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Introduction







In the early hours of 1 February 1918 a train pulled into a railway siding in Lyon. It was carrying French troops being repatriated from German prisoner-of-war camps. Gradually the train disgorged its hollow-faced passengers and the station emptied to the sounds of reunited families eager to catch up on the lost years.


It was then that a figure was seen wandering aimlessly along the platform. A solider. Lost. When asked his name he answered, ‘Anthelme Mangin’. Other than that he had no memory of who he was, or of what had happened to him prior to arriving on a Lyonnaise railway platform on a frigid February night.


Among those enthralled by Mangin’s story was the young playwright Jean Anouilh, who was searching for a subject for one of his early plays. To him there was something poignant and funny about the way in which Mangin was hawked around from family to family by psychiatrists in an attempt to discover his true identity, and in 1937 Anouilh’s comedy, Le Voyageur sans bagage, fictionalising one such meeting, opened in Paris to critical acclaim.


As I began to think about reimagining Anouilh’s play for a new adaptation at the Donmar Warehouse in London, Artistic Director Josie Rourke mentioned the long tradition in French literature of the unknown man, often a soldier, walking out of a dim past without class or station to make life anew. A character like Dumas’ Martin Guerre or Hugo’s Jean Valjean. 


It occurred to us that there was another culture just as fascinated by tales of the unknown man. America. From Jay Gatsby to Don Draper in the television series Mad Men, American culture was littered with history-less men, remaking themselves with stories about who and what they were. Those stories were their currency.


This spoke to me of the questing, self-dramatising world of America of the 1950s. While Europe was struggling out from under years of war and conflict, America was glowing with affluence and optimism. Deliriously capitalistic, the returned veteran and his young family might settle down each evening in front of a spanking new TV set to watch the latest episode of I Love Lucy while eating freshly thawed TV dinners out of newly purchased refrigerators. It was a world that was perfectly captured in the sumptuous filmed melodramas of Douglas Sirk and the glittering comedies of Billy Wilder.


As I sat down to gladly binge my way through these masterpieces of the American cinema – The Apartment, Some Like It Hot, Imitation of Life – I began to think about the act of adaptation. To me adaptation is a conversation. A conversation between the original author and the adapter. Sometimes it’s a pretty polite affair. Sometimes it needs to be a bit more verbose. Boisterous even. I wondered if the conversation I was having with Monsieur Anouilh might benefit if I invited a few more guests to the party. I wondered if by taking the broad dramatic arc of Anouilh’s original play, and reflecting it through the set of circumstances provided by my new pals Sirk and Wilder and their version of America in the 1950s, something new and delighting might not turn up.


So, I took Anouilh’s lost man, gave him a nice short haircut, bought him a smart Brooks Brothers suit, introduced him to the kind of Martini-soaked family that would have made even Freud’s eyes water, handed him a gun and plunged him in. Shaken and stirred. Hopefully the result is a tasty cocktail of identity lost and found and lost again. A very human and forgiving story about a man with no memory found wandering along a railroad track, desperate for happiness, whose future is only as bright as the story he chooses to tell about his past.


ANTHONY WEIGH























Premiere Production





Welcome Home, Captain Fox! was first performed at the Donmar Warehouse, London, on 18 February 2016. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Juliette   Michelle Asante


George Fox   Barnaby Kay


Gene   Rory Keenan


Mrs Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Katherine Kingsley


James   Trevor Laird


Mrs Fox   Sian Thomas


Mr De Wit Depont-Dufort   Danny Webb


Valerie   Fenella Woolgar


Man in a White Coat / Uncle Job   Daniel York


with


Kit Connor


Ilan Galkoff


Rory Stroud




 





Director   Blanche McIntyre


Designer   Mark Thompson


Lighting Designer   Hugh Vanstone


Sound Designer   Gregory Clarke


Casting Director   Alastair Coomer CDG 

















Characters





 in order of appearance




Gene


late thirties to early forties


Man in a White Coat


forties


Mrs Marcee Dupont-Dufort


she’d never tell


Mr De Wit Dupont-Dufort


older than Marcee


James


the oldest


Mrs Fox


late sixties


George Fox


late forties


Valerie Fox


late thirties to early forties


Juliette


early thirties


Small Boy


ten-ish


Uncle Job


forties




















WELCOME HOME, CAPTAIN FOX!



























Prologue








Click.


Harsh light.




Gene   Tuna fish.


Man in a White Coat   Breakfast?


Gene   Boiled ham.


Man in a White Coat   Supper?


Gene   Meatloaf.


Man in a White Coat   Thursday?


Gene   Food?


Man in a White Coat   Anything.


Gene   Movie night?


Man in a White Coat   What’d ya see?


Gene   Marilyn. Jack Lemmon. Tony … What’s his? They get dressed up as –


Man in a White Coat   Fruits! Week before?


Gene   Invasion of the – Whatchamacallits.


Man in a White Coat   Piece o’ crap.


Gene   You a critic?


Man in a White Coat   Cute. January then?


Gene   Movies?


Man in a White Coat   Current events.


Gene   Cuba? Castro? 


Man in a White Coat   Like Castro, do you?


Gene   Wait! Alaska.


Man in a White Coat   Whadaboutit?


Gene   Became the forty-ninth state.


Man in a White Coat   Sure?


Gene   Yes. No. Wait! Yes. Hawaii this August makes fifty.


Man in a White Coat   President?


Gene   Eisenhower.


Man in a White Coat   Vice?


Gene   A character flaw.


Man in a White Coat   President!


Gene   Nixon. I’m kidding.


Man in a White Coat   Funny. Sputnik?


Gene   Space rocket.


Man in a White Coat   Like commie rockets, do you?


Gene   Not particularly.


Man in a White Coat   See many of them in Russia, did you?


Gene   It was Germany.


Man in a White Coat   Near enough. How’s about school?


Gene   In Germany?


Man in a White Coat   Germany? Russia? You tell me, comrade.


Gene   I’m pretty sure I’m not from –


Man in a White Coat   Where’d you go to school then?


Gene   I don’t – 


Man in a White Coat   Play sports?


Gene   Did I?


Man in a White Coat   Baseball? Football? Swim team? You on the swim team? How’s about a pet?


Gene   A pet?!


Man in a White Coat   A family pet? Growing up?


Gene   Maybe.


Man in a White Coat   Dog, was it?


Gene   I –


Man in a White Coat   Cat? More of a cat man, are ya?


Gene   Cats! I’m not sure I –


Man in a White Coat   Favourite food?


Gene   Food?


Man in a White Coat   Growing up in – Where’d you grow up in again?


Gene   I’m trying to –


Man in a White Coat   Bananas?


Gene   Bananas?


Man in a White Coat   Cornflakes? Ketchup? Rutabagas?


Gene   Rutabagas?


Man in a White Coat   As a kid in – where’d you say that was again?


Gene   I don’t think –


Man in a White Coat   Mac and cheese? Waffles? Pretzels? How’s about Cheesy Puffs?


Gene   Cheesy Puffs? 


Man in a White Coat   You gotta like Cheesy Puffs. Every kid likes Cheesy Puffs.


Gene   Do I? Do they?


Man in a White Coat   Of course they do …












	

Man in a White Coat   They’re cheese for Christ’s sake! They’re cheese. And they puff. What’s not to like? What’s not to like about Cheesy Puffs? Everybody likes –




	   

	

Gene   If you give me a – I’m trying to – Do I like Cheesy Puffs? Wait! I think – Maybe – Wait, gimme a – Dammit! I don’t know! I don’t know! I DON’T KNOW!




















Gene slams his fist down on the desk in exasperation. The phone buzzes. The Man in the White Coat picks it up. Listens. Replaces the receiver. Sits back in his chair and takes a drag on his cigarette through yellowed fingers. Gene sits with his head in his hands.





Man in a White Coat   Let’s go back to lunch then.


Gene   Lunch?


Man in a White Coat   Yeah. What’d you have for lunch?


Gene   (defeated) Tuna fish.


Man in a White Coat   Breakfast?


Gene   Boiled ham.


Man in a White Coat   Supper?


Gene   Meatloaf.




Black.


And Charles Trénet sings … ‘Boum!’



























One








The living room of a grand shingled estate house somewhere on the South Fork of Long Island. Rooms of this kind are never nearly as large as you’ve imagined them to be. These houses are merely holiday homes – albeit holiday homes for folks who take a lot of long holidays. In the distance Charles Trénet sings ‘Boum!’ on a record player. It echoes through the empty rooms like he’s singing with his head stuck in a cast iron bedpan.


Mrs Marcee Dupont-Dufort stands looking out of a large window to a terrace and, beyond that, to the swimming pool and, beyond that, to the lawn and, beyond that, to the dunes and, beyond that, to the sea which winks at us from time to time in the midday heat.


Mr De Wit Dupont-Dufort is curled up on himself in some corner or other. Hiding behind a golfing magazine, no doubt. Anyway, to begin with we don’t see him, as he really doesn’t want to be seen.




Marcee Dupont-Dufort   What are you? You strange, strange thing. Just standing there. Gazing into the swimming pool, like a – like a – What? Like some kinda animal. Like some kinda wild animal or something. A deer or a gazelle or – an elk! That’s it! An elk! By a pond. Gazing at its reflection. Waiting. Listening. Ready to make a run for it. (Darkening.) You better not. You hear me? You better not make a goddamned – (Getting an idea! Suddenly brightening.) You know what it’s like? You’re like? An alien. An alien being. Sent here in the nick of time just before his home planet gets vaporised by nukes or something. Sent here as a baby in a teeny tiny spaceship. Whizzing past what’sits – galaxies or something, and landing smack bang in the middle of – I don’t know. Ohio or something. One of those Ohioy kinda states. The flat ones, anyway. In the middle. And he gets discovered by a nice homey couple. Farmers. And they take him home. Adopt him kinda. And then one day. Years later. He comes to them. The farmy couple. The little adoptive farmy couple from Ohio. And he says. He says: ‘Mom? Pop?’ And they say: ‘What, son?’ And he says: ‘I gotta go find out who I really am.’ And she – the mom. She cries. And the father asks him if he’s sure. And he says he’s sure. And they shake hands nice and firm. And the son. The alien son heads off into the –


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   It’s Superman.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I’m saying something.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Yeah, it’s Superman.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I’m telling you something.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Yeah, you’re telling me Superman.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   What if I am?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Superman’s a comic.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Like Superman is what I’m saying.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   He doesn’t look like Superman.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I’m talking in what’sits.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Nonsense?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Metaphors.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   He lives in a nut-house.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   For now.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Superman doesn’t live in a nut-house. 


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   You heard of metaphors?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   If you’re going to go using metaphors, Marcee, you might as well get it right.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   An alien is what I’m saying.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   You been watching too much TV.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I’m kidding around.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   (referring to her mental state) Your roof is leaking.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Ever heard of that, De Wit? Kidding around?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I can kid around. I can kid around plenty. I can kid around plenty when I don’t have to get up at the break o’ dawn and drive out to Picatinny, New Jersey, to pick up some cracked-up chump from a US Navy nut-house and ferry him a hundred and fifty miles in the opposite direction to the end of Long Island so we can find out if these Hampton types are the crack-ups family or not, in a hundred degrees!


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Keep your voice down.




De Wit has taken out a cigar.





And don’t smoke those in here.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Why not?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   It’s not that kinda place.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   How do you know?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I can just tell.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Really?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Yeah. ‘Really’. 


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Cos it looks kinda shabby to me.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Some people have so much class they don’t have to try.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Then these people must have a ton o’ class.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   What am I talking class to you for?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I’m missing my Rotary meeting to be talked at like this?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Rotary will still be there when we get back.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Not by the time we drive that crack-up back out to Picatinny, New Jersey, and get back into the city and –


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   For a start, he won’t be going back to Picatinny, New Jersey. He’s going to be staying right here, if he knows what’s good for him. And secondly, there’s always Rotary next week. Rotary meets every week, De Wit. Every week on a Thursday night. Every week on a Thursday night in that tacky restaurant downstairs at the Roses Club.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I thought you liked the Roses Club.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   The Roses Club is OK as far as alligator clubs go, but it isn’t the Harvard Club and it sure isn’t the Waldorf.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   You’ve just gotta thing against Linda Glass.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I do not have a thing against Linda Glass. 


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   You do so have a thing against Linda Glass. Ever since she handed you her coat that night in the lobby of the Roses Club.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   She was making a point.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   It was an honest mistake.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   She was making a point.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   She thought you were the coat check girl.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   She was making a goddamned point!


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   And the point was you looked like the goddamned coat check girl! You were in that hat!


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   ‘That hat’ cost me fifteen dollars.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   ‘That hat’ cost me fifteen dollars.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Everyone’s wearing hats like that this year.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Everyone who works as a coat check girl.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   If Linda Glass had half a brain she’d know that everyone’s wearing hats like that this year.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   If you’re a coat check girl.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Linda Glass was making a point is what she was doing. Linda Glass was making a point about us coming from Miami Beach and you having to make your money and not get it handed to you on a silver what’sit, and how we don’t spend summers out here in Amagansett or wherever but schlep to that awful run-down holiday club in the Catskills … 












	

De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I thought you liked the Catskills! It’s gotta lake! You like the Bergsteins – Glovchicks? She sat nice with you and talked all day that day you got impetigo from swimming in that pool, like I told you not to. Frankly people don’t think your breasts are half as interesting as you do. That’s including me by the way. Did you hear what I said?




	   

	

Marcee Dupont-Dufort   … Full of people like the Bergsteins and the Eddelmans and the Glovchicks and the Harrimans – Martha Glovchick kept fondling my breasts. She kept saying I had something on my blouse and finding reasons to wipe me with her handkerchief. Wiping my breast. Pressing her handkerchief right up against my breast. She’s so Jewy!




















James comes in.





James   The Foxes say they’ll be right along. In the meantime is there anything I can get for you folks?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   No. No, thank you. No we’re – We’re just fine. Thank you. Thanks a lot. Thanks.


James   What about the …


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   The …


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   The crack-up. He means the crack-up.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   The … Oh, well you could go ask him I guess. He’s out by the swimming pool.


James   I’ll go ask him then.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Yes. Yes, why don’t you do that?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Careful. He bites.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   (through clenched teeth) De Wit!


James   They’ll be right along. 




He goes.





Marcee Dupont-Dufort   That man makes me indescribably happy.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Who? The …


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   ‘They’ll be right along.’ ‘They’ll be right along.’ There’s something, isn’t there? About a good butler.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   We got a butler.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Ha! Tommy? Tommy? Tommy’s not a butler. Tommy’s just some old guy from one of your stores in Miami Beach who you dragged up here so he could keep you in secret cigars and place horse racing bets for you at Belmont Park. You’re calling that a butler?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   He’s a butler.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   (indicating James) That’s a butler. A real – what’s the word?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Stuffed shirt?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Demeanour.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Don’t talk that French to me.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   And I wish you wouldn’t say ‘crack-up’.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   When?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Just now you called our – the – You called him a ‘crack-up’.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   What? That butter-and-eggs out there by the pool?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Yes. You called him a ‘crack-up’.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Well, he is. 


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I know. But there’s no call to actually go and say it now, is there? Especially in front of the –


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Help?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Don’t say it like that.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Help, help, help! I’m hot!


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   It’s a hundred degrees.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I could handle a drink.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Then you should have asked ‘what’s-his-name’.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   It’s too late.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   You’re telling me.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   What’s that supposed to mean?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   You’ll get your drink, De Wit. As soon as the Foxes get here. I’m sure they’re the kind of civilised people to offer a person a drink more than once. I mean, everybody knows it’s only polite to refuse the first time you’re asked.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I’m banking on it.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Reputation has they’re as civil as civil can be.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Reputation?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Liz Smith.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   The gossip columnist?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   (simultaneously) Journalist, yes.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   I ran the list of names by her and she said of all the twenty-three prospective families this was the best. You know they live out here all year long like reclusives. 


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Recluses.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Can you imagine? Being out here in the winter? After all the parties and music and summer moves on? Not a soul around. Just you and miles and miles of empty beach and the grey ocean and hordes of locals?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Sounds perfect.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Perfectly awful. Just sitting out here. Kinda waiting. Don’t you think? Waiting for him. Their long-lost son. Reunited to them by that paragon of social concerns, Mrs Marcee Dupont-Dufort.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   What are you talking about yourself like you’re another person for?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Just think, De Wit. There wouldn’t be a home on the Upper East Side that didn’t spring open to me like a tiny gold jewellery box with the right key. Pop! Dinner parties, lunch parties, brunch parties and plain old whoopee parties. The invitations would come flooding in. And one night. One winter night in the city. One winter night in the city when I’m wrapped in that fur. You know the one? The one I made you get for me last birthday? The one with my name on the lining. One winter night in that coat, and on the threshold of the Meerbaums or the Rossersteins or the Trasks or the Rockefellers, there she’d be. Linda Glass. A blur in the corner of my eye as I sail past her and hand her that same fur coat for her to check.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   You never cease to astound me.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Thanks.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   That’s not a compliment.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Shove it then. 


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Why didn’t I have any sense of this side to you back in Miami Beach?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Is it so bad to want to belong?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Belonging’s overrated.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Everyone’s got to belong to something, De Wit.


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Says who?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Says me!




Mrs Fox comes into the room, followed by George Fox and his wife Valerie Fox.





Mrs Fox   Says what?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Says – nothing. Nothing at all. Absolutely nothing. We were just – Hello! I’m Marcee. Mrs – Marcee Dupont-Dufort. We spoke on the – And this. This is my husband, De Wit. De Wit Dupont-Dufort.


Mrs Fox   Welcome.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   De Wit Dupont-Dufort, De Wit Dupont-Dufort –


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Hello.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Sounds like some kinda strange language or something from Scandinavia or someplace, doesn’t it?


Mrs Fox   This is my son, George. George Fox.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   De Wit Dupont-Dufort, De Wit Dupont-Dufort –


George Fox   Hello.


Valerie Fox   Say hello, George darling.


George Fox   (simultaneously) I did. I am. 


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Likewise.


Mrs Fox   And George’s wife.


Valerie Fox   Hi. Hello.


Mrs Fox   (simultaneously) My daughter-in-law, Valerie.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Hello. You have such a charming place, Mrs Fox. I mean it’s so – Well, quintessential, isn’t it.


Mrs Fox   Is it?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   For this part of –


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   I think my wife means with the shingles and the pitched roof and the views and the ocean.


Mrs Fox   I’m sorry to say I forget it’s there half the time.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   The house?


Mrs Fox   The ocean. When the wind changes direction and I hear the breaking of the waves I sometimes think to myself: ‘Oh, that’s right. I live by the ocean.’


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   How amazing that you might be so used to something that you forget its very existence.


Valerie Fox   Especially when that thing is the ocean.


Mrs Fox   My analyst –


George Fox   Mother.


Mrs Fox   She does, George. Dr Patchalk, says I ‘do it in’ by forgetting its existence.


Valerie Fox   Forget the ocean. Do you even know we have a pool, George darling?


George Fox   Of course I – 


Valerie Fox   George spends most of his time ferreting around, Mrs Dupont-Dufort –




She pronounces it ‘Dupon-Dufore’.





Marcee Dupont-Dufort   It’s actually – You do say the ‘t’.


George Fox   (simultaneously) I don’t know you’d call it ferreting.


Valerie Fox   Holed up in some room or other listening to his precious records.


Mrs Fox   He’d have one of the largest collections of foreign recordings this side of the East River, Mrs Dupont-Dufort.


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   It’s actually with a ‘t’. At the end there.


Mrs Fox   Don’t you, George?


George Fox   I don’t know about –


Valerie Fox   French! Do you speak French Mrs Dupont-Dufort?


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   It’s actually ‘Dupont-Dufort’.


Valerie Fox   (simultaneously) I have to say it’s all ‘vous, vous, vous, djer, djer, djer, escargot, merde’ to me. (And carrying straight on.) Can we get a drink up here?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Now you’re talking.


George Fox   (simultaneously) I suppose we should –


Valerie Fox   (going to the door and hollering) James?! Do you think we could go and get some drinks up here? (To the room.) Buzzer’s broken.


Mrs Fox   Valerie, I wish you wouldn’t –


Valerie Fox   (simultaneously) Mr Dupont-Dufort?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   Bourbon. Rocks. 


Valerie Fox   Mrs –


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   Gin with a splash of isotonic would be just grand. And it’s actually – It’s got a ‘t’.


Mrs Fox   I’ll have my Old Usual.


George Fox   Nothing for me.


Valerie Fox   George is like a camel.


George Fox   (simultaneously) I’m just not that thirsty.


Valerie Fox   Or anything really. You’re just not that anything. Are you, George? (Back to the door. Yelling.) That’s Bourbon rocks. Gin and isotonic. Old Usual for Mrs Fox and a usual usual for me. (Back to the room. Seeing Mrs Fox’s look.) What?


Mrs Fox   I do wish you wouldn’t yell so, Valerie dear.


Valerie Fox   (tossing it off, taking out a cigarette) Sorry.


Mrs Fox   Please do take a seat, Mrs Dupont –


Marcee Dupont-Dufort   (about ready to pop) There’s a ‘t’! (Gosh! Little too forceful. Trying to recover.) You see. There. At the end.


Mrs Fox   End of what, dear?


De Wit Dupont-Dufort   (attempt at a save) Marcee, maybe you should cut to the –


Valerie Fox   Yes. Why don’t you ‘cut to the’ –


George Fox   You can imagine that, since we received your call, Mrs Dupont-Dufort, things have been –


Valerie Fox   To say the least.


George Fox   (simultaneously) Haven’t they, Mother?


Mrs Fox   What?


George Fox   Things have been – 


Mrs Fox   Of course! To be told. After all this time. After fifteen years. That –


George Fox   Not that we are suggesting that this man is my –


Valerie Fox   God forbid it might actually be –


George Fox   (simultaneously) Why don’t you tell us how you came upon –
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