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Author’s Note





This new edition of Jumpers incorporates some changes, mostly small but too numerous to specify, made for the 1984 production at the Aldwych Theatre, London. The original production and the two revivals were directed by Peter Wood to whom I reiterate my thanks for encouraging my inconvenient habit (inconvenient to my publishers) of treating rehearsals as an opportunity to revise the text: the most notable result on this occasion was the re-introduction, in the Coda, of Captain Scott, who appeared in the first edition but not in the second, and of Tarzan who swung out of view after the first few previews in 1972 and is here making his début in print.





The new production was presented by Michael Codron with the following cast:














	 

	 

	GEORGE

	Paul Eddington

	 






	 

	 

	DOROTHY

	Felicity Kendal

	 






	 

	 

	ARCHIE

	Simon Cadell

	 






	 

	 

	BONES

	Andrew Sachs

	 






	    

	 

	CROUCH

	Timothy Bateson

	           






	 

	                  

	SECRETARY

	Gail Rolfe

	 






	 

	 

	MCFEE

	Paul Tomkinson

	 






	 

	 

	
JUMPERS etc.

	Lenny Bickley

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Justin Church

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Nigel Johnson

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Colin Orr

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Jeffrey Pepper

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Roy Rowlands

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Carl Toop

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Philip Tsaras

	 






	 

	 

	 

	Donald Waugh

	 






	 

	 

	
Directed by

	Peter Wood

	 






	 

	 

	
Designed by

	Carl Toms

	 






	 

	 

	
Lighting by

	David Hersey

	 






	 

	 

	
Movement by

	David Toguri

	 






































Set and Characters





There are three playing areas, the study, the bedroom, and the hall.


There is also a screen, ideally forming a backdrop to the whole stage. Film and slides are to be back-projected on to this screen on a scale big enough to allow actors and furniture to mask the images without significantly obscuring them.


It is an essential requirement of the play that the bedroom can be blacked out completely while the action continues elsewhere.


For the purpose of the stage directions given hereafter, I am assuming the following layout.


The front door is Upstage Centre.


The study occupies the whole area stage left of the hall and front door.


The bedroom occupies the rest of the stage. If the rooms are on a ‘revolve’, they may dominate the playing-area in turn.


The apartment belongs to GEORGE, a Professor of Moral Philosophy, married to a prematurely-retired musical-comedy actress of some renown, DOROTHY. The general standard of living suggested by the flat owes more, one would guess, to musical comedy than moral philosophy, and this is especially true of the bedroom which is lushly carpeted and includes among its furnishings a television set remotely-controlled by an electronic portable switch; a record player; two elegant straight-backed chairs and one comfortable upholstered chair; a globular goldfish-bowl containing one goldfish; and a four-poster bed which can be enclosed at will by the drapes adorning its corners. The effect is elegant, feminine, expensive. The bedroom has two doors, one leading into the wings at Stage Left (the unseen bathroom), and the second into the hall. This latter door must be sturdily fixed. It opens inwards, the hinges upstage, so that when this door is wide open the inside of it is hidden from the audience. The room also has a french window, guarded on the exterior by a mock-balcony or balustrade; it overlooks streets and sky for the flat is in an upper floor of a big old-fashioned but newly redecorated and converted mansion.


The study may contain a day-bed against the upstage wall, bookshelves above the bed, a desk and chair for the Secretary, and a bigger desk for George. On the wings-side of the room is a tall cupboard or wardrobe. The room contains, somewhere, a tape-recorder; a bow and quiver of arrows, together with an archery target about a yard in diameter; an electric typewriter for the Secretary to use; a smallish wooden box such as a small tortoise might live in, and a large wooden box such as a rabbit might live in. There is a door into the hall. George’s desk, when we discover it, is a clutter of books and manuscript.


However, none of the above is visible for the first few minutes of the play, for which is required an empty space….





THE CHARACTERS


GEORGE is between 40 and 50, and still attractive enough to make it perfectly plausible that he should be married to DOTTY who is ten to fifteen years younger and very beautiful indeed.


ARCHIE is a dandy.


INSPECTOR BONES is middle-aged and carelessly dressed.


CROUCH is old and small and a bit stooped.


The SECRETARY is young and attractive but poker-faced, almost grim, even on her first appearance, in which she performs as a stripper.


The JUMPERS are dressed in yellow uniforms – tracksuit trousers and singlets – and although they pass muster at first glance, they are not as universally youthful or athletic-looking as one might expect.





















ACT ONE










ARCHIE: (Unseen) And now, ladies and gentlemen, on the occasion of a momentous Radical Liberal victory at the polls, may I present your hostess and mine, making a most welcome reappearance, the much-missed, much-loved star of the musical stage, the incomparable, magnetic Dorothy Moore!


(DOTTY enters. Much applause.)


DOTTY: Thank you, thank you for coming. (To PIANO PLAYER) Thank you, Sam.


(Music introduction for ‘Shine on Harvest Moon’. She dries. Introduction repeated.)


How does it begin?


(GUESTS, offstage, sing ‘Shine on, shine on harvest moon’.)


(Singing, but going wrong immediately.)


I want to spoon to my honey I’ll croon love’s June or July.


(Breaks off.) No I can’t. I’m sorry (and goes).


(Drum roll.)





Cries of disappointment change to cries of delight.


Like a pendulum between darkness and darkness, the SECRETARY swings into the spotlight, and out. She is on a swing, making an arc from wing to wing, in sight for a second, out of sight for a second, in sight for a second, out of sight for a second … back and forth. The swing itself hangs from a chandelier.


Cheers.


Each time she reappears she has taken off some clothing.


Grateful cheers.


CROUCH enters from side, the porter pressed into service to serve drinks at the party. He wears a short white coat and carries a round tray balanced on one hand, drinks on tray.


He is going to stray into the line of vision. Voices warn him away, good-humouredly.


CROUCH does not know what is going on: every time he turns downstage, the SECRETARY is in view behind him, and every time he looks upstage the gap is empty.


There is the sound of the GUESTS …


‘Mind your back!’


‘Out the way!’


‘Let the dog see the rabbit!’


CROUCH is bewildered.


The SECRETARY is nearing nakedness, obscured. The unseen watchers are nearing hysterical frustration.


At the climax of their cries, CROUCH backs into the path of the swing and is knocked arse over tip by a naked lady. BLACKOUT and crash of broken glass. Immediately: GEORGE and a telephone in a spotlight.


GEORGE: (On telephone) Could I speak to the Chief Inspector or someone in authority? … Well, Constable, I’d like to make a complaint about a disturbance of the peace at – I’d prefer it to be an anonymous complaint. Well, do you accept pseudonymous complaints? … Never mind, my name is Wittgenstein and the party – the guilty party in fact is at – What? Oh, good God – ‘W’ as in Wagner, ‘I’ as in id … no I D – ‘I’, ‘D’ as in dog … bow-wow … (Blackout on GEORGE.)


VOICE: (Archie’s voice) ‘And now! – ladies and gentlemen! – the INCREDIBLE – RADICAL! – LIBERAL!! – JUMPERS!!’


(White spot. Musical introduction.


THE JUMPERS enter jumping, tumbling, somersaulting, four from each side of the stage: a not especially talented troupe of gymnasts. Discreet musical accompaniment.


Their separate entrances converge to form a tableau of modest pretension.)


DOTTY: (Entering) That’s not incredible…. Well, is it? I can sing better than that. I mean I can sing better than they can jump.


(DOTTY wanders on to the stage in front of the now disassembling tableau. Her blonde hair is elegantly ‘up’, her white dress is long and billowy … she looks fabulous, stunning. She flaps a hand dismissively at the JUMPERS.)


(Equably.) No good – you’re still credible. (Generally.) Get me someone unbelievable!


(GEORGE, holding sheets of paper, has already entered behind her.)


GEORGE: Dotty!


(GEORGE is not dressed for a party. Flannels and shabby smoking jacket, hair awry, his expression and manner signifying remonstrance. The JUMPER persevere, doggedly helping each other to do back-flips, etc.)


DOTTY: I have a complaint. These people are supposed to be incredible and I’m not even astonished. I am not faintly surprised. In fact, not only can I sing better than they can jump, I can probably jump higher than they can sing.


GEORGE: For God’s sake. It’s after two a.m.


(GEORGE goes as far as to touch her arm. She turns on him with sudden obliterating fury.)


DOTTY: It’s my bloody party, George!


GEORGE: What if someone phones the police?


DOTTY: They can come too. (To the piano) Give me an A.


(GEORGE leaves.)


(A JUMPER flips himself into a standing position in mid-stage.)


(Equable again.) I can do that.


(A SECOND JUMPER joins the first.)


And that.


(A THIRD JUMPER leaps on to the shoulders of the first two.)


I can’t do that, but my belief is unshakeable, so get off.


(To the unseen musicians.) I’ll do the one about the moon. I’m sure you know it.


(A word about Dotty’s song. The musicians attempt to follow her but are thwarted by her inability to distinguish between one moon-song and another, and by her habit of singing the words of one to the tune of another. The music gamely keeps switching tracks, but DOTTY keeps double-crossing it.)





(Sings) Shine on, shine on silvery moon


     I used to sigh


     In June or July


     How high the –


     moon, you saw me standing alone –


(The last six words have fortuitously combined the words and tune of ‘Blue Moon’.)


That’s it, that’s it!


(Now confident, she starts to play the chanteuse, strolling in and out among the dogged JUMPERS, moving upstage of them and turning.)





(Sings) Blue moon


     You saw me standing alone


     Without a dream in my heart


     It must have been moonglow


     Way up in the Blue Moon





(From now until their act is terminated by events, the JUMPERS are assembling themselves into a human pyramid. When the pyramid is complete it hides DOTTY from view.)





(Sings) You saw me standing in June


     January, Allegheny, Moon or July –





(Jeers.) Jumpers I’ve had – yellow, I’ve had them all!


Incredible, barely credible, credible and all too bloody likely – When I say jump, jump!


(From her tone now it should be apparent that DOTTY, who may have appeared pleasantly drunk, is actually breaking up mentally. And from her position in the near-dark outside the JUMPERS’ light, it should be possible to believe that DOTTY is responsible for what happens next – which is: A gun shot. ONE JUMPER is blown out of the pyramid. He falls downstage, leaving the rest of the pyramid intact. The music has stopped. DOTTY, chanteuse, walks through the gap in the pyramid. The shot JUMPER is at her feet. He starts to move, dying, pulling himself up against DOTTY’s legs. She looks at him in surprise as he crawls up her body. His blood is on her dress. She holds him under his arms, and looks around in a bewildered way. She whimpers.)


Archie …


(The pyramid has been defying gravity for these few seconds. Now it slowly collapses into the dark, imploding on the missing part, and rolling and separating, out of sight, leaving only the white spot. The party hubbub comes back, at a higher pitch. DOTTY does not move, holding the JUMPER.)


ARCHIE: (Voice only) … Quiet please…. the party is over …


A DRUNK: (Sings) It’s time to call it a day …


(This sets off a ripple of applause and cheers.


The party noise dies to silence.


The light contracts to a spot on DOTTY and the JUMPER, eerily.


Frozen time. DOTTY still has not moved. Around her the bedroom has assembled. ARCHIE appears in the bedroom.)


DOTTY: Archie …


ARCHIE: Oh dear.


DOTTY: It’s Duncan.


ARCHIE: Yes – poor McFee.


DOTTY: Archie …


ARCHIE: There’s no need to get it out of proportion. Death is always a great pity of course but it’s not as though the alternative were immortality.


DOTTY: Archie …


ARCHIE: Just keep him out of sight till morning. I’ll be back.


DOTTY: Archie …


ARCHIE: Hush. I’ll be back at eight o’clock.


(ARCHIE leaves.)


(The white spot remains – on the screen now: but it is changing in character, and becomes a map of the moon photographed from a satellite … the familiar pitted circle. At the same time is heard the low tone of the TELEVISION VOICE, too low to admit comprehension. The picture changes to a close up of the moon’s surface. It is morning. We are watching a television programme about something that has happened on the moon.  


The picture changes several times – an astronaut, a rocket, a moon-vehicle, etc. 


The television set in the bedroom is on.


DOTTY is standing in the bedroom. She hasn’t moved at all. She is dressed in a blood-stained party frock, holding up a corpse dressed in yellow trousers and singlet. She is looking about her, clearly trying to decide what to do with the body.


In the study, GEORGE is working at the desk, adding to a pile of manuscript.


The front door opens. CROUCH enters, using a master key. He is not wearing the white coat now, but a grey overall as worn by janitors. He is limping slightly. He is singing quietly to himself … ‘Gonna make a sentimental journey … gonna put my heart at ease … gonna take a sentimental journey …’ DOTTY has heard him. She turns down the sound of the TV, using the remote control device.)


DOTTY: … Archie …!


CROUCH: It’s Crouch, madam.


(CROUCH continues and exits to kitchen.


DOTTY sits down on the bed, the corpse slumped over her knees. She glances at the TV. She turns up the volume.)


TV VOICE: – in a tight spot. And so in the crippled space capsule, Captain Scott is on his way back to earth, the first Englishman to reach the moon, but his triumph will be over-shadowed by the memory of Astronaut Oates, a tiny receding figure waving forlornly from the featureless wastes of the lunar landscape.


(DOTTY changes the channel.


On the screen: a big procession in the streets of London, military in tone (brass band music) but celebratory: for five seconds.


DOTTY changes the channel.


A commercial: for three seconds.


DOTTY changes the channel.


The Moon programme again.)


– which followed the discovery that the damage on impact had severely reduced the thrust of the rockets that are fired for take-off. Millions of viewers saw the two astronauts struggling at the foot of the ladder until Oates was knocked to the ground by his commanding officer … Captain Scott has maintained radio silence since pulling up the ladder and closing the hatch with the remark, ‘I am going up now. I may be gone for some time.’


(DOTTY changes channel. The procession on screen. Military music. She looks gloomily, helplessly at the corpse. She notes the blood on her dress. She takes the dress off.


CROUCH enters from the kitchen, carrying a bin of rubbish and several empty champagne bottles.


DOTTY hears the kitchen door. She turns the TV sound down low.)


DOTTY: What time is it, Crouch?


CROUCH: Nearly nine o’clock, madam.


(CROUCH leaves by the front door as the SECRETARY enters.


The SECRETARY hurries in, in the act of taking off her overcoat and hat.


CROUCH lets himself out, closing the front door. The SECRETARY enters the study, closes the door behind her, hangs up her hat and coat in the wardrobe, sits down at her desk, and arranges her notebook and pencil. GEORGE has continued to write without looking up.)


DOTTY: (Very quietly) Help! (Slightly louder) Help!


(GEORGE looks up and stares thoughtfully at the audience. He looks down again and continues to write.


The bedroom blacks out.


GEORGE stops writing, gets to his feet. His system – for preparing lectures – is to scrawl them over many pieces of paper, which he then dictates to the SECRETARY who will type them out. He does not take much notice of the SECRETARY.


GEORGE now collects the pages into a tidy sheaf, assumes a suitable stance, and takes it from the top …)


GEORGE: Secondly! …


(He has ambushed himself. He looks around and retrieves the missing sheet from behind his desk. GEORGE takes up his stance anew.)


To begin at the beginning –


DOTTY: (Off. Panic.) Help! Murder!


(GEORGE throws his manuscript on to the desk and marches angrily to the door.)


(Off) Oh, horror, horror, horror! Confusion now hath made its masterpiece … most sacrilegious murder! – (Different voice.) Woe, alas! What, in our house?


(GEORGE, with his hand on the door handle, pauses. He returns to his desk and picks up his papers.)


GEORGE: To begin at the beginning: Is God? (Pause.) I prefer to put the question in this form because to ask, ‘Does God exist?’ appears to presuppose the existence of a God who may not, and I do not propose this late evening to follow my friend Russell, this evening to follow my late friend Russell, to follow my good friend the late Lord Russell, necrophiliac rubbish!, to begin at the beginning: is God? (He ponders a moment.) To ask, ‘Is God’ appears to presuppose a Being who perhaps isn’t … and thus is open to the same objection as the question, ‘Does God exist?’ … but until the difficulty is pointed out it does not have the same propensity to confuse language with meaning and to conjure up a God who may have any number of predicates including omniscience, perfection and four-wheel-drive but not, as it happens, existence. This confusion, which indicates only that language is an approximation of meaning and not a logical symbolism for it, began with Plato and was not ended by Bertrand Russell’s theory that existence could only be asserted of descriptions and not of individuals, but I do not propose this evening to follow into the Theory of Descriptions my very old friend – now dead, of course – ach! – to follow into the Theory of Descriptions, the late Lord Russell –!


(He continues smoothly, improvising off-script.)


– if I may so refer to an old friend for whom punctuality was no less a predicate than existence, and a good deal more so, he would have had us believe, though why we should believe that existence could be asserted of the author of ‘Principia Mathematica’ but not of Bertrand Russell, he never had time, despite his punctuality, not to mention his existence, to explain, very good, keep to the point, to begin at the beginning: is God? (To SECRETARY.) Leave a space. Secondly! A small number of men, by the exercise of their intellects and by the study of the works both of nature and of other intellects before them, have been able to argue coherently against the existence of God. A much larger number of men, by the exercise of their emotional and psychological states, have affirmed that this is the correct view. This view derives partly from what is known as common sense, whose virtue, uniquely among virtues, is that everybody has it, and partly from the mounting implausibility of a technological age as having divine origins – for while a man might believe that the providence of sheep’s wool was made in heaven, he finds it harder to believe the same of Terylene mixture. Well, the tide is running his way, and it is a tide which has turned only once in human history…. There is presumably a calendar date – a moment – when the onus of proof passed from the atheist to the believer, when, quite suddenly, secretly, the noes had it. It is now nearly fifty years since Professor Ramsey described theology and ethics as two subjects without an object, and yet, as though to defy reason, as though to flaunt a divine indestructibility, the question will not go away: is God?


DOTTY: (Off) Rape!


GEORGE: And then again, I sometimes wonder whether the question ought not to be, ‘Are God?’ Because it is to account for two quite unconnected mysteries that the human mind looks beyond humanity and it is two of him that philosophy obligingly provides. There is, first, the God of Creation to account for existence, and, second, the God of Goodness to account for moral values. I say they are unconnected because there is no logical reason why the fountainhead of goodness in the universe should have necessarily created the universe in the first place; nor is it necessary, on the other hand, that a Creator should care tuppence about the behaviour of his creations. Still, at least in the Judaeo-Christian tradition, nothing is heard either of a God who created the universe and then washed his hands of it, or, alternatively, a God who merely took a comparatively recent interest in the chance product of universal gases. In practice, people admit a Creator to give authority to moral values, and admit moral values to give point to the Creation. But when we place the existence of God within the discipline of a philosophical inquiry, we find these two independent mysteries: the how and the why of the overwhelming question: –


DOTTY: (Off) Is anybody there?


GEORGE: (Pause) Quite.


(DOTTY screams. It sounds in earnest. Of course, nothing can be seen.)


(Murmurs) Wolf….


DOTTY: (Off) Wolves! – Look out!


(GEORGE throws his manuscript down furiously.)


(Off.) Murder – Rape – Wolves!


(GEORGE opens his door and shouts at the enclosed bedroom door.)


GEORGE: Dorothy, I will not have my work interrupted by these gratuitous acts of lupine delinquency!


(The procession music, which had been allowed to fade out, is brought up by the opening of the study door.)


And turn that thing down! – you are deliberately feigning an interest in brass band music to distract me from my lecture!


(He closes his door, and from behind it produces a quiver of arrows and a bow. These he brings downstage and places them on his desk. Pleasantly.) Does, for the sake of argument, God, so to speak, exist?


(He returns upstage and finds an archery target, which he leans up against the upstage bookcase, resting on the day-bed.)


My method of inquiry this evening into certain aspects of this hardy perennial may strike some of you as overly engaging, but experience has taught me that to attempt to sustain the attention of rival schools of academics by argument alone is tantamount to constructing a Gothic arch out of junket.


(He extracts an arrow from the quiver.)


Putting aside the God of Goodness, to whom we will return, and taking first the God of Creation – or to give him his chief philosophical raison d’être, the First Cause – we see that a supernatural or divine origin is the logical consequence of the assumption that one thing leads to another, and that this series must have had a first term; that, if you like, though chickens and eggs may alternate back through the millennia, ultimately, we arrive at something which, while perhaps no longer resembling either a chicken or an egg, is nevertheless the first term of that series and can itself only be attributed to a First Cause – or to give it its theological soubriquet, God. How well founded is such an assumption? Could it be, for instance, that chickens and eggs have been succeeding each other in one form or another literally for ever? My old friend – Mathematicians are quick to point out that they are familiar with many series which have no first term – such as the series of proper fractions between nought and one. What, they ask is the first, that is the smallest, of these fractions? A billionth? A trillionth? Obviously not: Cantor’s proof that there is no greatest number ensures that there is no smallest fraction. There is no beginning. (With a certain relish he notches his arrow into the bowstring.) But it was precisely this notion of infinite series which in the sixth century BC led the Greek philosopher Zeno to conclude that since an arrow shot towards a target first had to cover half the distance, and then half the remainder, and then half the remainder after that, and so on ad infinitum, the result was, as I will now demonstrate, that though an arrow is always approaching its target, it never quite gets there, and Saint Sebastian died of fright.


(He is about to fire the arrow, but changes his mind.)


Furthermore, by a similar argument he showed that before reaching the half-way point, the arrow had to reach the quarter-mark, and before that the eighth, and before that the sixteenth, and so on, with the result, remembering Cantor’s proof, that the arrow could not move at all!


DOTTY: (Off) Fire!


(GEORGE fires, startled before he was ready, and the arrow disappears into the top of the wardrobe.)


Help – rescue – fire!


GEORGE: (Shouts furiously) Will you stop this childish nonsense! Thanks to you I have lost the element of surprise!


(He tosses the bow away, tries to peer on tiptoe over the wardrobe, which is too high, and desists. He picks up his script, and then puts it down again, and sits on the corner of his desk, one leg swinging, arms folded. He notices that his socks do not match. The SECRETARY, unruffled, waits patiently, her pencil poised. (It may as well be stated now that she never speaks.) Subdued at first.) Look…. Consider my left sock. My left sock exists but it need not have done so. It is, we say, not necessary, but contingent. Why does my sock exist? Because a sock-maker made it, in one sense; because, in another, at some point previously, the conception of a sock arrived in the human brain; to keep my foot warm in a third, to make a profit in a fourth. There is reason and there is cause and there is the question, who made the sock-maker’s maker? etcetera, very well, next! see, see, I move my foot which moves my sock. (Walks.) I and my foot and my sock all move round the room, which moves round the sun, which also moves, as Aristotle said, though not round the earth, he was wrong about that. There is reason and there is cause and there is motion, each in infinite regress towards a moment of origin and a point of ultimate reference – and one day! – as we stare into the fire at the mouth of our cave, suddenly! in an instant of grateful terror, we get it! – the one and only, sufficient unto himself, outside the action, uniquely immobile! – the Necessary Being, the First Cause, the Unmoved Mover!!


(He collects himself.)


Of the five proofs of God’s existence put forward by St Thomas Aquinas, three depended on the simple idea that if an apparently endless line of dominoes is knocking itself over one by one then somewhere there is a domino which was nudged. And as regards dominoes, I haven’t got any further than St Thomas. Everything has to begin somewhere and there is no answer to that. Except, of course, why does it? Why, since we accept the notion of infinity without end, should we not accept the logically identical notion of infinity without beginning? My old—Consider the series of proper fractions. Etcetera. (To SECRETARY) Then Cantor, then no beginning, etcetera, then Zeno. Insert: But the fact is, the first term of the series is not an infinite fraction but zero. It exists. God, so to speak, is nought. No, that can’t be right. Continue. By missing the point of a converging series Zeno overlooked the fallacy which is exemplified at its most picturesque in his famous paradoxes, which showed in every way but experience that an arrow could never reach its target, and that a tortoise given a head start in a race with, say, a hare, could never be overtaken – and by way of regaining your attention I will now demonstrate the nature of that fallacy; to which end I have brought with me a specially trained tortoise – (which he takes from the smaller wooden box) – and a similarly trained, damn and blast! – (He has opened the larger box and found it empty. He looks round.)


Thumper! Thumper, where are you, boy?


(Failing to find Thumper under the desks or the bed, he leaves the room and, carrying the tortoise, enters the bedroom, opening the door wide and leaving it open as the bedroom lights up. Procession on screen. Procession music loud now, as though we travelled with him. The body of the JUMPER is nowhere in sight. However, DOTTY’s nude body is sprawled face down, and apparently lifeless on the bed. GEORGE takes in the room at a glance, ignores DOTTY, and still calling for Thumper goes to look in the bathroom.


GEORGE reappears from the bathroom after a second or two. Mixed in with the TV music now is a snatch of commentary.)
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