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First Performance





The Hotel in Amsterdam was first presented at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 3 July 1968. This production transferred to the New Theatre on 6 September and to the Duke of York’s Theatre on 12 December 1968. The cast was as follows:




Hotel Porter Anthony Douse


Gus Joss Ackland


Laurie Paul Scofield


Margaret Isabel Dean


Annie Judy Parfitt


Amy Susan Engel


Dan David Burke


Waiter Ralph Watson


Gillian Claire Davidson





In the production at the Duke of York’s Theatre, the part of Laurie was taken over by Kenneth Haigh.





Directed by Anthony Page


Designed by Tony Abbott and Donald Taylor


Costumes by Ruth Myers


Lighting by Andy Phillips








 











The Hotel in Amsterdam was revived at the Donmar Warehouse, London, on 11 September 2003. The cast was as follows:




Hotel Porter Alex Beckett


Gus Anthony Calf


Laurie Tom Hollander


Margaret Susannah Harker


Annie Olivia Williams


Amy Selina Griffiths


Dan Adrian Bower


Waiter Darri Ingolfsso


Gillian Laura Howard





Director Robert Lefevre


Designer Liz Ascroft


Lighting Designer Mick Hughes
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THE HOTEL IN AMSTERDAM



























Act One








The drawing room of a suite in a large, first-class hotel in Amsterdam. It is a fairly cheerful room as such hotel rooms go, with bright prints, plenty of low lamps and furnished in a rather friendly combination of thirtyish and tactful Hotel Empire. Three separate bedrooms lead off. The door to the hotel corridor opens and a Porter enters with a trolley filled with luggage. He is followed rather tentatively by three couples: Laurie and Margaret; Gus and Annie; and Dan and Amy. They are all fairly attractively dressed and near or around forty but none middle-aged. In fact, they are pretty flash and vigorous-looking. Perhaps Gus and Margaret less so than the others. This is partly because he is dressed a bit more conservatively than the other two men and she is visibly pregnant, though not unattractive. The Porter looks for instructions about the baggage. He looks for the leader and decides on Gus.




Porter Sir?


Gus I’m sorry?


Laurie I think it’s the baggage, Gus.


Gus Oh.


Margaret Well, tell him, darling.


Gus No, it’s all right. Now, let’s see.


Annie Well, don’t let’s make an operation out of it. Those are ours. There, porter. Those two.


Porter Yes, ah but where are we all going to go? We don’t, I mean we haven’t had a look yet. 


Laurie Why don’t we sort them out and decide afterwards?


Margaret Brilliant.


Annie Some men are brilliant, aren’t they?


Amy Can I help?


Margaret No. Gus can manage.


Gus Yes. Well it’s just a question of sorting out the rooms, isn’t it? They’re all there.


Annie I should hope so. We’re paying enough for them.


Margaret Well, don’t let him stand there, darling.


Gus Well, we think we’ll have a look at the rooms first and then decide where we’re all going and –


Annie That’ll take hours with Gus.


Margaret No. It won’t. Look, porter, just put them all down on the floor and we’ll sort them out ourselves.


Porter Yes, madam.


Gus Oh, do you think we should?


Laurie Yes, much quicker.


Gus We’ll have to carry it.


Laurie That’s true. I want a drink really. Have you got any –


Gus What – a drink? No, but we can order some now.


Laurie No. You know. Change. Tip.


Gus Oh, no, no I haven’t. Let’s see. No, I used it on the taxi.


Laurie Darling?


Margaret You know I haven’t. 


Annie I might have. Did you forget, Laurie?


Margaret Of course he didn’t. He just didn’t like to ask.


Annie Why on earth not?


Margaret He’s terrified no one’s going to speak English.


Annie You don’t think they’re going to speak Dutch, do you?


Laurie I suppose not. She’s quite right though. I just feel I ought to and then I dry up. France is worst because it really seems so thick not to.


Dan Like Americans.


Laurie Exactly. And they’re so foul, the French I mean. If you do have a bit of a go, they despise you and pretend they don’t know. A waiter in Paris actually corrected me saying Vodka once. After all, that’s a Russian word.


Annie I shouldn’t let it worry you.


Laurie Well, it does.


Annie Gus is very good. Bit slow, but you’re full of initiative always, aren’t you, darling?


Gus Yes, I don’t think I have that trouble so much. You can usually get someone to understand – especially nowadays.


Laurie That’s the trouble. Amy, what should we give?


Gus I looked up the exchange.


Amy Here.


She tips the Porter, who looks neither pleased nor displeased.


Annie Thank heavens. Now Laurie can breathe and we can look around. 


Laurie Just a minute. Do we all want a drink?


Margaret You mean: you do.


Gus I don’t know. Do we, darling?


Annie You bet. After that journey. Aeroplanes!


Gus Margaret?


Margaret No. I’m not.


Gus Of course. Would you like something else?


Margaret Just mineral water. Perrier. Something.


Gus Amy?


Laurie I know Amy will and Dan’s tongue’s dropping out.


Margaret You hope.


Laurie I can see it from here. Why don’t we –


Margaret No. It’s too expensive.


Laurie But we ought to celebrate getting here. After all, we’re all in one piece, we’re all together, we’ve escaped and –


Annie Nobody knows we’re here.


Laurie No one. Absolutely no one.


Margaret Well, that’s not true.


Laurie (to Porter) Don’t go. Well, no one who matters or will let on. Amy saw to that, didn’t you?


Annie Oh, come on, let’s order. I’ll have a whisky sour.


Laurie Oh, isn’t that going to be difficult?


Annie Difficult? A whisky sour?


Laurie If we all have something different – 


Gus I see what he means.


Dan Yes. Reinforcements.


Laurie Perhaps we could vote on it. All the same thing.


Annie I have voted. I’m not being democratic just for convenience.


Laurie What about the rest. Amy?


Amy I really don’t mind.


Laurie Good girl. And Dan, you’ll drink anything. Right? Scotch?


Dan OK.


Laurie Right, then so will I. Gus?


Gus All right. But don’t forget Margaret’s Perrier.


Laurie Shall I?


Annie We would like one whisky sour, one Perrier water, a bottle of J. & B. or Cutty Sark. Some ice and some soda. (to Laurie) Happy?


Laurie Make it two bottles, we’ll need them.


Annie And quickly please, if you can.


Porter Yes, sir.


Gus Well now.


Annie Let’s look at the room. All right, Margaret?


Margaret Fine. Right.


Annie You have first pick.


Gus Oh, yes.


Annie I don’t mind. As long as the bed’s big and comfortable. 


Laurie I do.


Margaret You would: spoiled.


Laurie Well, let’s get it over.


Margaret Don’t fret, darling. Your drink will be here soon.


Laurie God, I hate travelling.


Margaret Well, you’ve arrived. Relax.


Laurie Yes, that’s true, isn’t it? I suppose we really have. What a relief. All those passports and tickets and airport buses and being bossed about. Air hostesses – I’d love to rape an air hostess.


Gus Really? I don’t mean about air hostesses. I rather enjoy all that travel guff.


Dan You would. Public school.


Margaret Now then, Dan, don’t be chippy. You’re very lucky to be with your betters.


Dan I know it. I hate the working classes. That’s why I got out.


Amy You can never get out.


Dan I did. They’re an unlovable, whining, blackmailing shower.


Annie What’s he talking about?


Margaret Just being chippy.


Laurie Don’t keep saying that. You should see my horrible family.


Margaret I have and now you’re both being chippy.


Laurie We’re both just saying we’ve got horrible families and that you’re lucky to have nice, gentle, civilised, moderate parents like yours. Right, Dan? 


Dan Right.


Margaret Oh, my goodness, class solidarity. Anyway, my mother’s not that hot.


Laurie She’s divine.


Margaret Well, you think so. She’s just dull and sporty.


Laurie She’s not. She’s extremely attractive and intelligent.


Dan Not like my mum – scheming old turd.


Laurie And your mum’s so ugly.


Dan Telling me.


Laurie Funny really, because you’re not.


Annie He’s beautiful.


Laurie Mine’s got a very mean little face. Celebrates every effect, plays up all the time, to the gallery, do anything for anything. Self-involved, bullying.


Margaret Oh, come off it.


Laurie I suppose you think her face is pitted by the cares of working-class life and bringing up her sons on National Assistance. Well, it isn’t. She has that face there because there’s a mean, grudging, grasping nature behind it.


Margaret I don’t know why nice men don’t like their mothers.


Annie Gus likes his.


Laurie That’s because she’s probably nice.


Annie She isn’t bad.


Gus No. I suppose she isn’t, really. 


Laurie And he’s a bit queer too, remember.


Annie That’s true.


Margaret But you always say you are a bit.


Laurie So I am. But not as much as Gus.


Amy What about Dan?


Laurie Well – either less than Gus or me. Or much more. He’s more elusive. I mean Gus is so obvious. Those clothes. That’s real conservatism.


Gus Are they awful?


Margaret You look dishy.


Laurie I think my mother would have put me off women for life. I mean just to think of swimming about inside that repulsive thing for nine months.


Margaret Please.


Laurie But I think when I was quite young I must have decided she was nothing to do with women at all. That’s why the real thing was such an eternal surprise.


Margaret She’d love this. You usually butter her up.


Laurie She doesn’t give a twopenny fart. Excuse me – I think I’m going to … It’s the idea of my mother. Don’t worry, I’ll tell her before she dies. No. I die. She’ll outlive me for years.


Dan My mother would have made a good air hostess.


Laurie Your mother! Listen, my mother should have been Chief Stewardess on Monster’s Airlines. She’d have kept you waiting in every bus, withheld information and liquor, snapped at you, and smirked at you meaninglessly or simply just ignored you. 


Dan Have you ever thought of airlines for homosexuals?


Laurie I say: what a splendid idea. You could call it El Fag Airlines.


Annie Gus could be a stewardess.


Laurie We’d design him a divine outfit. I say, I feel better already.


Margaret Don’t get carried away. The holiday’s only just started.


Laurie The great escape, you mean.


Gus You mean all the aircrew would be chaps?


Dan And the passengers.


Laurie Why don’t we start it? Fly El Fag. The airline that floats just for HIM!


Gus It’s not bad is it? I say, we’re getting our wind back, aren’t we? Just starting to feel safe I suppose.


Dan We’re really here.


Laurie Really here.


Annie I don’t know who’s more astonished that we’ve all scarpered. Us, or whether he will be.


Amy K. L. will be pretty astonished when he finds out.


Margaret Let’s face it: so are we.


Annie We do sound a bit amazed at our own naughtiness.


Laurie No, we’re not.


Margaret Yes, we are. Come on. You are.


Laurie No, we are relieved, unburdened, we’ve managed to slough off that monster for a few days. We have escaped, we deserve it, after all this time. Just to be somewhere he doesn’t know where any of us are. Can’t get near us, call us, ring us, come round, write. Nothing. Nix. For a few blessed days. No K. L. in our lives.


Margaret You make it more cowardly than it is.


Laurie So what if it is?


Annie No. It isn’t. We all deserve to escape. After all, he is the biggest, most poisonous, voracious, Machiavellian dinosaur in movies. And we all know what that means.


Laurie Quite.


Annie Sorry, Amy. I know he’s your boss.


Dan He seems to be everybody’s boss.


Amy Poor Dan.


Annie Yes. Married to the boss’s secretary. That’s probably the worst position of all.


Margaret You and I are in the same position.


Gus I suppose we all play different roles to the dinosaur. But they’re still roles.


Dan Amy adores him.


Annie So does everybody. I do. And Margaret does. Gus can’t live without him. And Laurie tries to pretend he can.


Laurie I can.


Annie I wonder if you will.


Laurie I have before and it sure didn’t kill me.


Margaret I don’t think I could bear any more recriminations.


Annie But the rest of us are still supposed to be friends. 


Gus It’s difficult, isn’t it? Perhaps Laurie can come to some understanding.


Laurie Not this time, buddy, he’s had it.


Gus I don’t know how we’ll cope when we get back.


Annie Darling. We’ve only just arrived.


Margaret How amused he’d be. Here we are congratulating ourselves on escaping from him and we’ve hardly stopped talking about him since we left Liverpool Street.


Laurie I wouldn’t feel flattered to hear what we’ve said.


Annie He’d be amused certainly.


Laurie Amy, you are sure?


Amy Absolutely sure.


Laurie It would be great if he suddenly walked through that door while we were laughing and joking all together.


Amy He won’t.


Gus What a thought.


Margaret Poor Amy. She’s the real Judas amongst us. After all she is his secretary. We’re conspirators.


Laurie I don’t see that she’s been disloyal. So what if she has! That cock’s crowed a bit too often for every one of us. And everyone else. Those he’s victimised at one time or another. Oh, he’ll find another spare eunuch knocking around London. The world’s full of hustlers and victims all beavering away to be pressed into K. L.’s service. Someone always wants to be useful or flattered or gulled or just plain whipped slowly to death or cast out into the knacker’s yard by King Sham. Well, let him go ahead and get himself crucified this time. I know him not. 


Annie What do you mean?


Laurie What I say.


Margaret He won’t.


Gus Won’t what?


Laurie Get himself crucified.


Gus No, I suppose not.


Annie No.


Dan Pity.


Amy He’ll be all right. He’ll find someone.


Gus I say, do you know we haven’t looked at the view yet. It’s rather good.


Margaret So it is.


Amy We’re really here.


Dan I wish you’d stop saying that. Of course we’re here. You made all the superb arrangements, didn’t you?


Margaret Yes, thanks, Amy.


Laurie Hear, hear. Thank you, Amy.


Annie Well, screw the view, we haven’t looked at the rooms yet.


Margaret Yes, we must do that now.


Annie Won’t K. L. be furious when he can’t get hold of you over the weekend? He knows you never go away.


Amy I said I was staying with some relatives in Yorkshire.


Annie But you’re a hopeless liar. You’re so transparent.


Amy I hinted it was really a lover.


Laurie Oh, he’d like that. More demolition around the joint. 


Amy Yes, he was rather intrigued. So he didn’t ask any questions.


Margaret Not even where to get hold of you?


Amy I said there was no phone. But I’d ring him.


Margaret Then won’t you have to?


Amy Well, of course, he’ll be furious when I don’t. I’ll have to say I wasn’t well.


Laurie That won’t wash. He’ll ring Dan to stir it up.


Amy I don’t think he’d do that. He wouldn’t want to mess things up if he really thinks I’ve got a lover and Dan doesn’t know about it.


Annie Don’t fancy your first morning back, with your shorthand pad, when your boss has been deprived and rejected of men all weekend and you not on the phone having a bit on the side and not even confiding in him. He’ll be very hurt.


Amy Oh, dear. Yes. He will.


Laurie So what. Say you had the curse and it ruined the entire rendezvous. That would appeal to him.


Amy Wouldn’t wash. He knows my calendar better than I do.


Dan Knows your miserable little face, you mean.


Margaret Aren’t they charming?


Annie Did you know that air hostesses have holy travail with the curse?


Laurie Really? Good.


Annie Seriously. To do with the air pressure or something.


Laurie Good. Jolly good! 


Annie Either don’t get it for months on end and worry themselves to death in case they’re up the spout …


Laurie Fancy a pregnant air hostess. Think how high and mighty she’d be. Putting her feet up and pecking at all the customers’ canapés.


Annie Or they get it twice a week.


Dan Do you mind. I feel a pain coming on.


Annie Wish you did. Then you wouldn’t jeer at poor little Amy when she’s boo-hooing all over K. L.’s office.


Dan Thank God they don’t have women pilots.


Gus The Russians do.


Laurie Remember: never travel on Russky Airlines. Keep to El Fag.


Dan Or you might go up front and see a little bundle of Russian misery crying its eyes out over the controls.


Laurie All misted up and locking herself in the loo. Worse than seeing a little yellow face turn round and grin at you.


Annie Like the Lost Horizon.


Laurie Our bloody drinks are lost. Where is that hopeless Hollander? Do you suppose he understood us?


Margaret Of course he understood us. This isn’t Bournemouth.


Knock. Waiter enters.


Gus Ah. There we are. Good evening.


Waiter Good evening, sir.


Margaret Now you can relax.


Gus I say, this is Haig. Didn’t you order – 


Laurie Doesn’t matter. It’ll take hours. You know what –


Gus Sure?


Laurie Sure. Open it, please, would you?


Waiter Yes, sir.


Gus I’m sure he’d change it if we ask him.


Margaret Laurie would die. Of embarrassment apart from anything else.


Laurie It’s all right, leave it. I’ll do it.


Waiter One whisky sour.


Annie Thank God for that. Thank you.


Gus That’s all for the moment. Oh – Perrier? Yes. Here you are, Margaret.


Waiter Thank you, sir. Good evening.


Gus Good evening.


Waiter goes out.


Dan I don’t think he approved of us much.


Laurie Did you think so? Yes. I had that feeling.


Margaret Thinks we’re alcoholics.


Laurie I thought he thought the girls were probably OK. But not us.


Annie Perhaps he thinks we’re none of us married.


Gus Oh, yes – having a real mucky weekend, gang bang stuff.


Laurie He looked very suspiciously at you.


Gus Did you think so? 


Laurie I noticed it. Thought you were a bit effeminate I expect.


Gus Perhaps he did. I think it’s these bloody trousers, darling. You said I should throw them away. They don’t do much for me, do they?


Laurie Nothing desirable.


Annie Darling, you always look rather effeminate. You and Laurie both do. In different ways.


Gus Ah, but Laurie carries it off somehow. I don’t.


Margaret Especially to foreigners.


Annie It’s part of your masculine charm.


Gus What do you mean?


Annie Oh, I don’t know. A kind of mature softness.


Margaret And peacockery.


Annie Yes, a bit uneasy sometimes but gallant and foursquare all the same.


Laurie Doesn’t sound too bad.


Annie It’s lovely.


Gus You’re quite right. I know foreigners think like that. It’s hell when I’m in America.


Laurie They think I’m Oscar Wilde. It’s very flattering.


Margaret And don’t you play up to it!


Laurie Well, I mean you just have to, don’t you? It’s like they expect to see the Changing of the Guard.


Annie Thank heavens for the charm and femininity of the English male I say.


Laurie Well, American women certainly don’t have it. Poor sods. 


Margaret I’ll drink to that.


Laurie Perrier. Ugh!


Margaret I like it.


Laurie Everyone’s glass charged? Right … Well, here we all are.


Annie Here we all are.


Laurie Here’s to all of us. All friends and all together.


Margaret Well, naturally.


Laurie No, it’s not natural. It’s bloody unnatural. How often do you get six people as different as we all are still all together all friends and who all love each other. After all the things that have happened to us. Like success to some extent, making money – some of us. It’s not bad.


Gus Bloody good.


Laurie Everyone’s married couples nowadays. Thank heaven we’re not that.


Margaret You’re drunk already.


Laurie You know what I mean.


Margaret Yes.


Laurie To us, and may the Good Lord bless and keep us.


All To us.


Laurie And preserve us from that dinosaur film producer.


Annie I don’t think I can quite drink to that.


Gus It’s a problem.


Laurie Well, suit yourselves … Ah, that’s better.


Gus Isn’t it good? 


Laurie All right, Amy?


Amy Fine.


Annie Guilty?


Amy No. I’m forgetting it until Monday.


Annie I wonder if you will.


Laurie Well, give her a chance. Dan?


Dan Smashing.


Annie You know what: I think people who need people are the ghastliest people in the world.


Laurie Absolutely. We all just happened to find one another. At the right time.


Annie It sounds a bit Jewish showbiz.


Laurie I thought it was a rather tense Anglo-Saxon sentiment myself. I mean you couldn’t sing it.


Annie Well, you could. It would be rather mediocre.


Laurie I mean you couldn’t belt out a rather halting little comment like that. It’s not poetic. It’s just a smallish statement. About six unusually pleasing people. Well, five. God, I’m getting fat.


Margaret You’ve always been fat.


Laurie Really? Have I? I’ve deceived myself.


Margaret You’re very attractive. Pleasing.


Laurie More pleasing than K. L.?


Margaret Yes. Don’t know about more attractive.


Laurie Hell!


Amy We really are lucky. I mean it’s a splendid hotel and a lovely suite. 


Dan Which you can’t afford.


Laurie You don’t have to. I can. So can Gus. You made all the arrangements. And Dan’s going to do all the talking.


Amy I think they all speak English.


Laurie You must admit it’s better than that rotten Paris.


Annie I suppose we’re all what’s called spoiled.


Laurie What do you mean: spoiled?


Annie Well, first-class hotels, great suites, anything we want to drink.


Laurie What’s spoiled about that? I’m certainly not spoiled. I work my drawers off and get written off twice a year as not fulfilling my early promise by some philistine squirt drumming up copy, someone who’s got as much idea of the creative process as Dan’s mother and mine rolled into one lazy-minded lump of misery who ever battened off the honest efforts of others.


Annie Writers are born to be reviled.


Laurie No they’re not. They sit in judgement on themselves all the time without calling in outside help. They need to be loved and cared for and given money.


Annie We all love you and you make lots of money.


Laurie Where would K. L. be without me – where will he be without me to write his lousy pictures? Pretty all right, I guess. And without Gus to edit them into making sense and cover up his howlers? Of course, I suppose you’ll go on doing it.


Pause.


Well, not this one. Besides, he hates it if I make money. I think he tips off the tax man. We don’t live in Switzerland any of us, do we? More sense but still … Loaded with distinction and not a CBE to go round. When I think of the rotten dollars I’ve made –


Margaret Don’t.


Annie And K. L.


Laurie Well, lolly doesn’t worry him. He spends it. You just round up a few people like Gus and me here, turn them up on the gas and if you suck around the blood counter at the supermarket long enough, you’ve produced another picture. And you go on doing. What I do, I get out of the air. Even if it’s not so hot always, I put my little hand out there in that void, there, empty air. Look at it. It’s like being a bleeding conjuror with no white tie and tails. Air …
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