husband.

R
IC

H
A

R
. (L

ightly.) Jane?
R

O
N

N
IE

. Jane W
orthington! (R

O
N

N
IE

 bangs the
bedroom

 door shut.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Lightly.) Jane W

ortington?
R
O
N
N
.
 
S
h
e
'
s
 
o
n
e
 
o
f
 

N
eil K

innock's seretaes!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

hinking. L
ightly.) N

o, I can't say I
rem

em
ber her. N

eil has so m
any young ladies floating

about, doesn't he?
R

O
N

N
IE

. L
ok, you can drop all this. W

here is she?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

here's w
ho?

R
O

N
N

IE
. M

y w
ife! M

iss W
ortington.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
h, M

iss W
orthington is your w

ife. M
iss

as in "M
s."

iiil

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 chuckles. R
O

N
N

IE
 refrains.)

11"1"
R

O
N

N
. W

here is she?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (L

ightly dism
issive.) N

ow
 w

hat w
ould

N
eil K

innock's secreta be doing in the hotel suite of a
Junior G

overnm
ent M

inister?
R

O
N

N
IE

. It's no good, M
r. W

iley, I've had you
follow

ed.

11111'1111.

li"I_I::",

(Suddenly the w
indow

 behind them
 descends w

ith a bang.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 gives a definite but contained reaction,

R
O

N
N

IE
 just looks at the w

indow
 and back to

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. )

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Follow
ed?

rl'r.fi¡¡
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+
 R

O
N

N
IE

. L
ittle tête à têtes. C

orner cafes. C
ups of

teR
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h, that M

iss W
ortington! O

f course.
Janel O

ne of M
r.K

innock's-(L
aughs.) D

ear Jane.
R

O
N

N
. I know

 w
hat you've been up to!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. S
hortand, dictation-

R
O

N
N

. C
om

e off it! Y
ou're a C

onservative. She's in
L

abour.

t¡r

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 chuckles at R
O

N
N

IE
 but the pun is lost on

him
.)

R
O

N
N

IE
. So w

hen Jane stated giving m
e all this

rubbish about seeing her A
untie R

osie in FelIxstow
e!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. If you're suggesting w
hat I think you're

suggesting.
R

O
N

N
IE

. I'm
 suggesting that to get to Felixstow

e you
don't have to change at the W

estm
inster H

otel!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 digests this. T
he M

A
ID

 knocks and enters.)

.
L
 
M
A
.
 
M
a
d
e
-
b
e
-
n
o
w
.

( R
O

N
N

IE
. (A

dvances on her.) T
here's no bloody beds

going to be m
ade tonight

M
A

ID
. N

on C
apisco.

R
O

N
N

. Push off
M

A
ID

. (Pleasantly.) B
ye, bye. (T

he M
A

ID
 exits.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ow

, m
y dea young m

an
R

O
N

N
IE

. 
D

on't you "dear young m
an" m

e. W
hen you

w
ere boking in, M

r. B
aker w

as stading right beside you.
R

IC
H

A
R

. M
r. B

aker?
R

O
N

N
. M

y Prvate D
etective.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
rying to sm

ile.) Prvate D
etective?

R
O

N
N

. A
nd w

hile I w
as w

aiting over the road M
r.

B
a
k
e
r
 
c
l
a
m
b
e
r
e
d
 
u
p
 
t
h
e
 
f
i
r
-
e
s
c
a
p
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(A
n unpleasant thought form

ulates in R
ichard's m

ind and
H

E
 looks tow

ards the w
indow

.)

R
O

N
N

. W
hat do you tae m

e for?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

akes R
O

N
N

IE
 to the door,) A

 very
intellgent m

an, R
onnie. Y

ou go dow
n to R

eception.
C

heck if there's a M
r. and M

rs. Pigden boked-in.
R

O
N

N
. (H

esitating.) L
ok, if you're having m

e on.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I'm

 as distresse as you are.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the corridor door as, behind R
O

N
N

IE
,

the cupboard door opens and the B
O

D
Y

 falls forw
ard

hanging on the hook. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sees this but
R

O
N

N
IE

 doesn't. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 grabs R
O

N
N

IE
's

shoulders to stop him
 turning,)

..

R
O

N
N

E
.-got through the w

indow
 of 648-and w

as
aranging to catch you at it, m

yoId chum
!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hile I w

as booking-in-your Private
D
e
t
e
t
i
v
e
 
c
a
e
 
u
p
 
t
h
e
 
f
i
r
-
e
s
c
a
p
e

R
O

N
N

. T
hat's nght!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (L
ooks at the w

indow
.) A

nd opened that
w

indow
-

R
O

N
N

. Y
ou've hit it nght on the head!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h dear. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 glances at the

cupboard then back to R
O

N
N

IE
 and sm

iles.)
R

O
N

N
. Y

es! W
ell I've been w

aiting for him
 for over

forty-five m
inutes so I reckon he m

ust have seen plenty by
now

.R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou don't even know

 your w
ife's in the

hoteL
.

R
O

N
N

. Y
es I do. I've ben standing opposite! I saw

her snea thugh after you'd checked-in.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Possibly you did.

R
O

N
N

. D
efinitely I did!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, she's not w

ith m
e I assure you.

(T
here's afractional pause.) She's w

ith G
eorge Pigden.

R
O

N
N

. G
eorge w

ho?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge P
igden. I've ben tring to protect

him
. H

e's m
y Private Secretary. B

iggest ram
 in

W
estm

inster.
R

O
N

N
IE

. D
on't give m

e that. Y
ou're the one Jane's

been having all those pnvate little m
eetings w

ith.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's right. T
o try to talk her out of her

infatuation for M
r. Pigden. B

ut it w
as to no avaiL

. G
eorge

is a very expenenced w
om

aniser. H
e's been through the

fem
ale m

em
bers over there like a sex-m

ad rabbit.

. R
IC

H
A

R
D

. R
onnie!

R
O

N
N

. (Surprised.) W
hat?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I think I'm
 even m

ore distressed than you
ar.R

O
N

N
E

. G
eorge Pigden, you say?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. C
orrect. (Sym

pathetically,) I'm
 dreadfully

s
o
r
r
 
i
t
'
s
 
g
o
i
n
g
 
o
n
 
b
e
h
i
n
d
 
y
o
u
r
 
b
a
c
k
.

R
O

N
N

. If you're lying to m
e-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (H
urt.) R

onnie, I'm
 a m

em
ber of

parliam
ent.

R
O

N
N

. W
ell, don't forget there's stil Jack B

aker.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I haven't forgotten Jack B

aker.
R

O
N

N
. H

e'll have kept his eyes open.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

e w
on't be able to say a w

ord against m
e,

I assure you.
R

O
N

N
. I' be back.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he pleasure w

il be all m
ine.

.,

II!ll,ll

~

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pushes R
O

N
N

IE
 into the corridor m

aking sure
that R

O
N

N
IE

 doesn't turn around. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 quickly
shuts the B

O
D

Y
 aw

ay in the cupboard, goes to the
telephone and dials.)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o him

self) C
om

e on, G
eorge! (0 n

phone.) G
eorge, get back in here w

ith Jane, right aw
ay...

R
onnie's gone dow

n to R
eception but he'll be back. .. Y

ou
c
a
n
'
t
 
s
t
a
y
 
i
n
 

650, that's w
here he's going back to '"

G
eorge, there isn't tim

e! Suffce to say that if R
onnie

m
e.ets you w

e'll have tw
o dead boies on our hands. (P

uts
the phone dow

n.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. S
everal of us but-er-only one requires

the w
heelchar.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 and JA
N

E
 enter along balcony and tap on

w
indow

. R
IC

H
A

R
 m

oves up and opens the w
indow

.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. D

on't they know
 these suites have doors to

them
?

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
eetly.) W

ho is it?
W

A
IT

E
R

. (O
ff) R

oom
 Service.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 and JA
N

E
 clam

ber in.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (E
ntering.) W

hat's happened?
JA

N
. (E

ntering.) W
hat did R

onnie w
ant for G

od's
sae?R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ait a m
inute. I'm

 dealing w
ith H

arold.
W

A
IT

E
R

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) A

re you going to spend all
your honeym

oon to-ingand fro-ing along that balcony?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o W
A

lT
E

R
.) N

ever m
ind them

. C
an you

fix m
e up w

ith a w
heelchair?

W
A

IT
E

R
. W

ell, m
aybe. T

he hotel keeps a couple for
tim

es of em
ergency.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
im

e's up, H
arold.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pushes the W
A

lT
E

R
 w

ho stops, coughs and
holds out his hand. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 takes out his m

oney
clip.)

W
A

lT
E

R
. £10 w

il suffce.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. O

h. Y
ou've cleaned m

e out.
W

A
lT

E
R

. (E
xpansively.) T

hat's all right then.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Surprised.) T

hank you, H
arold.

W
A

IT
E

R
. A

m
erican E

xpress w
il do nicely. (T

he
W

A
lT

E
R

 exits.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the door and the W
A

lT
E

R
 enters

carrying a pile of clothes on top of w
hich is a bow

ler
hat.)

+
W

A
IT

E
R

. Y
our bespoke talor has arved.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. B
rillant.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pulls the W
A

lT
E

R
 across and shuts the door,

H
E

 then goes to take the clothes but the W
A

lT
E

R
h
o
l
d
s
 
o
u
t
 
h
i
s
 
h
a
n
d
 
a
n
d
 
g
i
v
e
s
 
h
i
s
 
g
e
n
t
l
e
 
c
o
u
g
h
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 goes for his m
oney clip.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. I got m

ared in that suit, you know
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (G
ives him

 £5.) Y
es. N

ow
, H

arold, our
situation has deteriorated som

ew
hat.

W
A

lT
E

R
. (G

rinning.) M
arellous.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. I need a w

heelchair.
W

A
lT

E
R

. A
 w

heelchai.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. For an invalid.

W
A

lT
E

R
. H

as som
eboy been taen il?
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G
E

O
R

G
E

 and JA
N

E
. (T

ogether.) W
hat's going on?

W
ho's the w

heelchair for?/ M
r. W

iley, please. W
hat did

R
o
n
n
i
e
 
w
a
n
t
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
his is w

orse than Q
uestion T

im
e.

l
(T

he w
indow

 falls w
ith a B

A
N

G
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
od! (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) N
ow

 do you w
ant the

bad new
s or the W

orse new
s?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Isn't there any good new
s?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
o.

JA
N

. For heaven's sae, give us the bad new
s.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he bad new

s is Y
O

ur husband had us
f
o
l
l
o
w
e
d
 
h
e
r
e
 
b
y
 

a Private D
etective.

(JA
N

E
 and G

E
O

R
G

E
 look aghast.)

J
A
N
:
 
N
o
!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
nd you m

ean there's w
orse new

s than that?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es. H
e's the m

an hanging in O
ur

cupbod.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks aghast at the
cupboard.)

l JA
N

. H
ow

 C
ould R

onnie behave in such a deceitful
w

ay.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 and R
IC

H
A

R
D

 look at her.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
ow

 indeed.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

ell, unless it's for m
e, I don't see w

here
the w

heelchair fits in.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge, he's a Private D
etective! W

e can't
have him

 discovered in either of our suites now
, can w

e?
W

e'll sit him
 in the w

heelchair and put a blanket round his
legs.

~
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G
E

O
R

G
E

; T
hen w

hat?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

ou push him
 to C

lapham
 C

om
m

on,
G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Is dum

bfounded.) C
lapham

 C
om

m
on?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sim
ply.) It's O

n your w
ay hom

e. G
eorge,

like I keep saying, the por m
an's dead. It w

on't m
ake any

d
i
f
e
r
e
n
c
e
 
t
o
 
h
i
 
w
h
e
r
e
 
h
e
'
s
 
d
i
s
c
o
v
e
r
e
d
.
 
Y
o
u
 
c
a
n
 
w
a
l
 
t
h
e
r
e

in under the hour. Just dum
p him

 in the bushes.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. 

D
um

p him
 in the bushes?!

J
A
N
.
 
L
o
k
!
 
W
h
a
t
 
a
b
o
u
t
 
R
o
n
n
i
e
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es, that's another goo reason for G

eorge
to em

igrate to C
lapham

 C
om

m
on. I'm

 afraid I told M
r.

W
ortington a little w

hite lie.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (W

earily.) W
hat?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat you w

ere about to seduce his w
ife.

G
E

O
R

G
E

; W
hat?!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e found that hard to believe so he's dow

n
at R

eception checking if a M
r. and M

rs. Pigden have
boked in.

J
A
N
.
 
A
n
d
 
w
e
 
h
a
v
e
!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (D
elighted.) Suite 650, that's right.

G
E

O
R

G
E

; M
r. W

iley, do you know
 w

hat you are?
'f R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ell, if I go on like this I could end up the
Leader of the P

ary.

(T
here is a knock at the door. T

H
E

Y
 "freeze.")

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
eetly,) W

ho is it?
R

O
N

N
. (O

ff) R
onnie W

ortington!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Sw

eetly.) C
om

ing!

(D
uring the ensuing dialogue R

IC
H

A
R

D
, G

E
O

R
G

E
 and

JA
N

E
 w

hisper urgently.)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Q
uick!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the cupboard door. T
he B

O
D

Y
 is stil

hanging on the insi of the door.)

R
O

N
N

. Y
ou w

ere blooy nght! M
r. and M

rs. Pigden.
Suite 650. (D

isbelievingly.) T
hey're opposite.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
o!

R
O

N
N

. I banged on the door but there w
as no reply.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
asn't there?

R
O

N
N

. So I kicked the blooy door in!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (G

lances through the open corridor door,)
B

looy hell
R

O
N

N
. T

hey're not in there though.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

ren't they?
R

O
N

N
. O

h, m
y G

od!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. B
oth of you. G

et in there.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. D

o w
e have to?

R
IC

H
A

R
. Y

ou can either com
e face to face w

it the
boy or face to face w

ith R
onnie.

R
O

N
N

. (O
f) H

ey!

(T
here is m

ore K
N

O
C

K
IN

G
 from

 R
O

N
N

IE
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

 and JA
N

. (T
ogether.) T

he boy.
(R

O
N

N
IE

 suddenly breaks dow
n. T

he pent up em
otion is

too m
uch for him

 and H
E

 falls to his knees, sobbing,
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 looks totally bew

ildered as the young m
an

w
ails and clutches R

ichard's legs.)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 pulls JA
N

E
 across him

 into the cupboard.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 picks up the clothes brought in by the

w
aiter;)

L

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
nd w

hile you're in there, put him
 in

C
r
o
m
w
e
l
l
'
s
 
w
e
d
d
i
g
 
s
u
i
t

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (H
orrifed.) ~

s tht rely necessa?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es. It w
il delay identification. A

nd hur
up!G

E
O

R
G

E
. G

od, you could teach Jeffrey A
rcher a thing

or tw
o.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
et a grp on yourself, R

onnie.
R

O
N

N
. It's all m

y fault!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I'm

 sure it isn't.
R

O
N

N
IE

. Y
es, that's w

hy she's gone off w
ith this

blokè P
igden. H

e's better at it than I am
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
o!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 takes the clothes and R
IC

H
A

R
D

 shuts the
cupboard door. T

here is m
ore knocking at the door.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens it.)

(R
O

N
N

IE
 w

ails m
ore as the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 com
es in angrily

f
r
o
m
 
t
h
e
 
c
o
r
r
i
d
o
r
 
a
n
d
 
i
s
 
a
b
o
u
t
 
t
o
 
k
n
o
c
k
 
o
n
 
t
h
e
 
o
p
e
n

door w
hen he is confronted by the scene infront of him

,
T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
, leaving the door w

ide open, m
oves

dow
n. aghast.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'm
 sure you're very goo at it.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pats R
onnie's head. T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 is

appaled.

R
IC

H
A

R
. (O

pening door.) N
o need to get im

patient.

(R
O

N
N

IE
 m

arches in. H
e is shattered. In the co"idor the

door of 650 opposite has one of its panels shattered.)
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R
O

N
N

æ
. N

o, that's w
hat the trouble is.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat, R

onnie?
R
O
N
N
.
 
(
W
a
i
l
n
g
.
)
 
I
'
m
 
n
o
 
g
o
o
 

in bed, M
r. W

iley!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. N

o, it's not all right! T
he door's been

kicked in and the fuiture thow
n all over the place.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
r. Pigden w

il pay for any dam
age.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. It's not a question of paym

ent! I can't
have this kind of thing going on at the W

estm
inster H

oteL.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I understad

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I'm

 all for couples consum
ating their

L
 honeym

oon but this is appalling.
R

O
N

N
. H

oneym
oon?!

(R
O

N
N

IE
 falls to his knees, crying and clasps R

ichard's
legs. R

IC
H

A
R

 sits him
 in chair.)

R
IC

H
A

R
. T

ry and pull yourself together, R
onnie.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

nd neither M
e. nor M

rs. Pigden are
anyw

here to be sen.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hey're probably dining in the restaurant.
W

hy don't you pop dow
n and have a look.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 starts to m
ove the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 but the
W
 
A
f
T
E
R
 
c
o
m
e
s
 
t
h
r
o
u
g
h
 
t
h
e
 
o
p
e
n
 
d
o
o
r
 
w
i
t
h
 
t
h
e

w
heelchar.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 looks em
barrassed. B

ehind them
 the

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 looks am

azed.)

R
IC

H
A

R
. I'm

 sure you're adequate.
R

O
N

N
. N

o. (Sobbing.) I just can't keep it going.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 is incensed.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
on't. Y

ou'll only m
ake it harder for

yourself.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. M
r. W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Jum

ping.) O
h, m

y-! I--r w
as just

explaing-
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I'd rather not know
 w

hat you w
ere

explaining.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

ou can leave him
 to m

e. H
e's got a bit of

a problem
.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. S

o I head.

(D
uring the above R

O
N

N
IE

 has done his best to pull
him

self 
together and sits in the chair R

.)
W

A
lR

. H
ere w

e ar!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 surveys the W
A

IT
E

R
 and the

w
heelchar.)

R
O

N
N

. I don't usually behave like tht in public.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. I'm
 pleasd to hear it.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
(
T
o
 

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
.) I'll sort it out.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (A

ngrily.) W
ell, perhaps you can also sort

out M
r.Pigden next door.

R
O

N
N

. (R
ising.) Pigden?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's all right, R
onnie.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. W

hat on ea are you doing, C
rom

w
ell

W
A

IT
E

R
. A

nsw
ering the call.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (R

efers to w
heelchar,) W

ho is that for?
W

A
IT

E
R

. W
ho is it for, M

r. W
illey?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
y young friend there.

W
A

IT
E

R
. (T

o R
O

N
N

IE
.) Y

ou're new
 around here,

a
r
n
'
t
 
y
o
u
?
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(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 is m
om

entarily at a loss.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (T

o W
A

IT
E

R
.) Y

ou can go.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 assists R
O

N
N

IE
 to his feet.)

W
A
l
l
E
R
.
 
O
h
.
 
W
e
l
l
-
e
r

(T
he W

A
IT

E
R

 looks at R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
E

 then points to
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
,
 
p
o
i
n
t
s
 
t
o
 
h
i
m
s
e
l
f
 
h
o
l
d
s
 
u
p
 
t
e
n
 

fingers and
exits. D

uring this the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 lifts R

O
N

N
IE

 to his
feet.)

M
A
N
A
G
E
R
.
 
I
 
d
o
n
'
t
 
k
n
o
w
 
w
h
o
 
y
o
u
 

are young m
an or

w
hat you're doing in M

r. W
iley's suite at this tim

e of
night, but I m

ust ask you to vacate the W
estm

inster H
otel

as soon as you've got a grp on yourself. (T
o R

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

In futue, M
r. W

iley, I think it w
ould be w

iser if you w
ere

accom
panied on thes overnight stays by your w

ife.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 exits in.to corridor.)

R
O

N
N

. B
looy hell, I feel lousy.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
o hom

e, you'll feel better.
R

O
N

N
IE

. I'm
 not going hom

e until I've found that
bloke, Pigden.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. L
ike I said he's probably dow

nstairs in the
restaurant.

R
O

N
N

IE
. R

ight! A
nd w

hen I find him
 the first thing

I'll do is kick him
 right in the crotch. (R

O
N

N
IE

 exits into
corrr.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
pens the cupboard door.) D

id you hear
a
n
y
 
o
f
 

tht?
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l
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

es, but it w
as the last bit that brought

te to m
y eyes. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 steps out holding his groin.)

JA
N

. (C
om

es out.) W
asn't R

onnie m
agnificent?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
agnficent?

JA
N

. T
he w

ay he declar his love for m
e. I've never

head him
 ta like tht befor.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (W
earily.) O

h, G
od!

JA
N

. A
nd now

 he's had the guts to bring his little
deficiencies into the open-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Jane, discuss it w
ith your fam

ily doctor
next w

eek! (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) D

id you change his clothes?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

ell, it w
asn't easy. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 brings out

the B
O

D
Y

 w
ho is now

 dressed, very badly, in the W
aiter's

old w
edding suit and w

earing the bow
ler hat. H

E
 is stil

w
earing the sunglasses.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. For heaven's sake!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. It w

as dak in there.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Stick him

 in that.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 brings the w
heelchair forw

ard and G
E

O
R

G
E

plonks the B
O

D
Y

 on the seat. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 surveys
him

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, I suppose w

e should be grateful it's
not N

ovem
ber the 5th. (T

o JA
N

E
.) R

ight. Y
ou go dow

n
the fire-escape and get hom

e to L
ew

isham
 as fast as you

can. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the w
indow

.)
JA

N
. W

hat am
 I going to say to R

onnie w
hen he gets

back?R
IC

H
A

R
. T

ell him
 Pigden dragged you here by force.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
hank you!

JA
N

. G
od, I don't think I can face R

onnie just yet.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hen go back to the H
ouse of C

om
m

ons.
J
A
N
.
 
I
 
c
a
n
'
t
 
s
l
e
e
p
 

there!

f



R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hy not? E

verybody else does.
(
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
 
p
u
s
h
e
s
 
h
e
r
 
o
u
t
 
o
f
 

w
i
n
d
o
w
 
a
n
d
 
o
f
f
U
R
.
)
 
O
.
K
.
,

G
eorge, this is it. (O

pens corridor door.) C
lapham

C
om

m
on. W

ales w
ith F

red. I1 get the lift and hold it for
y
o
u
.
 
G
i
v
e
 
m
e
 
t
h
i
r
y
 
s
e
o
n
d
s
.
 
A
n
d
 
g
e
t
 
o
u
r
 
f
r
e
n
d
 
a
 

blanet

frm
 the bem

.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (O

pening bedroom
 dor.) V

ery w
ell.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
nd, G

eorge, if ever you get m
ared and

find yourself in a m
ess, you can count on m

e.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

fter R
onnie's finished w

ith m
e I think

m
arage w

il be out of the quesüon. (E
xits into the

bedroom
)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 surveys the room
, pats the B

O
D

Y
 on the

cheek and exits.
F

or a m
om

ent there is silence and then the B
O

D
Y

 begins
to stir. H

E
 shakes his head and then feels his neck

w
hich is very painful. H

e realises he has sunglasses on
and his hands com

e up to feel them
. H

E
 takes

súnglasses and looks at them
. H

E
 then puts them

 in his
top pocket, feels his neck again and m

oves his head
f
r
o
m
 
s
i
d
e
 
t
o
 
s
i
d
e
.
 
T
h
i
s
,
 

m
akes him

 w
ince. H

E
 puts his

hand to his neck and rubs it. In doing so H
E

 touches the
bow

ler hat. H
E

 feels it. takes it off and looks at it,
puzzled. H

E
 replaces the hat on his head and tries to

think. H
E

 then looks at him
self sitting in the

w
heelchair and tries to w

ork out how
 he got there. H

E
stands up and then realises he is w

earing strange
clothes. H

e is even m
ore surprised to find his trousers

are on back-to-font. H
E

 looks around the room
.

H
e suddenly rem

em
bers the w

indow
 and points to it as the

m
em

ory begins to return. H
E

 goes to the w
indow

 and
then steps outside. H

E
 kneels on balcony m

im
ing w

hat
he rem

em
bers he did originally. H

E
 leans back in

througn m
e w

iruvn' ~,.- o._n
satisfactin.)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. O
f course! rve got it!

(
T
h
e
 
w
i
n
d
o
w
 
s
u
d
d
e
n
l
y
 
f
a
l
l
s
 
o
n
 
h
i
s
 
n
e
c
k
 
w
i
t
h
 
a
 
l
o
u
d

T
H

U
M

P. H
is eyes close and H

E
 slum

ps.)

M
u
s
i
c
-
C
U
R
T
 
A
I
N

l

l
75

¡'~l
,i .
1',1
¡ir

.,,l".f" ...
i'



A
C

T
 II

T
he scene is the sam

e. A
fter a m

om
ent G

E
O

R
G

E
 com

es
out of the bedroom

 w
ith blanket. H

E
 throw

s it over the
now

 em
pty w

heelchair and then m
oves behind the

w
heelchair to start pushing. H

E
 stops. F

or a m
om

ent
his m

ind is in a w
hirl. H

E
 rushes back to the front of

the w
heelchair and stares at it. H

E
 grabs the blanket and

looks at the em
pty seat. H

E
 shakes the blanket to see if

the B
O

D
Y

 w
il fall out. H

E
 then looks beneath the

chair and all around it for the B
O

D
Y

. R
IC

H
A

R
D

hurries in behind him
 closing the door,

R
IC

H
A

D
. G

eorge!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

hhh! D
on't do that.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I've ben w
aiting by the lift for G

od's sae.
C

om
e on.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
e's gone.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Im
patiently.) W

ho's gone?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

he P
rvate D

etective.

;,ñi

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 steps aw
ay from

 the w
heelchair and indicates

thefact that it is em
pty. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 stares for a brief

m
om

ent.)

d
1I

j

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
here is he, G

eorge?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I don't know

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

ou m
ust have put him

 som
ew

here.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

o.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (G

rabbing G
E

O
R

G
E

.) For safety or
som

ething!

75
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O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o. I w

ent to thow
 the blanet over him

and he w
asn't there.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
Y
o
u
 
c
a
'
t
 

just go and lose a dead boy!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I haven't done anything. H

e's vanshed.

O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R
77

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 throw
s his hands in the air and turns aw

ay. H
E

sees the B
O

D
Y

 in the w
indow

. D
uring G

E
O

R
G

E
's

ensuing speech R
IC

H
A

R
D

 m
oves up and looks at the

B
O

D
Y

.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
n to us?

R
IC

H
A

R
. A

nd, G
eorge, I sm

ell blackm
ail.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. D
o you?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hy w

ould anyone stick him
 back there?

W
hy not ca the police or hotel Securty?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I knew

 I should have had this evening at
hom

e w
ith m

other.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. D

on't bring her into it for G
od's sake.

R
ight C

om
e on. (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 lifts the w

indow
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat are you doing?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
ou w

ent out to get the lift. I w
alked into

the bedroom
, took a blanet off the be and cam

e back in
here. I couldn't have ben gone a m

inute.
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
(
F
r
o
m
 
t
h
e
 
w
i
n
d
o
w
,
 

flatly.) G
eorge.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks at R
IC

H
A

R
D

 w
ho points to the B

O
D

Y
betw

een them
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 glances dow

n and nods but
doesn't take it in.)

(D
uring the ensuing dialogue T

H
E

Y
 get the B

O
D

Y
 back

into the w
heelchair.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's back to plan A
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat's plan A

?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. C

lapham
 C

om
m

on.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. B

ut if som
eboy's on to us!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
e've got no other choice, G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

es w
e have. Plan B

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hat's plan B
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
ell the trth.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
re you m

ad?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I w
as less than a m

inute, M
r. W

iley. N
ow

he w
as definitely there w

hen I w
ent into the bedroom

. H
e

w
as sitting there in sunglasses and C

rom
w

ell's w
edding

s
u
i
t
 
-

(H
E

 stops, realising that he's just seen the B
O

D
Y

 trapped
in the w

indow
. H

E
 looks at the B

O
D

Y
, then H

E
 looks

at the w
heelchair, and then back to R

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 turns the w
heelchair and G

E
O

R
G

E
 puts the

B
O

D
Y

 in it.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (M
ortifed.) M

r. W
iley!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
m

inously.) G
eorge, w

hat have you done?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I 

haven't done anything, M
r. W

iley.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

e's back to w
here he w

as an hour ago.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I prom

ise you, M
r. W

iley, the last tim
e I

saw
 him

 he w
as sitting in that w

heelchair.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hen som
eboy's on to us.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
 lot of people do, you know

! It does
happen! It's quite sim

ple, too. Y
ou and M

iss W
orthington

found a body, that's alL.

(D
uring the above speech R

IC
H

A
R

D
 has opened the

c
o
r
r
r
 
d
o
r
.
)



O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R

O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R
79

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
o you realise w

hat untold suffering w
ould

be caused if w
e resortd to the trth at this stag~

? T
hink of

poor M
r. W

ortington. H
e's in such a state he'd probably

c
h
u
c
k
 
h
i
m
s
e
l
f
 
o
v
e
r
 
t
h
e
 
b
a
l
c
o
n
y
.
 
T
h
e
r
e
'
s
 
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g

m
i
s
s
i
n
g
.
 
S
u
n
g
l
a
s
s
e
s
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Pointing.) T
hey're in his top PO

C
ket, M

r.
W

iley. (G
E

O
R

G
E

 takes them
 out.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat'll be another sign from

 the
blackm

ailer. H
e's playing gam

es w
ith us, G

eorge.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 goes to take it but im
m

ediately stops and
looks at G

E
O

R
G

E
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 clutches R

ichard's arm
.

T
hey both look at the W

A
IE

R
 w

arily.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o W

A
IE

R
.) A

 note?
W

 A
rR

. T
ht~

 right
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ho's it frm
?

W
A
l
.
 
M
e
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Surprised.) Y
ou.

W
 A

rR
. T

ht's right.
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 has replaced the sunglasses on the "dead"

B
O

D
Y

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I reckon w
e'll get a note next.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
 note?

R
IC

H
A

R
. D

em
anding m

oney.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

r. W
iley, if there is a blackm

ailer-

(T
he w

indow
 com

es dow
n w

ith a B
A

N
G

. G
E

O
R

G
E

 grabs
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 in terror.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 and G
E

O
R

G
E

 exchange another look.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 taJes the note and read it.)

G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
h
e
 
m
i
g
h
t
 

follow
 m

e to C
lapham

 C
om

m
on.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat's a chance w

e'll have to tae.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, w
il w

e?!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (R
eads.) "For supplying one w

heelchair,
£10." 

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 angrily cruples up the note.)
W

A
IT

R
. (Sees B

O
D

Y
. T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) Y
our brother's

t
a
e
n
 
a
 
t
u
 
f
o
r
 
t
h
e
 
w
o
r
s
e
,
 
h
a
 
h
e
,
 
M
r
.
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es. Poor Fred's passed on-(Q

uickly.)
p
a
s
e
d
 
o
u
t

W
A

IR
. It w

as all that dacing that did it.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. V

ery likely.
W

A
llE

R
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) A
s a m

atter of interest w
hy

has he changed into m
y w

edding suit?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Fred's going to a w

edding.
W

A
IT

E
R

. (S
urprised.) Is he? (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) H
e's

a
l
e
a
d
y
 
b
e
n
 
t
o
 
y
o
u
r
s
 
t
o
y
.

(T
he W

A
IT

E
R

 enters through the open corridor door.)

W
A

lT
E

R
. M

r. W
iley!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat do you w

ant?
W

A
lT

E
R

. (T
o R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) T

his is for you. (H
E

 holds
o
u
t
 
a
 
s
h
e
e
t
 
o
f
 
p
a
p
e
r
.
)
 
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat is it?

W
A

llE
R

. A
 note.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 nods dum
bly.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e's going to his other brother's now

.
W

A
IT

E
R

. (D
elighted. T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) H
ave you got

a
n
o
t
h
e
r
 
b
r
o
t
h
e
r
?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

. nods dum
bly.)



O
U

T
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F O
R

D
E

R
O

U
T
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R
D

E
R
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. B

ert.
W

A
llE

R
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) A
nd B

ert's getüng m
ared

o
n
 
t
h
e
 
s
a
e
 
d
a
y
 
a
s
 
h
i
m
 
?

R
IC

H
A

R
. Y

es! B
ert and G

eorge ar tw
ins.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, m

y G
od!

R
O

N
N

IE
. (S

trides into the room
.) I'm

 going to sort it
o
u
t
 
n
o
w
!
 
S
t
a
n
g
 
w
i
t
h
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
 
b
l
o
o
y
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
!

(R
O

N
N

IE
 stops on seeing G

E
O

R
G

E
 w

ith his back to him
standing in the corner w

ith the w
heelchair. T

here is a
fractional pause and then G

E
O

R
G

E
, hiding his face

from
 R

O
N

N
IE

, pushes the w
heelchair in front of

R
O

N
N

ie and out through the door. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sm
iles

encouragingly at R
O

N
N

IE
.)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 sits inadvertently on the B
O

D
Y

. H
E

 leaps up
w

ith a yell and w
e see that he lis sat on the B

O
D

Y
's

upturned hand w
hich ha "goosed" him

. G
E

O
R

G
E

 rubs
his backside, gives the B

O
D

Y
 a rem

onstrative glance
and slaps the B

O
D

Y
's hand.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o R

O
N

N
IE

.) T
hat w

as D
octor

L
ivingstone.

R
O

N
N

IE
. (R

O
N

N
IE

 assim
ilates this.) A

nd w
ho w

as
the guy in the w

heelchair?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. O

h, just som
eboy's brother.

R
O

N
N

. W
hose? '

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (A
fter a slight pause.) M

ine. H
arington

W
iley. D

otor L
ivingstone is w

ith him
 perm

anently. Poor
H

arngton. T
he brain's com

pletely gone.
R

O
N

N
. Y

 oukind of forget other people's problem
s

w
hen you're up to your eyes in your ow

n.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Puts his arm

 around R
onnie's shoulders,)

Y
ou go hom

e. M
rs. W

ortington's been faithful to you, I
just know

 she has.

ii¡rri.~I¡i
 
i

¡t., ,iii

t
W

A
IT

R
. I say! (T

aps his w
atch.) It's a bit late for B

ert
to be having a w

edding cerem
ony, isn't it?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's perform
ed in conjunction w

ith
M
i
d
n
i
g
h
t
 
M
a
s
s
.

~
(R

IC
H

A
R

D
 starts to propel the W

A
IT

E
R

 out as R
O

N
N

IE
storm

s in through the door. G
E

O
R

G
E

 quickly pushes
the w

heelchair and B
O

D
Y

 into the corner by the
bedroom

 door.)

R
O

N
N

IE
. M

r. W
iley! I can't find Pigden or m

y w
ife

anyw
here.

W
A

llE
R

. (T
o R

O
N

N
IE

.) G
oo evening, sir.

R
O

N
N

. W
ho the hell are you?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he richest m

an in the hoteL
.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 puts both arm
s around R

O
N

N
IE

 as the
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 com
es in behind them

. T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

stops am
azed.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 pushes the W
A

IT
E

R
 out into the corridor.)

_
 
J
 
(
 
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
A
n
d
 
w
h
e
n
 
y
o
u
 
g
e
t
 
h
o
m
e
,
 
R
o
n
n
i
e
,
 
g
o
 
u
p
 
t
o

t
.
 
A
 
y
o
u
r
 
w
i
f
e
 
a
n
d
 
s
a
y
-
I
 
b
e
l
i
e
v
e
 
i
n
 
W
i
l
l
e
y
.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (Staggered.) M

r. W
illey!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (C
loses his eyes.) I'm

 busy!
R

O
N

N
. T

hey're hiding som
ew

here.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hy not gò hom
e, sleep on it, and sort it

out in the m
orning.
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M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. M

r. W
iley I w

ould like to rem
ind you,

m
ost forcibly, that w

hen you boked into this hotel, you
intended to depar im

m
edatly for the H

ouse of C
om

m
ons.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. S
om

ething poppe up.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. N
o doubt! H

ow
ever, I'm

 sure it's now
ben deat w

ith so nothing furer nee detan you-or
R

onnie.
R

O
N

N
E

. (A
ngry again.) D

on't you tae that attitude
w

ith m
e!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I think the M
anger's got a point, R

onnie.
R

O
N

N
IE

. H
e shouldn't allow

 his hotel to be use for
a
d
u
l
t
e
r
y
 
i
n
 
t
h
 
f
i
t
 
p
l
a
e
!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

dultery?
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
N
o
w
,
 
R
o
n
n
i
e
-

R
O

N
N

. M
r. and M

rs.blooy Pigden opposite.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. Y
es, w

ell M
r. P

igden's got a lot to
anw

er for.
R

O
N

N
. H

e blooy w
ell has.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I've just told him

 I w
ant a full

e
x
p
l
a
a
t
i
o
n
 
f
o
r
 
t
h
 
d
a
a
g
e
 
d
o
n
e
 
i
n
 
6
5
0
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'm
 sure you'll get it. C

om
e on, R

onnie.
R

O
N

N
IE

. (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) H
ave you just been

talkng to Pigden?
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. B
y the lift

R
O

N
N

IE
. B

loody sw
ine. (R

O
N

N
IE

 rushes out into
corrr.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. R
onnie! (T

o M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

ngrily.) N
ow

l
o
o
k
 
w
h
a
t
 
y
o
u
'
v
e
 
d
o
n
e
!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

nd I've also told M
r. Pigden I w

ant him
and his w

ife out of this hotel im
m

ediately.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. M

rs. Pigden's gone and Pigden's on his
w

ay. Y
ou've ruined their honeym

oon, you know
 that

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

nd another thing. W
hy is M

r. Pigden
pushing his brother around the hotel in a w

heelchair?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
o get som

e fresh air. F
or F

red not
G
e
o
r
g
e
.
 
F
r
e
d
 
c
a
m
e
 
o
v
e
r
 
v
e
r
y
 
u
n
w
e
l
l
.
 
F
a
r
 
t
o
o
 
m
u
c
h

cham
pagne. So G

eorge is pushing him
 hom

e.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. (Surprised.) T
o Felixstow

e?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

o, L
ew

isham
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
ushes in, looking petrified,) M

r. W
illey!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Pigden! Y
ou're supposed to be on your w

ay
to C

lapham
 C

om
m

on! (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) V
ia Lew

isham
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
e's risen!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
ries to assim

ilate this,) R
isen. W

ho's
risen?G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

he fellow
 in the w

heelchair.
R
I
C
H
A
R
.
 
W
h
a
t
 
t
h
e
 
h
e
l
l
 
a
r
e
 
y
o
u
 

t
a
k
i
n
g
 
a
b
o
u
t
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
he fellow

 in the w
heelchair!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. Y

our brother, Fred?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o M
A

N
A

G
E

R
.) W

ould you leave us
alone, pleae?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
e stoo up!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
ries to assim

ilate this,) W
ho did?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
he fellow

 in the w
heelchair!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat?!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. W

ell, Fred w
as only inebriated, surely.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.) T
hank you!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I w
as just about to push him

 into the lift
and he stood-up.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e can't have done!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. W

hy on ea not?!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o M
A

N
A

G
E

R
.) Please! (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.)
W

hat did you do?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I ran like hell.

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
(
L
o
o
k
s
 

furious.) A
nd w

hat did Fred do?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (A

lm
ost crying.) H

e w
ent dow

n w
ith the

lift.

~
"'I f,i
'" n/)(',

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 looks even m
ore furious.)

¡.¡

.~¡

:,~



O
U

T
 O

F O
R

D
E

R

Shi

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. R

eallY
! H

e'll probablY
 be sick all over

R
ecepU

on. (T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 angrily rushes out into the
corridor siam

ing the door closed.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. H

e's com
e back to haunt us, M

r. W
illey.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h, shut up. he's not dead that's w

hat it
m

eans.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (R

elieved.) G
od, do you thin so?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
nd that's not goo new

S.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, it m
ust be good new

s, M
r. W

iley,
surely.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. F
or our erstw

hile dead boy, yes. but not
f
o
r
 
u
s
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. It's w
onderful new

s for us. I don't have to
push him

 to C
laham

 C
um

m
uu! A

nd 1 clU
 gu hum

e and
relieve N

urse Foster.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge! D
on't you reaise if he's alive he'll

be able to verify everything about M
iss W

ortington and
m

e. (S
uddenly rem

em
bering.) H

ey, did you see M
r.

W
ortington in the corrdor just now

?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

es, he looked very cross!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ell, you're all right there. H
e's iooking

for M
r. pigden.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I knO
w

!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

nd he thinks you're D
octor L

ivingstone.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (G

oes to speak but im
m

ediately stops.)
D

octor Livingstone?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. L

ok, I m
ust get to that detective before he

bum
ps into R

onnie and spils the beans-S
uddenly.) G

od!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

hat?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I've told R

onnie that that D
etective is m

y
cr'èY

 brother, H
arngtn.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. M
akes a change. Y

ou've told everyboY
 else

he's m
y drnken brother, Fred.

\
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ow

, if Jack B
aker turs up before I get

back-
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

ho's Jack B
aker?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
ur Private D

etecuve! Y
ou just keep him

here.G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, m

y gooness.
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
A
n
d
 
i
f
 

R
onnie gets back before I do-

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
od help you!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the door to leave but the W
A

lT
E

R
com

es in pushing the w
heelchair.)

i-
W

 A
lT

E
R

. I've got a com
plaint.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's probably your age. (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 hurries
out, leaving the door open.)

W
 A

lT
E

R
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) I w
ent to a lot of trouble to

get this w
heelchair for your brother, Fred.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
hank you very m

uch!
W

 A
iT

E
R

. A
nd instead of him

 using it I find it going
up and dow

n in the hotel lit.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Fred doesn't need it any m

ore.
W

 A
lT

E
R

. I' tae it back then. (H
E

 starts to go.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

hank you.
W

 A
lT

E
R

. (S
tops,) B

ut I'll keep it on stad-by for the
next em

ergency. (H
E

 goes,)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

hank you! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 closes the door,) O
h,

m
y
 
g
o
o
e
s
s
.

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the door,)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (A
ngrily.) W

hat is it now
?

i
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(G
E

O
R

G
E

 opens the door. PA
M

E
L

A
 W

IIL
E

Y
 is standing

in the doorw
ay. SH

E
 is w

earing a hat and a jacket over
a sum

er dress an carring an overnight case.)

P
A
M
E
L
A
.
 
Y
e
s
.
 
I
 
e
x
p
e
t
 
R
i
c
h
a
r
d
'
s
 
u
p
 
t
o
 
h
i
s
 
e
y
e
s
 
i
n
 

it,
is he?

PA
M

L
A

. (Surprised.) H
ello, G

eorge!

(
S
H
E
 
c
o
m
e
s
 
i
n
.
 
G
E
O
R
G
E
 
i
s
 

looking at her open-m
outhed,

SH
E

 kisses him
 on the cheek and w

alks in front of him
surveying the room

. G
E

O
R

G
E

, in a trance, closes the
door.)

PA
M

E
L

A
. (T

urning to G
E

O
R

G
E

.) W
ell, this is a

pleasat surrise.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (D

um
bly.) M

rs. W
iley.

PA
M

E
L

A
. (Puts her case dow

n and then sm
iles at

G
E

O
R

G
E

.) W
hat are you doing here?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (D
um

bly.) M
rs. W

iley.
PA

M
E

L
A

. Shouldn't you be at the H
ouse of C

om
m

ons
w

ith R
ichard?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 hesitates and then is only able to em
it afoolish

laugh.)

PA
M

L
A

. Y
ou've had a long day, have you, G

eorge?

(
G
E
O
R
G
E
 
n
o
s
.
)

PA
M

L
A

. T
here's nothing w

rong, is there?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (E

xpansively nonchalant.) N
o.

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 at the door.)

'11:1

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Y
ellng.) A

hhh!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 leaps forw
ard as he yells and PA

M
E

L
A

 steps
back, startled. G

E
O

R
G

E
 sm

iles at her and indicates that
nothing untow

ard has hapened.)
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 goes to answ

er but stands there w
ith his m

outh
open.)

PA
M

E
L

A
. (L

ooks at w
atch.) O

r at hom
e w

ith your
m

other.
G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
I
 
c
a
m
e
 
o
v
e
r
-

(
P
A
M
E
L
A
 
w
a
i
t
s
 

for 
him

 to continue. H
E

 doesn't.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (C
alls.) W

ho is it?
W

A
lT

E
R

. (O
ff) R

oom
 Service.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 opens the door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (A
s H

E
 opens door. T

o P
A

M
E

LA
.) R

oom
Service.

W
A
I
T
E
R
.
 
(
E
n
t
e
r
s
 
w
i
t
h
 

w
h
e
e
l
c
h
a
i
r
.
)
 
I
 
t
h
o
u
g
h
t
 
y
o
u

m
ight need this after alL.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o! N

o, I'm
 fine now

, thank you. It's just
left m

e w
ith a bit of a lim

p. (G
E

O
R

G
E

 lim
ps around for

P
am

ela's benefit.) Y
es, that's m

uch easier. (T
o W

A
lT

E
R

,)
T

hans for your trouble.

1'°'1

iii:~

'1IIi;

PA
M

E
L

A
. C

am
e over w

hat, G
eorge?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
ere.

PA
M

E
L

A
. Y

es.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

o help M
r. W

iley. H
e left som

ething here.
Som

e papers. H
e sent m

e. H
e-H

ouse of C
om

m
ons. M

e
here.
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W
A

IT
E

R
. (O

ff) A
hhhh!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (B
rightly.) So you just w

ant to see M
r.

W
iley, say a quick "hello" and then drive back to the

c
o
u
n
t
r
,
 
y
e
s
?

PA
M

E
L

A
. (L

aughing.) D
on't be sily, G

eorge. I'm
staying the night.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. 
T

he night?!
PA

M
L

A
. Y

es.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

o! i m
ea, M

r. W
iley's got an all-sight-

nitting-an all-night sittng.
P

A
M

E
LA

. i know
. i decided i w

anted to hea him
 spea

tonight H
ow

's the G
overnm

ent getting'on by the w
ay?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat governm

ent?
PA

M
L

A
. In the debate?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, that G

overnm
ent. Fine. Fine. L

im
ping

nicely.
PA

M
E

L
A

. (M
oves to the bedroom

 door.) W
ell, I can

e
i
t
h
e
r
 
g
o
 

over to the C
om

m
ons and w

atch R
ichard from

 the
V

isitors' G
allery. (P

A
M

E
LA

 goes into the bedroom
. )

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (M
ortified.) N

o, you can't do that!
P

A
M

E
LA

. (R
eturns m

inus her case.)-or sit here w
ith

som
e sandw

iches and a glass of w
ine and w

atch the debate
on T

.V
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, you can't do that either!

P
A

M
LA

. W
hy on ea not?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. B
ecuseit's m

uch quieter next door.
PA

M
L

A
. (Surprised.) N

ext door?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

he 
suite next door. It's m

ine.
P
A
M
E
L
A
.
 
Y
o
u
r
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es. M

ine. N
ext door. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 rushes

into the bedroom
.)

PA
M

L
A

. A
re you staying at the hotel as w

ell
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (R

ushes back w
ith her case.) It's a treat from

M
r. W

iley. C
om

e on! (H
E

 thrusts the hat on her head.)
PA

M
L

A
. W

hat do you m
ean, "com

e on."
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

ext door. C
om

e on. T
he tw

o of us!

1"'1

(Stil 
lim

ping, H
E

 gives the W
A

IE
R

 a £5 note. W
hile

burbling on H
E

 thrusts several m
ore onto the surprised

W
A

IT
E

R
. P

A
M

E
LA

 steps infascinated.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
ou've been realy helpfuL. I couldn't have

m
anaged w

ithout you. It's so m
uch better. I feel fitter than

I have for yeas. T
han you. .

(B
y now

 G
E

O
R

G
E

 has put the W
A

IT
E

R
 into the

w
heelchair and shoves him

 out through the open door.
T

here is the sound of a LO
U

D
 C

R
A

S
H

 from
 dow

n the
corrr.)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 closes the door and looks innocent.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
ow

 w
here w

ere w
e, M

rs. W
iley?

PA
M

L
A

. H
ave you had a fall or som

ething, G
eorge?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. E
r, yes. (H

E
 lim

ps around.) I fell off one of
the back benches.

:,:'1

(PA
M

E
L

A
 looks surprised.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Q
uickly changing the subject.) M

rs.
W

iley, I thought you w
ere in the countr.

PA
M

E
L

A
. (T

akes off her hat and puts it on chair.) I
w

as but I decided to drive up and give R
ichard a little

surprise.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I think it'll be a big one, actually.

P
A
M
E
L
A
.
 
L
o
v
e
l
y
.
 
.

Iii,:

(PA
M

E
L

A
 picks up her overnight case. G

E
O

R
G

E
 picks

up her hat and offers it to her as he speaks.)
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(H
E

 pushes her but S
H

E
 stops.)

P
A

M
LA

. W
hat ar you tang abut?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (H
ysteria creeping in.) T

he tw
o of us. W

e
m

ight never get anoter chance like this!

PA
M

E
L

A
. Is this w

hy you've been behaving so
s
t
r
g
e
l
y
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
ou've noticed, have you?

P
A

M
LA

. A
nd al these yeas you've ben-

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
olding it in, yes.

PA
M

L
A

. C
om

e on!
(PA

M
E

L
A

 is totally befudled as SH
E

 surveys G
E

O
R

G
E

w
ho is in a state offrenzy.)

PA
M

L
A

. C
hace for w

hat for heaven's sae?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

o m
ake m

ad passionate love!
PA

M
L

A
. (A

m
azed.) M

ad, passionate-
G

E
O

R
G

E
. L

ove, M
rs. W

iley!

(SH
E

 grabs his hand and takes him
 to the hall door.)

(H
E

 drops the case, grabs her and kisses her w
ildly. W

hile
PA

M
E

L
A

 struggles.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
 runs his hand up and dow

n her leg to indicate
w

ild passion. H
E

 finally releases H
E

R
. )

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o! Safer to use the w

indow
.

PA
M

L
A

. T
he w

indow
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
e don't w

ant to bum
p into anyone, do w

e?
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 opens w

indow
.)

PA
M

L
A

. (C
lam

bering out.) G
ood thinking, G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Q

uickly!
PA

M
E

L
A

. (Stops and leans back in.) O
h, G

eorge. M
y

nightie and things.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Forcefully.) Y

ou don't need a nightie w
ith

m
e!

PA
M

L
A

. (Incredulously.) G
eorge!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
ou've driven m

e w
ild for years, M

rs.
W

iley. (H
E

 kisses her again.)
PA

M
E

L
A

. I can't believe this is happening.
G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
I
 
k
n
o
w
 
e
x
a
c
t
l
y
 

how
 you feeL.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 starts to clam
ber out but S

H
E

 stops him
.)

PA
M

E
L

A
. O

f course I do.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

ll right but w
e're w

asting valuable tim
e.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 gets Pam
ela's case and handbag.) Q

uickly, M
rs,

W
illey. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 joins her on the balcony,)

PA
M

E
L

A
. G

eorge, do you think this is utter m
adness?!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I blooy w
ell do!

(H
E

 kisses her again. SH
E

 stands there breathless.)

PA
M

L
A

. G
eorge-!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. G
od, you're lovely. (H

E
 kisses her again.)

D
on't fight it, M

rs. W
illey.

PA
M

E
L

A
. W

ho's fighting it, G
eorge?!

(T
H

E
Y

 exit along the balcony U
L. T

here is silence for a
m

om
ent. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 hurries in from

 the hall closing
the door behind him

.)
(SH

E
 grabs him

 and kisses him
. Finally SH

E
 releases the

struggling G
E

O
R

G
E

.)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I can't find that daned detective any-!
(R

IC
H

A
R

D
 looks around.) G

eorge!

(Suddenly the w
indow

 B
A

N
G

S shut. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 goes 'to
w

indow
 and opens it. H

E
 looks off U

L
.)

lost this tim
e. I'm

 trying to get to that detective before
R

onnie does.
JA

N
. W

hat's M
r. Pigden doing?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
od know

s but he'd better not be laying
dow

n on the job, that's all.

r,'

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (C
alls.) G

eorge!
JA

N
E

. (A
ppears on balcony from

 U
,R

. T
apping

R
ichard's shoulder.) M

r. W
iley!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Y
ells.) A

h! (R
IC

H
A

R
D

 straightens up and
bangs his head.) A

h!
JA

N
. (C

lam
bers in.) I'm

 sorr, M
r. W

iley.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hat on ea ar you doing back here?
JA

N
. I got lost.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat?

JA
N

. W
ell, I w

ent dow
n the fire-escape like you

sad-R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Im
patiently.) Y

es?
JA

N
. A

nd I got out at the w
rong floor.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
od!

JA
N

. W
ell, I w

as tring to find m
y w

ay dow
nstairs-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es?!

JA
N

. A
nd R

onnie saw
 m

e.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. R

onnie?!
JA

N
. It's all right. I've m

anaged to give him
 the slip.

W
hat have you done w

ith that dead detetive?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hen last seen he w
as tang the lift dow

n
to R

eception.
J
A
N
.
 
W
h
a
t
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
ur dead detetive isn't dead.

JA
N

. N
ot dead?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
lthough if he m

eets up w
ith R

onnie
som

e of us m
ight be. Y

ou get back to the H
ouse of

C
om

m
ons-(H

E
 takes her to the w

indow
.)-and don't get

(JA
N

E
 exits along balcony U

R
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 hurries to hall door and opens it. T
he

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

 is standing there holding his neck, and
about to knock. H

E
 is stil w

earing the bow
ler hat.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
h!

D
E
l
E
C
T
I
V
E
.
 
O
h
!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
ay I-er-b of any assistance?

D
E

lE
C

T
IV

E
. T

o tell you the trth I'm
 not sure. T

he
thing is w

ell it all sounds a bit sily really-but I seem
 to

have lost m
y m

em
ory.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 takes this in.)

R
IC

H
A

R
. (B

roadly.) M
y dea fellow

, do com
e in. (H

E
ushers the D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
 into the room

. S
ym

pathetically.)
L

ost your m
em

ory? H
ow

 very distressing.
D

E
lE

C
T

IV
E

. Y
es, I can't even rem

em
ber m

y nam
e.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
hriled.) T

hat's terrble.
D

E
lE

C
T

IV
E

.Y
es. O

r w
hat I'm

 doing in this hoteL
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat's aw

ful!
D

E
lE

C
T

IV
E

. Y
es. A

nd I've got a splitting headache.

(T
he w

indow
 B

A
N

G
S

 shut. T
H

E
Y

 both react, R
IC

H
A

R
D

sm
iles at him

. T
he D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
 feels his neck as a

vague m
em

ory stirs.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (H
astily.) W

elI, you m
ustn't go w

andering
about the place in that condition, S

ir. C
ertainly not.
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(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 sits him
 on the divan.) Y

ou m
ight bum

p into
anybody. (Q

uickly.) A
nything. Put your feet up and lay

back. (R
IC

H
A

R
 lays him

 back at an angle and starts to .
m

ove to the corridor door.)
D

E
lE

C
T

IV
E

. (Sitting up.) Y
ou're very kid.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (R
eturns and lays him

 back.) A
lw

ays ready
to give a helping hand.

D
E

lE
C

T
IV

E
. It really is a m

ost peculiar feeling. It's
just that suite 648 sem

ed--S
uddenly alert. S

its up.) W
e

don't know
 each other, do w

e?

(H
E

 indicates the prone D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. G
E

O
R

G
E

 turns to
look.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Y
ells.) A

hh!

(T
he D

E
T

E
C

/W
E

 sits up and turns to G
E

O
R

G
E

.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
elieved.) O

h, I thought he'd snuffed it
agai.

(
W
h
e
n
e
v
e
r
 
t
h
e
 
D
E
T
E
C
T
 

W
E

 gets his "flashes" of m
em

ory
he is alw

ays alert and dangerous.)

(T
he w

indow
 B

A
N

G
S shut. G

E
O

R
G

E
 clutches

R
IC

H
A

R
D

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. A
h, here's the very m

an.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, thank G
od you're here, M

r. W
illey.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I w
as w

ondering w
here you'd got to,

doctor.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (P

ressing on.) T
he m

ost devastating thing
h
a
 
h
a
p
p
e
n
e
d
-

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Interrupting.) First things first, D
octor

L
ivingstone.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's w
aiting next door for m

e and she
thinks I'm

 going to m
ake m

ad-D
octor Livingstone?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou m

ay be able to help this por fellow
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
.) Y

ou'll be in very good
hands 

w
ith D

otor L
ivingstone. H

e's a neurologist
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 alm
ost collapses.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's all right, D
octor. T

his poor fellow
's

lost his m
em

ory.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Looks blank for a m

om
ent then turns to the

D
etective. B

rightly.) H
ave you?

D
E

lE
C

T
IV

E
. It's crazy. I can't even rem

em
ber w

ho I
am

.G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
hriled.) T

hat's terrble.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es. H
e can't recall w

hat he's doing in this
hotel either.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
hriled.) T

hat's aw
fuL.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es.

D
E

lE
C

T
IV

E
.(Stands up. once m

ore alert.) I seem
 to

rem
em

ber som
ething about this room

, though!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
/G

E
O

R
G

E
. (T

ogether.) O
h.

D
E

lE
C

T
IV

E
. A

nd that w
indow

! (T
he D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
points.) .

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) I think you should put the

patient to be, doctor.

F,I

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
N
e
v
e
r
 
s
e
t
 
e
y
e
s
 
o
n
 
y
o
u
,
 
S
i
r
.
 
B
u
t
 
w
h
e
n
 

m
y

colleague returns he'll be able to assist you. H
e's a doctor.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 lays him
 dow

n and m
oves to door.)

D
E

lE
C

T
IV

E
. (Sits up.) A

 doctor, tht's lucky.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (R

eturns and lays him
 back.) Y

es, isn't it.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 enters through the w
indow

 from
 V

L
,

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 hurries to him
,)

i¡
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
hat's a goo idea.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. In the suite next door.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

hat's not such a goo idea.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Surprised.) B

ut this suite is likely to get
crw

ded, doctor.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. It's gettig pretty crow

ded next door.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (G

etting annoyed.) I don't quite follow
 you,

doctor.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

ell, T
hat's w

hat I w
as tring to tell yoti-

l-er-I-(L
ifing D

E
T

E
C

T
N

E
.) I'll explain after I've put

m
y patient to be-in here.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. A

ll right!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es!

R
O

N
N

. W
here?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. In the hotel sw
im

m
ing poL

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. S

w
im

m
ing pol?!

R
O

N
N

. Sw
im

m
ing pol?!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
e 

w
ere doing a few

 lengts together.
R

O
N

N
IE

 I' give him
 a few

 lengths. (R
O

N
N

IE
 m

oves
to door.)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (T
o R

O
N

N
IE

.) H
ang on a second. H

ave
y
o
u
 
e
v
e
r
 
s
e
n
 
m
e
 
b
e
f
o
r
e
?

R
O

N
N

IE
. Y

eah, you're M
r. W

iley's crazy brother,
H

arngton! (R
O

N
N

IE
 exits into f:orridor.)

(
G
E
O
R
G
E
 
a
n
d
 
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
 
l
o
o
k
 
m
o
r
t
i
f
e
d
 
a
t
 

each other,
G

E
O

R
G

E
 pulls R

IC
H

A
R

D
 across him

 to explain to
the D

E
T

E
C

T
N

E
.)

(A
s R

IC
H

A
R

D
 m

oves to the bedroom
 R

O
N

N
IE

 com
es

furiously through the hall door. G
E

O
R

G
E

 quickly leans
on the D

etective's bow
ler hat. pushing it dow

n over his
eyes and sitting him

 on the divan again.)

R
O

N
N

I. M
y w

ife's given m
e the slip and I stil can't

find Pigden.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o R
O

N
N

IE
.) W

hy not try suite 650
again. M

r. Pigden m
ight have m

oved back in.
R

O
N

N
E

. 650, yes!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (R

ising.) N
o!

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (B
lankly.) Y

our crazy brother,
H

argtn?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

ell, you see, it's like this-
D

E
T

E
C

T
V

E
. (M

oved an am
azed.) I'm

 your brother!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es, you are.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 sits in chair D
.R

.)
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
I
t
'
s
 
a
l
l
 

right, D
octor, H

arngton's just a bit
confuse.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
arrington's confuse.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es. A

s to w
hy w

e didn't explain to
H

arngton our relationship in the first place.
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. Y

es.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es. Y
ou see-you've been il for som

e
tim

e. T
he m

em
ory keeps com

ing and going. (T
o

G
E

O
R

G
E

.) Y
ou've got a nam

e for it, haven't you doctor?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (W

ith feeling.) O
h, yes, I've got a nam

e for
it, all right.

,li

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 stops R
O

N
N

IE
, R

IC
H

A
R

D
 is confused again,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. S
urely, it's w

ort R
onnie tring next door,

D
octor Livingstone.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, it isn't! M

r. Pigden's not there.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (G

etting annoyed again.) H
e m

ight be! It's
better for R

onnie to keep tring!!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

O
! I w

as w
ith M

r. Pigden only five
m

inutes ago.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (V

ery surprised.) W
ere you?

t"Ei!¡
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(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the hall door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, G

od!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. See w

ho that is, w
il you, doctor.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. C
ould I just discuss som

ething "personal"
w

ith you very quickly, M
r. W

iley?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. L

ater, doctor. Y
ou open the door w

hile I
put H

arngton to be.
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. Y

ou're very kind.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's w
hat big brothers are for,

H
argton.
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. A

re you sure its not "Jack"?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Flatly.) Jack?

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. It's a nam
e that keeps com

ing into m
y

head. "Jack!"
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's because you w
ork in a garage,

H
arngton.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 takes the D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

 into the bedroom
,

T
here is a further K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 from
 the door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (A
pprehensively.) W

ho is it?
M

A
ID

. (O
ff) It-is-the-m

aid.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 opens the door. T
he M

A
ID

 enters.)

M
A

I. M
ae-be-now

.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, the be's occupied. A

nd the be in 650's
o
c
c
u
p
i
e
d
 
t
o
.

M
A

ID
 N

on capisco.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. T

hat m
akes tw

o of us.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 pushes her out. PA
M

E
L

A
 appears on the

balcony from
 U

.L
 and taps on the w

indow
.)

..~_?;:'~~i9~;;o

i)L
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, no! Sssh!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 indicates for her to go back, but P
am

ela taps
louder at the w

indow
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 lifts the w

indow
,

P
A

M
E

LA
 is now

 w
earing a negligee. S

H
E

 starts to
com

e in and G
E

O
R

G
E

 tries to stop her.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (W
hispering urgently.) I told you to stay

next door.
PA

M
E

L
A

. W
hat's taing you so long? Y

ou only cam
e

back to borrow
 R

ichard's dressing gow
n.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I couldn't find it.
PA

M
E

L
A

. W
ell, com

e on! I've ordered cham
pagne and

oysters. (SH
E

 pulls him
 to w

indow
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. B
ut, M

rs. W
iley!

PA
M

L
A

. D
o as you're told, G

eorge!

(S
H

E
 grabs him

 and kisses him
 as the W

A
IT

E
R

 pops his
head through the w

indow
. H

E
 is carrying a tray on

w
hich is cham

pagne and oysters.)

'1ii.,J'iiI'!!

,~'\¡,îI

W
A

IT
R

. C
ham

pagne and oysters!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Y

ells.) A
hhh!

'\¡~r;
(P

A
M

E
LA

 and G
E

O
R

G
E

 break hurriedly from
 their

em
brace.)

j¡j,lft

PA
M

L
A

. T
hey're for suite 650.

W
A

IT
E

R
. I know

, but that's em
pty so I reckoned you'd

all be in here.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (L

ooks up to heaven.) T
ake it next door!

W
A

IT
E

R
. R

ight! I'll go the w
ay I cam

e, shall I?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

es!

i ~¡I'.if;

~iff
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W
A

IT
E

R
. R

ight! (T
o PA

M
E

L
A

.) A
re you on the

bride's side or the grm
's? (Indicates G

E
O

R
G

E
,)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 alm
ost dies.)

P
A
M
L
A
.
 
I
 
b
e
g
 

your pardon?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Just do as you're told!

W
 A

lT
E

R
. R

ight! (T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 exits along the
balcony U

L
. w

ith the tray.)
PA

M
E

L
A

. C
om

e on! (PA
M

E
L

A
 clim

bs out.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

rs. W
iley, I'm

 a bit w
orred about M

e.
W

iley.
PA

M
L

A
. G

eorge, it's an all-night sitting. H
e'll be in

the C
om

m
ons til breakfast tim

e.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (L

ooking at bedroom
.) B

ut he m
ight pop

i
n
-
I
 
m
e
a
 
h
e
 
m
i
g
h
t
 
p
o
p
 
o
v
e
r
-

(A
s G

E
O

R
G

E
 m

oves tow
ards the corridor door, the

w
i
n
d
o
w
 
c
o
m
e
s
 
d
o
w
n
 
w
i
t
h
 
a
 
B
A
N
G
 

on Pam
ela's head.

G
E

O
R

G
E

 stands transfixed for a m
om

ent w
ith his back

to the w
indow

. H
E

 can't bring him
self to look. H

E
then slow

ly turns and sees the prostrate P
A

M
E

LA
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, m

y G
od! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 hurries over to the

w
indow

 and lifts it. H
E

 pulls P
A

M
E

LA
 into the room

,
W

hispering urgently.) M
rs. W

iley! M
rs. W

iley!
PA

M
L

A
. (H

olding her head.) O
hh!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
ealising she's all right.) O

h, thank
gooes!

PA
M

E
L

A
. (Sm

iling faintly.) W
hat a kiss, G

eorge!
(SH

E
 slum

ps into G
E

O
R

G
E

's arm
s.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. M
rs. W

iley!

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the hall door. G
E

O
R

G
E

 staggers
around w

ith PA
M

E
L

A
 w

ho keeps slipping through his
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~,

arm
s. T

here is m
ore K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 from
 the hall door.

G
E

O
R

G
E

 opens cupboard door and bundles P
A

M
E

LA
in. T

here is m
ore K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 from
 hall door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
ll right, all right!

;

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 opens the door. N
urse Foster (G

L
A

Y
S) is

standing there. S
H

E
 is w

earing a private N
urse's

uniform
 and carrying her coat. SH

E
 strides past

G
E

O
R

G
E

 into the room
 and looks around. G

E
O

R
G

E
 is

dum
bstruck. H

E
 closes the door and gapes at her.)

G
LA

D
Y

S
. S

o w
hat have you got to say for yourself,

M
r.Pigden?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (D

um
bly.) N

urse Foster.
G

L
A

D
Y

S. Y
our poor m

other's w
orred to death, you

know
 that!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (D
um

bly.) N
urse Foster.

G
LA

D
Y

S
. I'm

 surprised at you, really I am
. Y

ou've
alw

ays been so reliable until tody.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

urse Foster.
G

LA
D

Y
S

. A
nd w

hat do you m
ean by getting m

ared
w

ithout tellng anyboy?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 goes to speak but stops.)

G
LA

D
Y

S
. Y

out m
other's in a right state, I can tell

you. I told her I w
ouldn't leave this hotel until I got som

e
s
e
n
s
e
 
o
u
t
 
o
f
 
y
o
u
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
ell m

other I' explain w
hen I get hom

e.
G

L
A

D
Y

S. N
urse Foster w

ants an explanation now
, M

e.
Pigden.

i(-.\;

.;"tJI~,;

,-I
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(T
he cupboard door opens. PA

M
E

L
A

 steps out and com
es

face to face w
ith G

LA
D

Y
S

. P
A

M
E

LA
 is stil only

sem
i-conscious.)
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PA
M

E
L

A
. (A

s SH
E

 steps out.) W
hat a kiss, G

eorge.
(T

o G
L

A
D

Y
S.) Sorry, w

rong room
.

(P
A

M
E

LA
 returns into the cupboard, closing the door.

G
LA

D
Y

S
 looks at G

E
O

R
G

E
 w

ho can only em
it a silly

giggle.)

(H
E

 lifts her up and pulls her across him
.)

G
L

A
D

Y
S. N

ext door?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Suite 650. It's m

ine. C
om

e on.
G
L
A
D
Y
S
.
 
W
h
a
t
 
o
n
 
e
a
 
f
o
r
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
o m

ake m
ad passionate love.

G
A

LD
Y

S
 M

ad passionate_?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. L

ove, N
urse Foster!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 grabs her and kisses her w
ildly, A

s G
L

A
yS

struggles G
E

O
R

G
E

 rubs his, hand sexily up and dow
n

her leg, Finally G
E

O
R

G
E

 releases her.)

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (A

m
azed.) M

r.Pigden!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. G

od you're lovely! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 grabs her and
kisses her passionately once m

ore. G
E

O
R

G
E

 releases her.)
G

L
A

D
Y

S. H
ave you gone m

ad?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

es, you've driven m
e there! (G

E
O

R
G

E
grabs her and kisses her. H

E
 releases her.) D

on't fight it,
N

urse F
oster!

G
L

A
D

Y
S. W

ho's fighting it, M
r. Pigden?!

(S
H

E
 throw

s her handbag O
ver her shoulder, grabs him

 and
kisses him

 w
ildly, running her hand up and dow

n his
leg, Finally SH

E
 releases him

, G
E

O
R

G
E

 is alm
ost

destroyed.)

G
L

A
D

Y
S. W

as that your new
 w

ife?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

o, that's M
r. W

iley's old one. (H
E

 pulls
her dow

nfrom
 the cupboard.)

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (A

m
azed.) M

r.-Y
ou m

ean that w
om

an's
your M

inister's w
ife?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. She sad "W

hat a kiss, G
eorge,"

G
E

O
R

G
E

. It w
as som

ething like that, ".,;.:n't it?
G

L
A

D
Y

S. H
ow

 m
any w

om
en have you got here?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I've lost count!
G

L
A

D
Y

S. M
r. Pigden!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Please go hom
e, M

iss Foster! M
r. W

iley's
likely to com

e in any m
inute and so's everyboy else.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (Sits purposefully in the chair R

.) A
nd

w
here's this bride of yours then?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (L
ifting her.) She's not m

y bride. She's N
eil

K
i
n
n
o
c
k
'
s
 
s
e
r
e
t
a
.

G
LA

D
Y

S
. N

eil K
innock's-

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Shhh!
G

L
A

D
Y

S. W
hat have you ben doing, M

r. Pigden?!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (H

issing.) I've been doing m
y best for

e
v
e
r
y
b
o
y
,
 
M
i
s
s
 
F
o
s
t
e
r
!
 
N
o
w
 
g
o
 
h
o
m
e
 
t
o
 
m
o
t
h
e
r
!

G
L

A
D

Y
S. N

ot w
ithout you!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. R
ight! T

hen com
e next door.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. I alw

ays knew
 there w

as m
ore to you.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es, there's not m

uch left of it now
 though,

G
LA

D
Y

S
. W

hat about M
r. W

ilIey and N
eil K

innock's
secta?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
ho w

ants them
 now

 you've tured up?
G

L
A

D
Y

S. C
om

e on! (SH
E

 grabs him
 and pulls him

 to
door,)
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o! W

e alw
ays use the w

indow
.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. T

he w
indow

?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (H

E
 pulls her to the w

indow
.) It's saer. T

ell
you w

hat-you go first. I' tae all m
y clothes off then I'll

com
e along the balcony and join you.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. G

eorge!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. I w

ant to be all naked and alluring. (H
E

w
aggles his bottom

 seductively.)
G

L
A

D
Y

S. A
ll right. Y

ou'll find m
e in the sam

e
condition.
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(T
he bedroom

 door opens and R
IC

H
A

R
D

 steps out w
ith

his back to G
E

O
R

G
E

, talking to the unseen
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
.)

R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
Y
o
u
 

just lie there and relax, H
arngton.

(A
t the sound of R

IC
H

A
R

D
's voice, G

E
O

R
G

E
 steps into

the cupboard w
ith P

A
M

E
LA

 and closes the door.)

(S
H

E
 w

aggles her bottom
 and clam

bers out as G
E

O
R

G
E

collects her handbag.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (L
ooking round.) G

eorge? G
eorge!

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 at the corridor door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Q
uickly, N

urse Foster.
G

L
A

D
yS. (SH

E
 leans back in.) I think you can call m

e
"G

ladys."
G

E
O

R
G

E
. W

hy? O
h, "G

ladys." Y
es, lovely.

(Suddenly.) G
ladys, don't lean in like that!

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (L

eans back.) W
hy not?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
eetly.) W

ho is it?
W

A
lT

E
R

. (O
ff) R

oom
 Service.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 opens the door. T

he W
A

lT
E

R
 steps D

L
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat do you w

ant?
W

A
lT

E
R

. Sign, please. (H
E

 produces his pad.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hat's this for?
W

A
IT

E
R

. C
ham

pagne and thee dozen oysters. S
uite

650.R
IC

H
A

R
. I didn't order that.

W
A

lT
E

R
. N

o. M
r. Pigden did.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
r. Pigden ordered it?

W
A

lT
E

R
. T

hat's right.

(T
he w

indow
 descends w

ith a B
A

N
G

. G
L

A
Y

S laughs,
blow

s G
E

O
R

G
E

 a kiss and exits U
L

. along balcony.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
o him

self) G
eorge, you've been w

asting
yourself al these yeas. (H

E
 hurries to the cupboard and

opens it.)

(P
A

M
E

LA
 is beginning to "com

e to.")

(D
uring the ensuing dialogue the cupboard door falls open
behind R

ichard's back. P
A

M
E

LA
 is leaning up against

the back w
all, sem

i-conscious w
ith a happy sm

ile on
her face. G

E
O

R
G

E
 is standing spread-eagledfacing her

w
ith his back to the room

. P
A

M
E

LA
 has her arm

s
around G

eorge's w
aist and her head on his shoulder.

G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks around, horrifed and sees R
IC

H
A

R
D

G
E

O
R

G
E

. M
rs. W

iley!
PA

M
E

L
A

. A
re you com

ing in to join m
e, G

eorge?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

o, you've got to go hom
e.
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and the W
A

IT
E

R
, w

ho don't see him
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 steps

out of the cupboard and gingerly starts to close the
door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o W

A
IT

E
R

.) B
efore you go, H

arold I'd
like to ask a little favour-

W
A

IT
E

R
. (R

ubbing his hands.) L
ovely!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
o you by som

e chance have any sleeping
pills?G

E
O

R
G

E
. Sleeping pils?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) For your brother, Fred.

H
e
'
s
 
s
t
a
n
g
 
t
o
 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 
t
o
o
 
m
u
c
h
.
 
(
T
o
 
W
A
I
T
E
R
,
)
 
T
h
e

stronger, the better.
W

A
IT

E
R

. I'm
 sure one of the cham

berm
aids w

il have
som

e.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

et them
 here as soon as you can.

W
A

IT
E

R
. N

o sooner sad than done.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e ca't have done. G

o aw
ay.

W
A

IT
E

R
. H

e did, I tell you.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

ou've m
ade a m

istae.
W

A
IT

E
R

. N
o, I haven't Suite 650.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Suite 650?

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 turns to see G
E

O
R

G
E

 just about closing the
cupbrd door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
. G

eorge!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Jum

ping.) A
hh! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 bangs the

cupboard door, turns. puts his hands up and m
oves aw

ay
from

 the cupboard.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hat the hell are you doing?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. C

om
ing out of the cupboard.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat the blazes w

ere you doing in there?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Seem

ed like a goo idea at the tim
e.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Sily fooL
. A

nd did you order cham
pagne

and oysters for suite 650?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (L

aughing foolishly.) Y
es.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hy?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. S
eem

ed like a goo idea at the-
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Interrupting.) O

h, shut up! N
ow

, H
arold,

rd-W
 A

lT
E

R
. (Ignoring R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) H
ere,

it's taking you a long tim
e to get cracking on your

honeym
oon, isn't it?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es!

W
A

IT
E

R
. A

nd w
as tht other one the m

other-in-law
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 pushes him

 to door.)

(T
he W

A
IT

E
R

 coughs and holds out his hand. R
IC

H
A

R
D

feels 
for his m

oney clip but rem
em

bers it's all gone.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
eorge, do the honours, w

il you?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (B

rings out a m
oney clip, T

o W
A

IT
E

R
.

H
olding out a £5 note.) Y

ou needn't think you're going
through m

y saar as w
ell.

W
A

IT
E

R
. T

he night is young. (T
he W

A
IT

E
R

 takes the
m

oney and goes.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I'll finish putting H

arngton to bed w
hile

y
o
u
 
s
t
a
n
d
 
g
u
a
d
 
h
e
r
e
 
i
n
 
c
a
s
e
 
R
o
n
n
i
e
 
r
e
t
u
s
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Stopping R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) M
r. W

iley! I've got
to tell you som

ething! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks at the cupboard
and then back to R

IC
H

A
R

D
,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Im
patiently.) W

hat?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (H

ardly able to say it.) M
rs. W

illey.
R

IC
H

A
R

. (N
ot hearing.) W

hat?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

rs. W
illey.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
rs. W

iley?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Ssh!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat about M

rs. W
iley?

L
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's in the cupbod!

(R
ichard's m

ind races as H
E

 tries to assim
ilate G

eorge's
r
e
m
a
r
k
 
b
u
t
 
f
a
c
e
 
r
e
m
a
i
n
s
 
i
m
p
a
s
s
i
v
e
.
)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Flatly.) Pam
ela's in the cupboard.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es. In her nightie.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Pam
ela's in the cupboard in her nightie.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
rking a cup of C

ocoa, I suppose.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

o!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Flatly.) W

hat's she doing in the cupboard
in her nightie?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's w
aiting for m

e to tae all m
y clothes

off.

(T
here is a pause then R

IC
H

A
R

D
 suddenly bursts into

uncontrolled laughter. Finally H
E

 pats G
E

O
R

G
E

affectionately on both cheeks w
hile G

E
O

R
G

E
 just

stands there looking blank. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 staggers to the
settee, laughing. T

he P
H

O
N

E
 rings. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 lifts

receiver.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone, stil laughing.) H

ello? (H
E

stops laughing.) W
hat do you w

ant now
, N

ure Foster?!
G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
O
h
,
 
m
y
 
G
o
d
!
 
(
T
o
 
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
)
 
L
e
t
 
m
e
 
t
a

to her.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 indicatesfor G

E
O

R
G

E
 to be quiet.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) L

ook, tell M
r. Pigden's

m
other he'll be hom

e before m
idnight '" w

ell, w
here are

you then? (H
E

 listens for a m
om

ent.) (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.

Flatly.) W
hat's M

iss Foster doing in suite 650?

iIi¡
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. (H
esitates.) She's w

aiting for m
e to tae all

m
y clothes off.
R

IC
H

A
R

. (A
fter a pause.) T

hen w
hat?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's expeting m
e to m

ake m
ad passionate

love.R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
n phone.) N

urse Foster, I hope this
service of yours is provided on the N

ational H
ealth! (H

E
slam

s the phone dow
n.) I suppose the cham

pagne and
c
a
v
i
 
w
e
r
e
 
f
o
r
 
N
u
r
 
F
o
s
t
e
r
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o. T

hey w
ere for M

rs. W
illey.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 hesitates then looks at the cupboard and back
to G

E
O

R
G

E
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I tred to tell you, M
r. W

iley.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens cupboard. P
A

M
E

LA
 steps out.)

PA
M

E
L

A
. O

h, R
ichard, I've had such a bang.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 rem
ains calm

, turns P
A

M
E

LA
 around, gently

pushes her into the cupboard and closes the door,
G

E
O

R
G

E
 hurries to R

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. S
he 

had a bang on her head, M
r. W

illey.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. I don't need to know

 the position, Pigden!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. She w

as hit by the w
indow

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

as that before, during or after?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

rs. W
iley w

anted to give you a little
surrise, that's all.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. She's done that all right!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. So please get her dressed and m

ake her go
hom

e before she m
eets that D

etective or R
onnie.

W
A

IT
E

R
. (E

nters w
ith a bottle of sleeping tablets.)

S
l
e
e
p
i
n
g
 
p
i
l
s
!
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(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 goes to take the bottle of pils but the
W

A
IT

E
R

 rem
oves the bottle and holds out his had.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 glares at G
E

O
R

G
E

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Pigden!
JA

N
E

. W
ell, of course, w

hen M
rs. T

hatcher realised
you w

eren't there, M
r. W

iley, stea stad com
ing out of

her head. I think she actually kicked your C
hief W

hip's
anke.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, M

r. W
iley!

W
A

lT
E

R
. T

hings are staing to hot up now
, aren't

they?R
IC

H
A

R
D

. B
e quiet!

JA
N

. L
ok, I've got to get back. If M

r. K
innock knew

I w
as w

aring you, M
r. W

iley, I'd be out on m
y ea.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou're a dear sw

eet girL
. W

e'll both go.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 hand O
ver a £5 note w

hich R
IC

H
A

R
D

 gives to
t
h
e
 
W
A
I
T
E
R
.
 
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
 

takes the pils and hands
them

 to G
E

O
R

G
E

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o W

A
IT

E
R

.) A
nd you can go now

. W
e

w
on't be requirg your services any m

ore tonight.
W

A
lT

E
. Y

ou never know
 your luck.

JA
N

. (R
ushes through open corridor door.) M

r.
W

iley!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o W
A

IT
E

R
.) D

on't go aw
ay.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. M
iss W

ortington! Y
our husband's still on

the ram
page.

JA
N

. A
nd so's the Prm

e M
inister, I'm

 afaid.
R

IC
H

A
R

. M
rs. T

hatcher?
W

A
lT

E
R

. I don't think there's room
 for her in here.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 m
oves to go but G

E
O

R
G

E
grabs him

.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o! Y

ou go M
iss W

O
rtington. M

r. W
illey

w
il be there in tw

o m
inutes. B

ut first he's got to handle
som

ething-here!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 and G
E

O
R

G
E

 glare at W
A

IT
E

R
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat's happened M

iss W
ortington?

JA
N

. W
ell, w

hen I got over there the debate w
as

getting out of hand and the H
ouse w

as in an uproar.
R

IC
H

A
R

. B
ut w

hat hapened!
JA

N
. W

ell, M
rs. T

hatcher sta to get a bit flustered.
T

hen one of the Labour B
ack B

enchers stoo up and said
"It's a pity the Prm

e M
inister's lapdog isn't in the H

ouse
to protet her. ..

R
IC

H
A

D
. Laog?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
hat's you, M

r. W
iley.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

./icks hzsfinger surreptitiously across R
ichard's

"crutch" to indicate the cupboard. R
IC

H
A

R
 and JA

N
E

look dow
n at G

eorge's w
ild gesticulation. T

he
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
 enters from

 the bedroom
 and points

dram
aticallyalR

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
. H

ey!

(
T
H
E
Y
 
a
l
l
 

l
o
o
k
 
a
t
 
h
i
m
.
)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. I've rem
em

bered w
hy I cam

e to the
W
e
s
t
m
i
n
s
t
e
r
 
H
o
t
e
l
-
!
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D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (R
eturns and points afinger at JA

N
E

.) I
know

 you, young lady, don't I?
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. -it's no goo, it's gone again.

R
IC

H
A

R
. G

o and lie dow
n.

(R
IC

H
A

R
 and JA

N
E

 exchage a brief glance.)
(R

IC
H

A
R

 pushes D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

 into bedroom
.)

JA
N

. (B
rightly.) I don't think so.

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
. Y

our face is very fam
ilar

G
E

O
R

G
E

. S
he's a very fam

ilar young lady~
W

A
IR

. H
ow

 do you know
? Y

ou haven't had a chance
t
o
 
f
i
n
d
 
o
u
t
.

JA
N

. W
hat's that Private D

etective doing in your
be?R

IC
H

A
R

D
. D

on't w
orr. G

eorge is deaing w
ith him

.
W

A
IT

E
R

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) Is your brother Fred a

Prvate D
etetive?

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 chuckles, G
E

O
R

G
E

 glares at him
,)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (T
o JA

N
E

.) I know
 I've seen you

som
ew

here.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. O

f course you've sen her. S
he's m

ared to
D
O
C
t
o
r
 
L
i
v
i
n
g
s
t
o
n
e
.

W
A

lT
E

R
. (L

ooks around.) D
r. L

ivingstone?

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 glares at him
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (P
leading. T

o W
A

lT
E

R
.) G

o aw
ay!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) G

o and give your brother
t
h
o
s
e
 
p
i
l
s
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
.
 
W
e
'
v
e
 
g
o
t
 
t
o
 
g
e
t
 
b
a
c
k
 
t
o
 
t
h
e

C
om

m
ons!

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 takes Jane's arm
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 grabs

R
IC

H
A

R
D

.)
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 clips him

 around the head. G
E

O
R

G
E

 sm
iles

and pretends to the others to be sm
oothing dow

n the
W

A
lT

E
R

's hair.)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (T
o R

IC
H

A
R

D
,) A

nd you're Sure m
y

nam
e's not "Jack"?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Positive.
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. "W

illey" doesn't seem
 to fit either.

W
A

lT
R

. B
looy hell

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o W

A
IT

E
R

.) B
uzz off.

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. A
nd, you know

, R
ichard, it's dam

n
strange but I just don't feel as though I'm

 your brother.
W

A
IT

E
R

. H
e's M

r, W
iley's brother?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. B
ut first you you've got to handle

som
ething.

(H
E

 repeats his "flicking." R
IC

H
A

R
 slaps his hand.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'll m
ake a brief speech, chuck a few

insults at the L
abour Front B

ench and be back in ten
m

inutes.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (G

rabs R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) T
he w

orld C
ould com

e
to an end in ten m

inutes!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 clips him
 around the head, G

E
O

R
G

E
 sm

iles at
t
h
e
 
o
t
h
e
r
s
 
a
n
d
 
t
i
d
i
e
s
 
t
h
e
 
W
a
i
t
e
r
'
s
 
h
a
r
.
)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou take H

arrington into the bedroom
,

doctor.
W

A
IT

E
R

. H
arngton? I though his nam

e w
as-

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 looks at G
E

O
R

G
E

. G
E

O
R

G
E

 leans his
head against the w

all and sobs. T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 m
oves to

G
E

O
R

G
E

 and taps G
E

O
R

G
E

 on the shoulder.)

(T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 stops in m
id-sentence and, before G

E
O

R
G

E
can do anything, H

E
 hits his ow

n head. T
H

E
Y

 turn to
look. T

he W
A

lT
E

R
 sm

iles at T
H

E
M

 at tidies his ow
n

har.)

W
A

IT
R

. Just a m
inute, w

hat's your relations w
ith

M
r. W

iley then?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (Pointedly at R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) V

ery strined!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) G
o and look after Fred,

G
ege!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

ll right! B
ut I'm

 very glad that Fred, B
ert

and I had a different father from
 you! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 exits into

bedroom
.)

JA
N

. C
om

e on, M
r. W

iley. M
rs. T

hatcher w
il be

going potty.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. R

ight. (T
o W

A
IT

E
R

.) Y
ou can cope til I

get back, can't you, H
arold?

W
A

IT
E

R
. O

h, yes, I reckon there's a lot of m
ileage in

t
h
i
s
 
y
e
t
.

JA
N

E
. H

ury up, M
r. W

iley. (SH
E

 opens the door 10
leave but slam

s it shut again.) R
onnie!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. R
onnie!

JA
N

. Looking funny!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o JA
N

E
.) W

indow
! (R

IC
H

A
R

D
 pushes

past the W
A

lT
E

R
 banging the W

aiter's head on the
cupboard door. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 rushes to the w

indow
 and exits

along balcony U
R

.)
W

A
IT

E
R

. Is R
onnie one of the good guys or the bad

guys?
JA

N
. H

e's the w
orst!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
octor, w

il you put H
arngton to bed and

give him
 his sleeping pils! (T

o JA
N

E
.) C

om
e on!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (G
rabs R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) M

r. W
iley, I'm

 m
ore

w
o
r
r
e
d
 
a
b
o
u
t
 
w
h
o
'
s
 

going to handle-

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 repeats his "flick" gestures. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 slaps
G

eorge's hand.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Interrupting.) W
e're all w

orred, doctor.
Just stay w

ith the patient until he drops off.
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. R

ichard, I have no strong feelings about
the doctor either.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (G
rim

ly. A
t R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) W

ell, I've got
strong feelings about a lot of people. (G

E
O

R
G

E
 pushes

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

 into bedroom
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Pointedly.) T
hen clean out the cupboard

h
e
r
e
 
a
n
d
 
t
h
e
 
b
e
 
i
n
 
6
5
0
!
 
I
'
 
b
e
 
b
a
c
k
 
a
s
 
s
o
n
 
a
s
 
I
 
c
a
.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 m
oves to go but W

A
IE

R
 stops him

.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. H

ere, M
r. W

iley! H
ow

 can his (Points to
G

E
O

R
G

E
.) brother be your (P

oints to R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) brother
as w

ell
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

e all had the sam
e m

other but G
eorge and

Fred and B
ert had a different father from

 m
e.

(JA
N

E
 pushes past the W

A
lT

E
R

, banging the W
aiter's

head on the cupboard door. T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the
c
o
r
r
r
 
d
o
r
.
)
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W
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IT
E

R
. C

om
ing. (T

he W
A

lT
E

R
 goes to open the

door.)
JA

N
E

. (M
oving back to W

A
lT

E
R

.) D
on't O

pen that
doo!
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there at a total loss. H
E

 doesn't know
 w

hether to
C

om
fort R

O
N

N
IE

 or not. F
inally, the W

A
lT

E
R

, to be
on the safe side, puts his hands on his head.)

(It's too late. R
O

N
N

IE
 steps into the room

. H
E

 is dressed
i
n
 
o
n
l
y
 
a
 
t
o
w
e
l
 
a
n
d
 
h
i
s
 
s
h
o
e
s
.
 
H
i
s
 
h
a
i
r
 
i
s
 
s
o
a
k
i
n
g
 
w
e
t
,

JA
N

E
 can't m

ake the w
indow

, so she opens the
cupboard door (the sem

iconscious P
A

M
E

LA
 is happily

clutching the clothes rail) and goes in. A
s the cupboard

door closes R
O

N
N

IE
 com

es into the room
, glow

ering,
T

he W
A

lT
E

R
 surveys him

, blandly.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. Y

es. Funny thing, the Pigdens and M
r.

W
iley all seem

 to have disappeared at the m
ention of the

nam
e "R

onnie."
R

O
N

N
IE

. R
ight! (R

O
N

N
IE

 m
oves to the w

indow
,)

W
A

IT
E

R
. If I bum

p into any of them
, Sir, shall I say

w
ho caed?

R
O

N
N

. Y
es, R

onnie! (R
O

N
N

IE
 clam

bers out of the
o
p
e
n
 
w
i
n
d
o
w
.
)

W
A

lT
E

R
. R

ight, R
onnie. (R

ealising.) R
onnie?!

R
O

N
N

. (L
eans back in.) W

hat is it?
W

A
lT

E
R

. Just hang on a seond.

W
A

IT
E

R
. G

oo evening, Sir. A
re you looking for the

hotel sw
im

m
ing pol?

R
O

N
N

IE
. I fell into the hotel sw

im
m

ing PO
l.

W
 A

IT
E

R
.(N

ods.) I trst you're staying here. It's for
h
o
t
e
l
 
g
u
e
s
t
s
 
o
n
l
y
.

R
O

N
N

. (O
m

inously.) W
here's M

r. W
iley?

W
A

IT
E

R
. A

h, he's just this second left.
R

O
N

N
. I didn't see him

.
W

A
LT

E
R

. N
o, he took the usual route, through the

w
indow

.
R

O
N

N
IE

. (G
etting hysterical.) W

ell, I'm
 looking for

h
i
s
 
S
e
c
r
e
t
a
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
!

W
A

IT
E

R
. A

h, yes, M
r. Pigden. H

e w
as here a m

om
ent

ago, too.
R

O
N

N
IE

. In this room
?

W
A

IT
E

R
. Y

es.
R

O
N

N
. D

id he have a young w
om

an w
ith him

?
W

A
IT

R
. H

e did indeed. H
is new

 bride.
R

O
N

N
. N

ew
 bride?!

(T
here 

i
s
 
a
 
p
a
u
s
e
 
o
f
 
a
b
o
u
t
 
t
w
o
 
s
e
c
o
n
d
s
 
a
n
d
 
t
h
e
n
 
t
h
e

w
indow

 descends w
ith a B

A
N

G
 on R

onnie's neck.)

R
O

N
N

. O
hhh!

W
A

IT
E

R
. O

h dear oh dea oh dea! (T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 pulls
the curtains across the w

indow
 ana then K

N
O

C
K

S
 on the

cupboard door.) (C
alls.) T

he bad guy's bitten the dust.

(JA
N

E
 com

es out of the cupboard. PA
M

E
L

A
 is seen

clutching the clothes rail.)

JA
N

. (C
losing cupboard door. T

o W
A

lT
E

R
.) T

hanks.
(S

H
E

 runs to the hall door and then stops.) O
h, I don't

know
 if anybody know

s but there's a lady hanging in the
cupbo.

W
A

lT
E

R
. A

 lady?
JA

N
. In a negligee.

W
A

IT
E

R
. O

h, that lady. She's your m
other, isn't she?

(R
O

N
N

IE
 bursts into tears, falls to his knees and clasps

the W
A

lT
E

R
 around the w

aist. T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 stands
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(JA

N
E

 goes to speak but decides there's no tim
e and exits.

T
he W

A
lT

E
R

 takes out his pad and pencil.)
R

O
N

N
E

. T
he only one w

ho's been in the sw
im

m
ing

pol is m
e! H

e's done a bunk, the crafty deviL
.

W
A

lT
E

R
. (W

riting.) (T
o him

self) For elim
inatig one

bad guy, £10.
(H

E
 opens door to go but G

E
O

R
G

E
 grabs him

 and pulls
him

 across him
 into the room

.)
(T

he W
A

lT
E

R
 exits into corridor, closing the door. T

he
curtains are opened by a dazed R

O
N

N
IE

.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. N

o!
R

O
N

N
. L

et go of m
e, D

r. L
ivingstone!

R
O

N
N

IE
. O

h, m
y blooy head! (H

E
 extricates him

self
from

 the w
indow

.) B
loody sw

ine P
igden! (H

E
 starts to

m
ove to corridor door but stops on seeing the telephone

d
i
r
e
c
t
o
r
i
e
s
 
b
e
n
e
a
t
h
 
t
h
e
 
t
a
b
l
e
.
)
 
O
f
 
c
o
u
r
s
e
,
 
P
i
g
d
e
n
'
s
 
a
d
d
r
e
s
s
!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 drops to his knees and grabs R
onnie's tow

el,)

R
O

N
N

. I'm
 going round to Pigden's house!

(R
O

N
N

IE
 starts to sift through the appropriate book for

"Pigden" as G
E

O
R

G
E

 tip,toes out of the bedroom
 door.

G
E

O
R

G
E

 gently closes the door, hurries to the
cupboard and opens the door, not having seen
R

O
N

N
IE

.)

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 enters furiously, looking for G
E

O
R

G
E

and stops dead on seeing G
E

O
R

G
E

 on his knees pulling
at R

onnie's tow
el.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o! N

o, pleas! Pleae, please, please!
R

O
N

N
. Let go!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, R

onnie, you can't leave m
e!

R
O

N
N

E
. (Finding the num

ber.) G
eorge Pigden!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Y
ells.) A

hhh! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 slam
s the

cupboard door closed.)
R

O
N

N
IE

. (R
eads.) 25, K

enilw
orth A

venue,
W

im
bledon.

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 reacts.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. R
onnie, please! D

on't go.
R

O
N

N
E

. I'm
 going to give him

 w
hat he's been asking

for!
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 turns, closing cupboard door. R

O
N

N
IE

 throw
s

the telephone directory dow
n and m

oves tow
ards hall

door.)
(T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 reacts.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (W
orried.) W

hat ar you doing, R
onnie?

R
O

N
N

. G
oing round to Pigden's house.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, I'm

 not hom
e! I m

ean he's not hom
e.

H
e's in the sw

im
m

ing pol, rem
em

ber.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o! I w

ant you to stay w
ith m

e, R
onnie!

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. Stop tht!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
hhh!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 falls on his face, releasing R
O

N
N

IE
 w

ho
secures his tow

el, G
E

O
R

G
E

 rem
ains on his knees.)
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M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. If you don't leave this hotel I shall call in

o
u
r
 
S
e
c
u
r
t
y
 
O
f
f
i
c
e
r
 
a
n
d
 
h
a
v
e
 
y
o
u
 
r
e
m
o
v
e
d
 
i
n
 
h
a
n
d
c
u
f
f
s
!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Q
uite right.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (T

o R
O

N
N

IE
.) A

nd if R
onnie doesn't

vacate the hotel Im
m

edately_
R

O
N

N
IE

. I'm
 vacating it all right.

(R
O

N
N

IE
 strides past G

E
O

R
G

E
 but G

E
O

R
G

E
, still on

his knees, grabs R
onnie's tow

elfrom
 behind.)

(T
he m

elee disperses w
ith G

E
O

R
G

E
 fallng to his knees.

the M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 pulling his trousers up and R

O
N

N
IE

re-securing his tow
el.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. Points at D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
! (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

,)
Y

ou sad he'd gone!
D

E
1E

C
T

IV
E

. B
aker! T

hat's m
y nae. B

aker!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. G

o back to be!
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. H
e's not staying here! (T

o "deaf F
red,"

Shouting.) Y
ou have another w

edding to go to.
D

E
1E

C
T

IV
E

. (R
eacts.) I've ben m

ared to M
rs. B

aker
for fiften yea.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. I'm

 getting S
ecurity! (T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
exits into hall struggling w

ith his trousers.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (T

o R
O

N
N

IE
.) Y

ou m
ustn't m

ind poor old
H

arngton.
R

O
N

N
. I don't give a dan about H

arngton.
D

E
1E

C
T

IV
E

. N
o, Jack B

aker.
R

O
N

N
. (R

ealising.) Jack B
aker?

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. T
hat's m

e.
R

O
N

N
E

. W
ait a m

inute! (H
E

 takes off the D
etective's

bow
ler hat. A

stonished.) (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) T

his bloke's m
y

Private D
etective. W

hat the hell's happened to him
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (L
ightly.) N

othing untow
ard as far as I

know
.

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (Pointing.) Y
ou're R

onnie W
ortington!

R
O

N
N

. i blO
O

y w
ell know

 w
ho I am

.
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. M

rs. W
ortington!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, please!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 is Pulling the tow
el and R

O
N

N
IE

 is trying to
h
o
l
d
 
i
t
 

up.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Please, R
onnie, R

onnie!
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. N
ow

, stop that! (H
E

 sm
acks G

E
O

R
G

E
's

hand.) T
hat's naughty! S

top it, I say!

(T
he M

A
N

A
G

E
R

 gets betw
een them

 to separate them
 and

G
E

O
R

G
E

, thinking it's R
O

N
N

IE
, pulls at the

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
's trousers w

hich com
e dow

n to his ankles.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. A

hhh!

(T
he D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
 enters from

 the bedroom
. H

E
 now

 has
the pajam

a jacket on as w
ell as the trousers. but stil

w
ears the bow

ler hat. H
E

 is very alert)

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. I've got it!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

hhh!
(G

E
O

R
G

E
 looks w

orried.)

R
O

N
N

E
. D

o you know
 w

here m
y w

ife is?
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. O

h, yes. (H
E

 goes to speak then yaw
ns

a
n
d
 
s
l
u
m
p
s
 
t
o
 
t
h
e
 

floor.)
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

y patient should really be in bed.
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R
O

N
N

IE
. (S

teps across the D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

.) Y
ou keep

quiet, D
r. Livingstone.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
f course.

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. I can see right up your tow
el, M

r.
W

ortington.
R

O
N

N
. (Furiously kneels dow

n again and grabs the
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
.) (T

o D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

.) W
here's m

y w
ife?!

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

. (Suddenly bright.) W
indow

!
R

O
N

N
E

. (Stops shaking the D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

 and looks
at the w

indow
.) M

y w
ife w

ent out the w
indow

?
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. (M

oves up to the w
indow

.) W
indow

 yes.

R
O

N
N

IE
. R

ight. (R
O

N
N

IE
 starts to m

ove to w
indow

.)
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. H

ey, I rem
em

ber everything now
!

(R
O

N
N

IE
 stops and turns. G

E
O

R
G

E
 is looking desperate,

T
he D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
 opens his m

outh to speak but yaw
ns

and curls up once m
ore on the floor to the R

. of the
chair w

ith his head resting on it.)

h
e
s
i
t
a
t
e
s
,
 
s
t
a
m
p
s
 
a
g
a
i
n
 
a
n
d
 
t
h
e
n
 
e
x
h
i
b
i
t
s
 
a
 

few
 K

arate
blow

s. R
O

N
N

IE
 w

atches bem
used. Stil the w

indow
d
o
e
s
n
'
t
 
f
a
l
l
.
)

R
O

N
N

E
. (Finally.) O

h, bloody hell! (R
O

N
N

IE
 exits

U
.R

. of balcony.)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 turns aw
ay furious that the w

indow
 didn't fall-

the w
indow

 falls w
ith a B

A
N

G
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 looks

angrily back at the w
indow

. G
L

A
Y

S, w
rapped in a

t
o
w
e
l
,
 
a
p
p
e
a
r
s
 
o
u
t
s
i
d
e
 

f
r
o
m
 
U
.
L
 
b
a
l
c
o
n
y
 
a
n
d
 
T
A
P
S
 
o
n

the w
indow

. SH
E

's carrying Pam
ela's clothes.

G
E

O
R

G
E

 opens w
indow

 but prevents G
LA

D
Y

S
 from

com
ing in.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
urse Foster, I told you to stay in suite

650.G
L

A
D

Y
S. (A

ngrily.) I found these clothes in a neat
pile at the foot of the bed.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
hey're M

rs. W
iley's, thank you,

(R
ealising.) W

here are your clothes?
G

L
A

D
Y

S. In a neat pile at the foot of the bed! I trust
M

rs. W
iley's leaving.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. D
efinitely.

G
LA

D
Y

S
. A

nd w
hat about N

eil K
innock's secretay?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's already left. Y
ou w

ait for m
e next

door.G
L

A
D

Y
S. (Seeing D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
.) W

ho's that?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. H

im
? O

h, he com
es w

ith the suite. Y
ou get

back, G
ladys. I' sort out M

rs. W
iley.

R
O

N
N

IE
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) R
ight, first I'm

 going to find
m

y w
ife and then I'm

 going to drag her round to Pigden's
house.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
here's no need to do that, R

onnie!
R

O
N

N
IE

. I'll have it out w
ith both of them

.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. In that case, R

onnie, just hang on a second!

(T
here is a pause during w

hich the w
indow

 doesnotfall.)

R
O

N
N

IE
. W

hat the hell is it?
G
E
O
R
G
E
.
 
E
r
-

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 hesitates and looks up, then stam
ps on the

f
l
o
o
r
,
 
h
o
p
i
n
g
 
t
h
e
 
w
i
n
d
o
w
 
w
i
l
l
 

fall, It doesn't. R
O

N
N

IE
is still w

aiting for G
E

O
R

G
E

 to speak. G
E

O
R

G
E

(H
E

 turns to go tow
ards the cupboard as the w

indow
 com

es
dow

n w
ith a B

A
N

G
 on G

ladys's neck. For a m
om

ent
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G
E

O
R

G
E

 is transfixed and can't bring him
self to look.

Finally H
E

 does.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, m

y G
od!

(T
here is a K

N
O

C
K

 on the corridor door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
hhh! (G

E
O

R
G

E
 in his fright throw

s
Pam

ela's clothes in the air.)
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
. (S

itting up.)! think I've got it!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. S

hut U
p!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 sm
acks ihe D

E
F

E
C

T
IV

E
 acrass ihe back of ,,"

head and he subsides. T
here is further K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 at
the door. G

E
O

R
G

E
 quickly lifts the w

indow
 and pU

lls
G

L
A

D
yS in. SH

E
 is very dazed.)

I¡t

G
L

A
D

Y
S. O

h, m
y gO

oness m
e.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
h, thank heavens!

G
L

A
D

Y
S. W

hat happened, G
eorge?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
he usuaL

.
G

L
A

D
Y

S. O
h, w

hat a kiss! (SH
E

 falls into G
eorge's

arm
s.)

(T
here is m

ore K
N

O
C

K
IN

G
 at hall door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (S
w

eetly.) W
ho is it?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (O
ff) It's m

e for G
od's sake. O

pen the
door, G

eorge.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 trying to support G
ladys, opens the door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he debate is going disastrously_! (H

E
stops on seeing G

LA
D

Y
S

 in G
eorge's arm

s.) W
ho the

hell's that?

!
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
urse Foster.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou don't hang about, do you? (Sees

D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

.) W
hy isn't he in be?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (A
ngrily.) I'm

 not sure!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

ow
 m

any pills did you give him
?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. O
ne.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
ne pill?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, one botte.

(T
he w

indow
 falls w

ith a B
A

N
G

. In his fright G
E

O
R

G
E

drops G
LA

D
Y

S
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

 L
ook, I can't stay, the debate is going

d
i
s
a
t
r
o
u
s
l
y
 
f
o
r
 
t
h
e
 
G
o
v
e
r
n
m
e
n
t
 
O
v
e
r
 
t
h
e
r
e
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. T
hings are going disastrousiy for everY

body
O
V
e
r
 
h
e
r
e
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

/G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
ogether.) R

onnie!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

ave you seen m
y w

ife hom
e?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o, she's stil in the cupboard. (G

E
O

R
G

E
collects up Pam

ela's clothes.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. W

hat?!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. A

nd you've got to get her dressed. A
nd

R
onnie fell into the sw

im
m

ing pool and the M
anager's

gone to get the SeC
urty O

ffcer.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 grabs P
am

ela's clothes from
 G

E
O

R
G

E
 and

then opens the cupboard door, P
U

lling P
A

M
E

LA
 out.'

H
E

 is acting very m
uch the severe husband.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
ut you com

e, Pam
ela!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. In you go, G
ladys.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 pushes G
L

A
yS, w

ba bas nol been noticed by
P

A
M

E
LA

, into the cupboard.)
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o R
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H
A

R
D

.) G
O

O
 evening, R

ichard.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (Firm

ly.) Put your clothes on, Pam
ela and

then go hom
e.
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PA
M

E
L

A
. So w

hat's your bride's nam
e?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
ersely.) F

elixstow
e!

PA
M

E
L

A
. W

hat?!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

e m
et her in Felixstow

e. H
er nam

e's Ivy.
PA

M
E

L
A

. W
ell, Ivy doesn't seem

 to be very m
uch in

evidence. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) W

here exactly is the lucky lady?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (U

nhelpfully.) I don't know
.

PA
M

L
A

. W
hat?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (G
elling desperate.) H

e doesn't know
exactly w

here she is. T
hey've been larking around playing

hide and sek.
P

A
M

E
LA

. H
ide and sek?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Just get dressed, Pam
ela, and go hom

e!

(H
E

 thrusts Pam
ela's clothes at her and pushes her tow

ards
the bedroom

 but SH
E

 stops on seeing the
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
.)

Ii

PA
M

E
L

A
. W

ho's that?
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
T
h
a
t
'
s
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
'
s
 

brother, Fred.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, no! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 collapses into the
divan~)

PA
M

E
L

A
. I didn't even know

 G
eorge had a brother.

R
IC

H
A

R
. Fred called in to see G

eorge. B
efore he goes

to F
elixstow

e to se B
ert.

PA
M

E
L

A
. B

ert?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's G
eorge's other brother. N

ow
 go and

p
u
t
 
Y
O
u
r
 
c
l
o
t
h
e
s
 
o
n
!

PA
M

E
L

A
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) Y
ou've got tw

o brothers?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (G

laring at R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) I've got three
actually but I'm

 not talking to the third one.
P
A
M
L
A
.
 
W
h
a
t
'
s
 
h
a
p
p
e
n
e
d
 
t
o
r
-
F
r
e
d
?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. H
e had too m

uch to drink at G
eorge's

W
edding.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (H
olding his head.) O

h, m
y G

od! (G
E

O
R

G
E

buries his head in his hands.)
PA

M
L

A
. G

eorge's w
hat?!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es, G

eorge got m
arried this m

orning,
didn't you, G

eorge?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (G

row
ling.) I sU

PPO
se I did, yes!

PA
M

E
L

A
. (M

oving to G
E

O
R

G
E

.) W
ell, you sly old

thing, G
eorge.

(T
he w

indow
 opens and R

O
N

N
IE

 com
es in. H

E
 is still in

his tO
w

el and shoes. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 hastily pulls
PA

M
E

L
A

 behind him
.)

R
O

N
N

. She's given m
e the blO

O
y slip again.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. M
r. W

ortington, do you m
ind!

R
O
N
N
I
E
.
 
Y
e
s
,
 
I
 
d
o
 
b
l
O
O
y
 
m
i
n
d
.
 
.

PA
M

E
L

A
. R

ichard!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es, m
y SW

eet?
PA

M
L

A
. W

ho is this?
R
O
N
N
E
.
 
N
e
v
e
r
 
m
i
n
d
 

w
ho I am

. (T
o D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
.)

Y
ou'd better pull Y

O
urself together. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) C
an't

y
o
u
 
g
i
v
e
 
h
i
m
 
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g
,
 
d
o
c
t
o
r
?

(PA
M

E
L

A
 w

ho is standing next to G
E

O
R

G
E

, looks
am

azed at him
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 hesitates and then decides to

look arounfor the "doctor.")

R
O

N
N

E
. O

y, (T
rying to get G

E
O

R
G

E
's attention.)

D
r. Livingstone! .

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 em
its a nervous giggle.)

'ft' 1£ r¿ - 3 i
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PA
M

L
A

. T
o congratulate her.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. D
arling, Ivy's very busy playing hide and

seek.PA
M

E
L

A
. I only w

ant to m
eet the girL

.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (B

lustering.) B
ut she doesn't w

ant to m
eet

you! (F
eigning sudden anger.) A

nd I don't w
ant you to

m
eet her.
P

A
M

LA
. W

hy on ea not?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. B

ecause I really didn't tae to Ivy at all
(Furiously.) I'm

 sorry, G
eorge, but I have to say that I

found her bellgerent, bom
bastic and totally w

ithout char!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (S

tands there considering this. F
inally.)

W
e
l
l
 
I
 
l
i
e
 
h
e
r
.

PA
M

E
L

A
. (A

m
azed.) R

ichard! T
hat w

asn't a very nice
t
h
i
n
g
 
t
o
 
s
a
y
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, that's how

 Ivy struck m
e. She's

b
l
o
o
y
 
u
g
l
y
,
 
G
e
o
r
g
e
!

PA
M

L
A

. R
ichad!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I'm
 a fortright m

an, Pam
ela.

PA
M

E
L

A
. D

id you let Ivy know
 how

 you feel about
her?R

IC
H

A
R

D
. M

ost definitely, didn't I, G
eorge?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es, he said to her, "Y

ou're bloody ugly,
Ivy."PA

M
L

A
. W

ell no w
onder the poor girl's hiding. G

o
and find her, G

eorge. (P
A

M
E

LA
 m

oves to the bedroom
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Pam
ela!

PA
M

E
L

A
. Y

ou go ahead, R
ichard. M

rs. T
hatcher w

il
be gettng im

patient (P
A

M
E

LA
 exits into the bedroom

.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge, I think our situation has
deteriorate som

ew
hat

G
E

O
R

G
E

. D
eteriorated?! Y

ou don't know
 w

hat you've
d
o
n
e
 
t
o
 
m
e
!
 
A
n
d
 
w
h
a
t
 
a
b
o
u
t
 
p
o
r
 
N
u
r
 
F
o
s
t
e
r
?
!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. She'll keep, she's in the cupboard.
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T
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G
E

O
R

G
E

. I've got to get her hom
e! A

nd G
od know

s
w

hat w
e'll tell m

other.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

ever m
ind N

urse Foster and your m
other.

Pam
ela w

on't leave this suite unti w
e find Ivy.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. In that case M
rs. W

iley w
il be here for

ever.R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ait a m

inute! W
e can find Ivy.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. H
ow

 for heaven's sae?
R

IC
H

A
R

. N
urse Foster! In the cupboard!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
akes a m

om
entfor the im

plication to sink
i
n
.
)
 
O
h
,
 
n
o
!
 
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. If N
urse Foster's prepared to m

ake m
ad

passionate love to you she'll do anything.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. M

r. W
iley!

D
E

lE
C

T
lV

E
. (Sits up.) M

r. W
iley!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. S
hut up!

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 w
hacks him

 across the back of the head and the
D

E
T

E
C

T
IV

E
 subsides. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 pushes G

E
O

R
G

E
 to

the cupboard.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
ou tell N

urse Foster w
hat she's got to do.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. D
on't you think you've ruined enough lives

for one evening?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. G

eorge, the Prm
e M

inister's w
aiting for

m
e!

(T
here is urgent K

N
O

C
K

IN
G

 on the hall door.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. She's com
e to collect you!

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. G
et in there!

(H
E

 pushes G
E

O
R

G
E

 into the cupboard. G
LA

D
Y

S
 is seen

hanging onto the rail. R
IC

H
A

R
D

 closes the door.)
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Sw
eetly.) W

ho is it?
W

A
lT

E
. (O

ff) It's your favourte w
aiter.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
ries to m

ask the M
A

ID
,) I thought I'd

hang on for you, m
y precious.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 opens the door. T
he W

A
IE

R
 hurries in.)

W
A

IT
E

. I got here as fast as I could
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. N

oboy sent for you.
W

 A
lT

E
R

. N
o, but I knew

 there w
as bound to be som

e
crisis or other. Y

ou nee a M
r. Ivy P

igden, don't you?
R

IC
H

A
R

. H
ow

 did you know
 that?

W
A

IT
E

R
. I w

as listening at the keyhole. (C
alls off)

C
om

e on! (T
o R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) C

lose your eyes!

(T
he M

A
ID

 enters. SH
E

 is now
 w

earing a bright but il-
fitting dress and a hat w

ith a veil. T
he W

A
IT

E
R

 pulls
her into the room

 an thrusts her at R
IC

H
A

R
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (R
eferring to the M

A
ID

.) W
ho's that?

W
A

I. T
his is your erstw

hile cham
berm

aid, M
ara.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
hat are you tang about?

W
A

lT
E

R
. M

rs. W
iley w

on't leave unti she's m
et Ivy.

(Pleased.) W
ell, m

eet M
rs. Ivy Pigden.

(T
he M

A
ID

 sm
iles coyly. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 looks aghast tow

ards
the cupbod.)

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 puts his arm
s around P

A
M

E
LA

 and turns her
aw

ay. A
t the sam

e tim
e H

E
 indicates for the W

A
IT

E
R

to rem
ove the M

A
ID

.)

PA
M

L
A

. I told you I' be over w
hen I've sad "hello"

to G
eorge's bride.

W
 A

lT
E

R
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) Y
ou see. (T

he W
A

IT
E

R
pushes the M

A
ID

 forw
ard into the centre of the room

.)
PA

M
L

A
. (Seeing the "B

ride.") O
h.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (G
laring at the W

A
IT

E
R

.) S
ay "hello",

Ivy!

(P
A

M
E

LA
 is rather surprised at the sight of IV

Y
.

P
A

M
E

LA
 looks at R

IC
H

A
R

D
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (Q
uietly.) I told you she w

as bloody ugly.
PA

M
E

L
A

. R
ichard! (T

o N
Y

.) H
ello, Ivy.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. W
ell, there you are, you've said "hello to

Ivy."

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 com
es out of the cupboard w

ith G
L

A
Y

S and
m

arches dow
n to beside the M

A
ID

.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (H
orrfied.) G

et her out ofhere, quickly!

(
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
 
g
r
a
b
s
 
t
h
e
 
M
A
I
D
 
a
s
 
P
A
M
E
L
A
 
c
o
m
e
s
 
i
n
 

from
the bedroom

. SH
E

 is now
 dressed. R

IC
H

A
R

 pulls the
M

A
ID

 behind him
.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I'd lie you to say "hello to Ivy."

(E
V

E
R

Y
B

O
D

Y
 reacts suitably. R

IC
H

A
R

D
 nearly dies,)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (F
latly.) P

am
ela has aleady sad "hello" to

Ivy.
PA

M
E

L
A

. (A
s SH

E
 enters.) N

ow
, G

eorge, have you
found-oh! Y

ou still here, R
ichard?
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(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 indicates the M
A

ID
. G

E
O

R
G

E
 looks at her,

T
he M

A
ID

 puts her arm
 through G

eorge's arm
 and

sm
iles at him

. G
E

O
R

G
E

 nods.)

, G
L

A
D

Y
S. W

hat's going on, G
eorge?!

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Indicating R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) A
sk the vica!

PA
M

E
L

A
. (R

eferring to G
L

A
D

Y
S.) W

ho exactly is
that, G

eorge?
G

L
A

D
Y

S. I'm
 N

urse Foster!
PA

M
L

A
. N

urse Foster?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hey couldn't afford a M
atron of H

onour so
they got the next bet thing. A

nyw
ay, you've m

et Ivy.
PA

M
E

L
A

. Y
es. (T

o the M
A

ID
.) Y

ou m
ust be so

thrilled, Ivy.

(T
he M

A
ID

 doesn't say anything and then looks to the
W

A
IT

E
R

 
for guidance, E

V
E

R
Y

B
O

D
Y

 then looks at the
W

A
IT

E
R

.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. Ivy doesn't speak any E

nglish.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 and R
IC

H
A

R
 both close their eyes. G

E
O

R
G

E
collapses onto divan and R

IC
H

A
R

 onto the chair.)

PA
M

E
L

A
. N

o E
nglish?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
ersely.) D

idn't you m
ention that to

Pam
ela, G

eorge?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. (T

ersely.) I forgot.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (R

ises.) Ivy's Spanish.
W

A
IT

. Ivy's Itaan.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. H

alf S
panish, half Itaan.

PA
M

E
L

A
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) Y
ou m

et her in Felixstow
e,

G
eoge?

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) Felixstow
e?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (R
ises.) Y

es, F
elixstow

e! O
n the bech.
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. She'd sw
um

 over from
 V

enice!
G

L
A

D
Y

S. V
enice?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
o M

A
ID

.) W
aiter tae you back to suite

650, Ivy!
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es, off w
e all go then!

(T
H

E
Y

 all prepare to m
ove. T

he M
A

N
A

G
E

R
 com

es in
from

 the corridor.)

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. If this room

 is not vacated w
ithin five

m
inutes I have a Securty G

uard in the corrdor w
ho w

ill
arest all of you. A

nd w
hen you leave, M

r. P
igden, tae

y
o
u
r
 
b
r
o
t
h
e
r
 
w
i
t
h
 
y
o
u
.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. Y
es, of course. W

e're both going to B
ert's

w
edng.
G

L
A

D
Y

S/PA
M

L
A

. (T
ogether.) B

ert's w
edding?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
he Pigdens are potty about w

eddings.
M

A
N

A
G

E
R

. T
he Pigdens are potty, full stop! (T

o the
W

A
lT

E
R

.) (A
ngrily exasperated.) A

nd w
hy do I keep

finding you here, C
rom

w
ell

W
A

IT
E

R
. Just lucky, I Suppose.

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
. (A

m
azed.) (T

o M
A

ID
.) A

nd w
hat are you

doing in here dresse like that, M
ara?!

M
A

ID
. B

ed. (S
H

E
 curtsies to the M

A
N

A
G

E
R

.).
PA

M
E

L
A

. M
ara? (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) I thought her nam
e

w
as Ivy.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. It is. Ivy M
ara.

(T
H

E
Y

 all look at G
E

O
R

G
E

 w
ho sm

iles politely. T
he

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
, exasperated, grabs the M

A
ID

 and exits
w
i
t
h
 
h
e
r
 
i
n
t
o
 
c
o
r
r
i
d
o
r
.
)

PA
M

L
A

. R
ichar?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es, m

y sw
eet?

PA
M

A
. W

hy did the M
anger tae Ivy off like that?
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R
IC

H
A

R
D

. It's an old Italian custom
.

W
A

IT
E

R
. M

r. W
iley.

R
IC

H
A

R
. Y

es, H
arold?

W
A

IT
E

R
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

.) Shall I continue to receive
m

y em
olum

ent from
 M

e. Pigden?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Y

es, H
arold.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat rem

inds m
e!

PA
M

L
A

. W
hat?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. I've got to face the prim
e m

inister.

(M
U

SIC
 as R

IC
H

A
R

D
 hurriedly pulls PA

M
E

L
A

 across
him

 and T
H

E
Y

 exit into corridor,)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 goes to get m
oney from

 his pocket.)

W
A

IT
E

R
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) I think a m
onthly B

anker's
O

rder is best thing. (W
A

IT
E

R
 exits.)

G
L

A
D

Y
S. I don't know

 w
hat I'm

 going to tell your
m

other about all this, M
r. Pigden.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. F
or a start you can tell her I've m

et the
w

om
an I'm

 going to m
ar.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (Frostily.) H

ave you, M
r. Pigden?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I have, N
urse Foster.

G
L

A
D

Y
S. A

nd w
ho's that, m

ay I ask?
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

ou!
G

L
A

D
Y

S. (L
ooks at him

 dum
bfounded.) M

e?!
G

E
O

R
G

E
. Y

ou've ben m
agnificent this evening (H

E
takes her hands in his.)

G
L

A
D

Y
S. (O

vercom
e.) H

ave I, M
r. Pigden?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. W
hat a w

om
an!

G
L

A
D

Y
S. I think you're pretty m

agnificent yourself,
G

eorge.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. D

o you really. G
ladys?

R
IC

H
A

R
. G

ive her a kiss for G
od's sae!

C
U

R
T

A
IN

(
H
E
 
p
u
s
h
e
s
 
G
E
O
R
G
E
 

into G
ladys's arm

s. G
E

O
R

G
E

 takes
h
e
r
 
a
r
m
 
a
n
d
 
a
s
 
T
H
E
Y
 

exit, G
ladys's tow

el slips to the
floor andfor a briefm

om
ent w

e see her naked rear view
.

O
blivious, G

E
O

R
G

E
 and G

LA
D

Y
S

 exit, looking into
each other's eyes.)
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(P
A

M
E

LA
 looks am

azed at G
E

O
R

G
E

 again. G
E

O
R

G
E

looks around for "D
r. L

ivingstone." H
E

 then gets up
and searches under the divan for the "doctor." T

he
w

indow
 B

A
N

G
S shut.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

/G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
ogether.) A

hhh!
R

O
N

N
E

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
. R

eferring to D
E

T
E

C
T

IV
E

,)
Y

ou'd better w
ake him

 up. I need him
 for m

y evidence.
PA

M
L

A
. E

vidence?
R

O
N

N
IE

. N
ow

 w
here's m

y w
ife hiding? (R

O
N

N
IE

exits into the bedroom
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. (T
o PA

M
E

L
A

,) R
onnie and his w

ife are
p
l
a
y
i
n
g
 
h
i
d
e
 
a
n
d
 
s
e
e
k
 
t
o
.

PA
M

L
A

. W
ho exactly is R

onnie?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. R

onnie's on the bride's side of the fam
ily.

H
e's m

àred to one of Ivy's cousins.
G

E
O

R
G

E
. O

h, m
y G

od! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 w
alks to the divan

and collapses.)
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. Sw

eet boy, R
onnie.

PA
M

L
A

. H
e called G

eorge "D
otor L

ivingstone."
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. T

hat's right
PA

M
L

A
. W

hy did he do that?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. (T

o G
E

O
R

G
E

.) W
hy did he do that,

G
eoge?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Slow
ly stands up.) B

ecause that's w
ho I

am
! D

r. L
ivingstone! Fred and B

ert's brother and half
brother to T

rickey-D
icky!

PA
M

L
A

. It's only a gam
e.

R
O

N
N

. O
nly a gam

e, M
r. W

iley! (R
O

N
N

IE
 bursts

into tears,falls to his knees and grabs R
IC

H
A

R
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
here, there, you give in and have a good

cry.G
E

O
R

G
E

. (C
rying.) I think that's w

hat w
e'd all like to

do. (G
E

O
R

G
E

 sits on the divan.)
PA

M
L

A
. G

et R
onnie a drnk, G

eorge.
R

O
N

N
. (B

ecom
ing alert.) G

eorge?
PA

M
E

L
A

. Y
es. (Points to G

E
O

R
G

E
,) L

et M
r. Pigden

here get you a drnk.

(R
O

N
N

IE
 looks slow

ly at G
E

O
R

G
E

, G
E

O
R

G
E

 em
its a

nervous giggle. R
O

N
N

IE
 m

oves to G
E

O
R

G
E

 w
ith

pent up fury.)

R
O

N
N

. (O
m

inously,) A
re you G

eorge Pigden?

(T
here is a pause.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I beg your pardon?
R

O
N

N
. A

r you blooy G
eorge Pigden?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. A
h, blooy G

eorge, yes.
R

O
N

N
IE

. (T
o R

IC
H

A
R

D
.) H

e's been screw
ing m

y
Jane.

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 buries his head in his hands,)

(G
E

O
R

G
E

 thrusts his face at R
IC

H
A

R
D

 giving
R

IC
H

A
R

D
 a stony glare. R

O
N

N
IE

 re-enters distraught,
slam

m
ing the door.)

R
O

N
N

E
. G

od know
s w

here m
y w

ife is!
PA

M
E

L
A

. (L
aughing.) It's not all that serious, is it?

R
O

N
N

. N
ot serious?!

PA
M

L
A

. W
hat?!

R
IC

H
A

R
. 

I think it's a phrase used in carntr.
R

O
N

N
IE

. It's a phrase used in the W
estm

inster H
otel!

H
e
'
s
 
t
h
e
 

one (Points at G
E

O
R

G
E

.) w
ho's ben trying to

get to be w
ith m

y w
ife.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. I assure you I've ben tring no such thing
w

ith anyboy's w
ife.
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PA
M

E
L

A
. N

o, I suppose even G
eorge w

ould stop at
having an affai w

ith his w
ife's cousin.

R
O

N
N

IE
. L

ook, it's no good-(H
e stops.) W

ife's
cousin?

PA
M

E
L

A
. Y

our w
ife is one of Ivy's cousins, isn't she?

R
O

N
N

. Ivy?
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. O

f course! Y
ou're R

onnie W
orthington!

T
hat explains everything.

R
O

N
N

. D
os it?

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Y
es! T

ell him
, G

eorge.
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(
E
V
E
R
Y
B
O
D
Y
 
l
o
o
k
s
 
a
t
 
G
E
O
R
G
E
 
F
o
r
 
a
 
m
o
m
e
n
t

G
E

O
R

G
E

 looks blank.)

m
other has a daughter called Ivy w

ho's m
ared to the m

an
w

ho w
orks for M

r. W
iley. (A

s R
O

N
N

IE
 exits his tow

el
catches on the door handle and slips to the floor, For a
m

om
ent w

e see his naked rear view
 as he turns into the

corrr.)

(E
V

E
R

Y
B

O
D

Y
 is agog. G

E
O

R
G

E
 rem

oves the tow
el

from
 the door handle and looks dow

n the corridor.
R

O
N

N
IE

 has gone.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (T
o R

IC
H

A
R

.) I hope R
onnie looks dow

n
before he gets hom

e to L
ew

isham
.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. N
ow

 pleae get dresse, P
am

ela! I've got to
get back to the C

om
m

ons.

(A
s R

IC
H

A
R

D
 m

oves to the corridor door JA
N

E
 hurries

in.)

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (Finally.)W
ell, you see, R

onnie-your w
ife

has a m
other, doen't she?

R
O

N
N

. Y
es.

G
E

O
R

G
E

. (W
ith finality.) G

oo! (G
E

O
R

G
E

 realises
that H

E
 is expected to continue.) W

ell your w
ife's m

other
has a sister w

ho has som
e children and one of them

 is a
daughter caled Ivy w

ho got m
ared tody to m

e.
JA

N
. (T

o R
IC

H
A

R
D

. O
verjoyed.) I thought you'd

like to know
 that R

onnie and I are going to be O
.K

.!
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
.
 
G
o
o
!

JA
N

. W
e just m

et in the corrdor and I could tell that
he w

as realy pleased to see m
e. (JA

N
E

 exits happily,
closing door.)

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. T
hat w

as Jane. (D
esperately.) Pam

ela! Put
your dress on and then m

ake your O
w

n w
ay to the V

isitors'
G

allery.
PA

M
E

L
A

. N
o, I think I'd rather like to stay here and

m
eet Ivy.

(R
IC

H
A

R
D

 and G
E

O
R

G
E

 stare blankly at her for a
m

om
ent then look blankly at each other and then back

to P
A

M
E

LA
.)

R
IC

H
A

R
/G

E
O

R
G

E
. (T

ogether.) M
eet Ivy?

(T
here is a paue.)

R
O

N
N

. I don't get it.
R

IC
H

A
R

D
. It's al very sim

ple, R
onnie! G

eorge invited
your w

ife here to join in the w
edding reception.

R
O

N
N

. (T
o G

E
O

R
G

E
.) So w

hy w
asn't! invited?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. It w
as just close fam

ily, R
onnie.

R
O

N
N

. I think I'd better sort it out w
ith Jane.

PA
M

L
A

. W
ho's Jane?

G
E

O
R

G
E

. N
o trck questions, pleas.

R
IC

H
A

R
D

. Jane is R
onnie's w

ife, isn't she, R
onnie?

R
O

N
N

ff. Y
es. (T

o him
self as H

E
 goes.) I'm

 m
ared to

the sister of the brother w
ho's w

ife has a sister w
ho's
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C
O

S
T

U
M

E
 P

LO
T

T
E

D
D

Y
P
A
J
A
M
A
 
J
A
C
K
E
T

R
O

N
N

JA
C

K
E

T
SH

IR
T

m
O

U
SE

R
S

B
R

O
W

N
 SH

O
E

S
SO

C
K

S
T

I
T

O
W

E
L

M
A

N
A

G
E

R
B

L
A

C
K

 JA
C

K
E

T
B

LA
C

K
 m

O
U

S
E

R
S

W
ilT

E
 S

H
IT

T
I

W
A

IST
C

O
A

T
B
L
A
C
K
 
S
H
O
E
S

SO
C

K
S

W
 
A
I
1
E
R

W
H

I1E
 JA

C
K

E
T

W
ilT

E
 S

H
IT

B
O
W
 
T
I

B
LA

C
K

 m
O

U
S

E
R

S
B
L
A
C
K
 
S
H
O
E
S

SO
C

K
S

M
A

R
IA

B
L
A
C
K
 
M
A
I
D
S
 
D
R
E
S
S

M
A

ID
S C

A
P

SH
O

E
S

P
R
I
N
D
 
D
R
E
S
S

H
A

T
 W

IT
H

 V
E

IL
W
H
I
T
 
S
H
O
E
S

N
U
S
E
 
F
O
S
T
E
R

N
U
S
E
S
 
D
R
E
S
S

N
U
S
E
S
 
C
A
P

R
IC

H
A

R
D

G
R

E
Y

 S
U

IT
W
H
I
T
 
S
H
I
R
T

T
I

B
L
A
C
K
 
S
H
O
E
S

B
L
A
C
K
 
S
O
C
K
S

D
R

E
SSIN

G
 G

O
W

N
G

E
O

R
G

E
N

A
V

Y
 PIN

ST
R

IPE
SU

IT
W
H
I
T
 
S
H
I
R
T

T
I

B
L
A
C
K
 
S
H
O
E
S

SO
C

K
S

SPE
C

T
A

C
L

E
S

PA
M

E
L

A
C

A
SU

A
L

 SU
IT

B
L

O
U

SE
H

A
T

SH
O

E
S

T
IG

H
T

S
H

A
N

B
A

G
N

IG
H

T
D

R
E

SS
N

E
G

L
IG

E
E

SL
IPPE

R
S

JE
W

E
L

L
E

R
Y

JA
N

D
R

E
SS

SH
O

E
S

T
IG

H
T

S
C

A
M

ISO
L

E
B

R
A

SU
SPE

N
D

E
R

S

.----.''".-,.-J.
-.:--.----~~~-.7

.. ..... ...... l
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H

A
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E

C
l/B

O
D

Y
R

A
lC

O
A

 T
 W

IT
H

 H
A

R
S

S
G
R
E
Y
 
T
R
O
U
S
E
R
S

M
O

R
N

G
 SU

I
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L
R
s
 
S
E
T
T
I
N
G
 
L
l

Q
N

ST
 A

G
E

~doors close
hangers in cupbod set centre
dresser w

ith: raotelevision
ashtry
W
e
s
t
m
i
n
s
t
e
r
 
H
o
t
e
l

brohur (drssing)
sm

all table w
ith: telephone

t
e
l
e
p
h
o
n
e
 
d
i
e
c
t
o
r
i
e
s

sunglasses in drw
er

sofa w
ith: R

ichard's briefcase w
ith papers

cha
s
m
a
l
l
 
c
h
e
s
t

S
I
A
G
E
 
L
E
F
T

R
i
c
h
a
d
'
s
 
b
a
g

note (w
ith w

aiter's addrss)
note (for supplying i W

heelchair)
hotel key briefcas (G

eorge)
overnight ca (Pam

ela)
hat (P

am
ela's.)

h
a
n
d
b
a
g
 
(
P
e
l
a
)

h
a
n
d
b
a
g
 
(
n
u
r
s
e
)
 
b
o
t
t
e
 
o
f
 

pils
flow

ers
tray of oysters &

 cham
pagne

trlley of chapagne and oysters
w

heelcha

"
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2 tea chests (Sound effect)
bundle of clothes (w

edding suit)
dress (Jane's)

W
aiter:

w
ath

N
u
r
s
e
:
 
w
a
t
h

ST
A

G
E

 R
IG

H
T

Pam
ela:

w
atch bracelet

dress (Jane's) to be throw
n

R
ichardsdressing gow

n b
blanet

U
PST

A
G

E
 C

E
N

T
E

Pam
ela's bundle

tray of oysters and cham
pagne

PE
R

SO
N

A
L

S

R
ichard:

w
a
l
l
e
t
 
w
i
t
h
 
6
 
x
 
5
 
n
o
t
e
s

50 pence piece
sunglasses
w

atch

G
eorge:

w
atch

£5 notes
glasses

M
anager:

w
atch

key on chain

R
onnie:

:w
atch

haerhief
Jane:

w
atch


