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Act One





The location where a dream takes place. A site of helplessness, of oppression and polemic. The structure of this particular dream is the bones and dead objects of a Solicitor’s Office. It has a desk, files, papers, dust, books, leather armchair, a large, Victorian coat stand, and the skeleton of an outer office with clerks, girls and a telephonist. Downstage is a dock in which stands the prisoner of this dream, Bill Maitland. At back, high above the outer office, hangs the Royal Coat of Arms. In front of this are the green benches of one of the High Courts of Justice, in which sits one of Her Majesty’s Judges. From centre, a Clerk of the Court reads the indictment. Before this there has been an air of floating inertia before the three actors come to some sort of life out of the blur of dream.




Clerk William Henry Maitland, you are accused of having unlawfully and wickedly published and made known, and caused to be procured and made known, a wicked, bawdy and scandalous object. Intending –


Bill Object?


Judge Proceed, proceed.


Clerk Object. Intending to vitiate and corrupt the morals of the liege subjects of our Lady the Queen, to debauch and poison the minds of divers of the liege subjects of our Lady and to raise and create in them lustful desires, and to bring the liege subjects into a state of wickedness, lewdness and debauchery. How do you plead? Guilty or not guilty?


Bill Not guilty.


Pause.


Clerk Place your right hand on the book and repeat after me: I swear by Almighty God –


Bill I swear … My Lord, I wish to affirm.


Judge Very well.


Clerk Do you swear and affirm?


Bill I swear and affirm –


Pause. Then a hoarse rattle. Clearing his throat at intervals.


I hereby swear and affirm. Affirm. On my … honour? By my belief. My belief in … in … the technological revolution, the pressing, growing, pressing, urgent need for more and more scientists, and more scientists, for more and more schools and universities and universities and schools, the theme of change, realistic decisions based on a highly developed and professional study of society by people who really know their subject, the overdue need for us to adapt ourselves to different conditions, the theme and challenge of such rapid change, change, rapid change.


Flails. The Judge looks at him reassuringly and he picks up again.


In the ninety-seven per cent, ninety-seven, of all the scientists who have ever lived in the history of the world since the days of Euclid, Pythagoras and Archimedes. Who, who are alive and at work today, today, now, at this time, in the inevitability of automation and the ever increasing need, need, oh, need for, the stable ties of modern family life, rethinking, reliving, making way for the motor car, forty million by nineteen; in a forward-looking, outward-looking, programme-controlled  machine-tool-line reassessment. With, yes, with faculties of memory and judgement far beyond the capacity of any human grief, being. Or any group of human who has ever lived.


Pause.


Judge Yes?


Bill In the facts, above all the facts, inescapable. Anna, my wife, Hudson, I mean my managing clerk. Hudson, Joy, the telephonist, the enrichment of our standard of living, I’ve lost my prescription, Jane, my father’s too old to be here, thank God, the National Research, Research Development Council, the Taylor Report, the Nayler Report, failure report, and a projected budget of five hundred thousand million, millions for this purpose, the practical dangers of premarital in the commanding heights of our declining objects.


Judge Objects?


Bill I think so, My Lord. I think that’s what I meant to be saying. (Continuing.) Facing up realistically, the issues that are important, really, central, social change, basic, burning issues.


Judge I think that is evident.


Bill I wish I could see more clearly.


Judge Very well.


Pause.


Clerk My Lord, I have been retained by the defendant. However, after long discussion with myself, and my learned colleagues, he has expressed his intention of conducting his own case.


Judge I see. You have tried to dissuade him from this course?


Clerk We have, My Lord. He is quite adamant.


Judge Mr Maitland, you must be fully aware of the implication of your decision?


Bill Yes.


Judge It is my duty to warn you of the difficulties that may be involved in discarding the services of learned counsel.


Bill I see that. Except I wish I could.


Judge And to warn you against taking an irrevocable decision which will almost certainly …


Bill But I’m incapable of making decisions.


Judge Involve you in onerous difficulties, in view of the complexities we are faced with here. Even though, as a practising solicitor of, I believe, some standard and experience, you are no doubt better equipped to conduct yourself than would ordinarily be the case.


Bill smiles.


I put it to you now, once and for all: do you persist in this decision?


Bill (looks at Clerk) I do, My Lord.


Judge Very well.


Pause.


Proceed.


Bill I beg your pardon?


Judge Carry on, Mr Maitland.


Bill Me, My Lord?


Judge Yes. You, Mr Maitland.


Bill But what about them?


Judge Are you – or are you not conducting your own case?


Bill But them? What about them?


Judge Mr Jones, will, I believe, lead for the prosecution.


Clerk This is correct, My Lord.


Judge Come then. Do let us get on.


Bill He was supposed to be defending me.


Judge Mr Maitland. Have we not, just a few moments ago, established that you had dismissed Mr Jones?


Bill Yes.


Judge And that you have elected to conduct your own defence?


Bill Well, it is. I did. But then it shouldn’t be me.


Judge Shouldn’t be you?


Bill No.


Judge What shouldn’t be you?


Bill Well, if it is. Why isn’t he starting off then?


Judge Starting off?


Bill Yes.


Pause.


Judge You have already started off.


Bill ponders.


Bill But – I seem to have made some sort of absurd … Isn’t it? I mean, he should have started off first. In the very first place.


Pause.


Judge That is true. However … You have done so instead.


Bill But what about the …


Judge That is my ruling. It is possible that it may be reversed or reinterpreted at another time elsewhere.


Bill What about the last word?


Judge I suggest you begin.


Bill I shouldn’t be the one to have to start off.


Judge Possibly not, but you have, and the ruling is quite clear.


Bill (bafflement; tries to focus) I ought to have the last word.


Judge No doubt, we shall see in the event.


Bill What event? I’m here, aren’t I?


Judge You must be aware, with your training and background, that the law can often be very flexible in these matters.


Bill As Your Lordship pleases. As you say, it probably makes very little difference.


Judge Demonstrably.


Bill Before I –


Judge Yes?


Bill May I have a glass of water?


The Judge motions to the Clerk, who obliges. Bill tries to study his face.


My Lord – which one is Mr Jones?


Judge There.


He indicates the Clerk a little impatiently. The Clerk hands him the glass of water.


Bill Please forgive me. I have rather a headache. Perhaps that’s why I’m here now. I had too much to drink last night, that’s just the simple truth of it. Well, when I say that, I mean not much more than I usually have. Most nights. But that’s, well, I do drink quite a lot. Quite a lot? Oh, anyway, I’m what you’d call a serious drinker. That’s to say, I just don’t mess about once I get going – when I do. When I do? I nearly always do. I can drink a whole bottle of whisky. Can’t be any good for the heart, can it? It must be a strain, pumping all that fire and damned rigour and everything all out again? Still, I’m pretty strong. I must be. Otherwise, I couldn’t take it. That is, if I can take it. I can’t, I’m sorry, I can’t find my pills. I always have three or so in my ticket pocket. So sorry.


Pause.


If you knew me, if you knew me, you’d know I wouldn’t come out without them. I’m so sorry. Just a moment. The glands or whatever these lumps are in my neck feel as if they were trying to batter their way out. Just here, trying to force their way out. Like broken marbles, real big gobstoppers. With chipped edges. I must have left them in my overcoat pocket. Do you think the constable could get my overcoat or look in the left-hand pocket? Or the inside? It shouldn’t take a moment. Only. It’s a bit like a gimlet too. Right up behind the eyeballs. All that and the marbles too.


Pause.


I know that none of this is very interesting to you, but the fact is I could do a lot better, a lot better, that is acquit myself, acquit myself better. Yes. Well, they don’t seem to be there, my pills. Or tablets or whatever you call them. What’s the difference? Only, I really do need three of them at least. And nothing else will do the job properly. Then, if I keep my head upright and don’t move it about too much, and talk fairly slowly, if you can bear with me, with Your Lordship’s indulgence, I can make a start. Some sort of start, anyway.


Judge Do you think you can proceed now?


Bill I have a feeling there is very little choice involved. And so, I will do my best, Your Lordship. I don’t want you to think that because of these minor difficulties – and – that I have come here unprepared. I have always expected this, and, consequently, I have done my best to prepare myself as well as I can.


Judge Yes?


Bill In. With. Your Lordship’s indulgence, I will … make some sort of a start.


Judge Please.


Bill And see what comes to me. In the event. Now, I wish I could open my eyes. My eyelids. They’re like oysters. However, this is my concern and not yours. I’ll think of something. (He presses his eyeballs.) My name is William Henry Maitland. I am thirty-nine years old, practising solicitor and commissioner for oaths at 34 Fleet Chambers, ec3. I have worked in service of the law – if you can call being a solicitor working in the service of the law – for nearly twenty-five years. In fact I started work in this very office, this court, since I was at least fifteen. Perhaps earlier. (Points to Judge’s seat.) That is my old boss’s chair. You see, I took his position over from him. My managing clerk, old Hudson, he was working for the old man even then. Not that he was much older than me. He just always seemed older. Anyway, he works for me now. I don’t even know why I took up the law. I don’t think there was any reason at all much. I can’t think of any now, and I couldn’t think of any then. Perhaps I did think I might land up on the Bench even. Or with learned counsel. Mr Jones. No, but I never seriously thought of myself being brilliant enough to sit in that company, with those men, among any of them with their fresh complexions from their playing fields and all that, with their ringing, effortless voice production and their quiet chambers, and tailors and mess bills and Oxford colleges and going to the opera God knows where and the 400, whatever I used to think that was. I can’t remember at the time. I have always been tolerably bright.


Judge Always been?


Bill Bright. Only tolerably bright, My Lord. But, to start with, and potentially and finally, that is to say, irredeemably mediocre. Even at fifteen, when I started out in my profession. Oh no, before that. Before that. Mark. I have never had any but fugitive reasons – recurrent for all that – that this simple, uncomplicated, well, simple, assumption was correct. I knew that in order to become even a small market-place solicitor, as distinct even from a first-rate managing clerk with a big, substantial firm, I should have to study very hard indeed for my, oh for my Law Society examinations all the while I was picking up probate and conveyancing, running out for jugs of tea, packets of fags for the other clerks or calling in the chemist for the telephonist.


Judge Telephonist?


Bill I’m afraid there’s always one like that, My Lord. Mine is called Joy. The one who works for me now, that is. This one was called Jill.


Judge Is anything the matter?


Bill I seem to have lost my drift, My Lord. What’s my wife doing here? Well, she would be here, of course. No, it’s Sheila, it’s my ex-wife. I didn’t even know where she was. How did she know? They all seem to find out about these things. They find out. I’m sure my old man’s there, but I can’t see him. I hope not. He’ll hate this. I seem to have lost my drift, My Lord.


Judge (kindly) Mediocrity?


Bill Well, it might perhaps be misleading to you and everyone to dwell on it too much. I merely wanted to draw your attention.


Judge There is time enough, Mr Maitland.


Bill I have always had a certain facility, it’s true. But little else. A fairly quick mind, not profound, a bit flashy I should say, indeed, you would say, not even that, a little more than perky. They said I had a quick mind, for getting fags and remembering things for a while, long enough to get my exams, for instance. A quick mind they said was useful, not that I had it, but helpful, as Your Lordship will know, in a profession where time doesn’t mean a thing to anyone except some poor bloody agonised client who wants to know whether he’s going to get the house he wants, an overdraft, or a divorce, eighteen months or a fine. However, however, My Lord. I seem to retain very little. Very little indeed, hardly anything at all, in fact. Which is disturbing. Because I don’t see how I can carry on my work even, well I am carrying on with it, but I must be getting less and less any good at it. Even my work, that’s almost the least of it, which is probably, no doubt, one of the reasons I find myself here, in the dark dock arraigned before you. But both my clients and my colleagues seem to think, at least they used to think, I had a sort of dashing flair for making decisions, which might have been true to some extent. This can’t hide the fact from me, and never has done, that I am by nature indecisive. Nor will it escape you, My Lord. I am almost forty years old, and I know I have never made a decision which I didn’t either regret, or suspect was just plain commonplace or shifty or scamped and indulgent or mildly stupid or undistinguished. As you must see. As for why I am here, I have to confess this – I have to confess that – that I have depended almost entirely on other people’s efforts. Anything else would have been impossible for me, and I always knew in my own heart that only that it was that kept me alive and functioning at all, let alone making decisions or being quick-minded and all that nonsense about me … That I have never really been able to tell the difference between a friend and an enemy, and I have always made what seemed to me at the time to make the most exhausting efforts to find out. The difference. But it has never been clear to me, and there it is, the distinction, and as I have got older, and as I have worked my way up – up – to my present position. I find it even more, quite impossible. And out of the question. And then, then I have always been afraid of being found out.


Judge Found out?


Bill Yes.


Judge Found out about what?


Bill I’m sorry, My Lord. I don’t understand. I have always been quite certain that this is where I should end up, here, I’ve seen it too many times, with you there and counsel over there. There. And there. Down to the cells. Off to the Scrubs, hand over your watch and your money, take all your clothes off, have a bath, get examined, take all your clothes off in the cold, and the door shut behind you. I should like to stand down if I may. I am not feeling very well. I never hoped or wished for anything more than to have the good fortune of friendship and the particular. I made a set at both of them in my own way. With the first with friendship, I hardly succeeded at all. Not really. No. Not at all. With the second, with love, I succeeded, I succeeded in inflicting, quite certainly inflicting, more pain than pleasure. I am not equal to any of it. But I can’t escape it, I can’t forget it. And I can’t begin again. You see?


A torpid moan escapes him. Fade. The light remains on Bill. The Judge and the Clerk leisurely take off their wigs and robes, coming into the office area, hanging them on the upstage end of the coat stand. The Judge, who is Hudson, the Managing Clerk, speaks to the Clerk, who is called Jones. During this, Bill remains still. The actor has to indicate the painful struggle into consciousness, without, at the same time, making the physical metaphor too explicit: the difficulty of breathing, the violent inner effort to throw off the burden, the fishy, palpitating struggle of the heart being landed into wakefulness. The gasping will takes over. The dream, the prison of embryonic helplessness for the moment, recedes, but not altogether. The focus fades on Bill, who emerges slowly out of it. Presently, he makes his way out of it, into the outer office, then through into the office itself.


Hudson (to Jones) Parky this morning.


Jones Yes.


Hudson What’s the matter then? Late night?


Jones No, not specially.


Hudson How’s that girl of yours?


Jones OK.


Hudson Still getting married?


Jones Suppose so. Got to get these finals out of the way first. Hardly see her except on Sundays.


Shirley, the secretary, comes in with post and hands it to Hudson.


Shirley There’s yours.


Hudson Thank you, Shirley. And how are you today?


Shirley Looking forward to Friday night, thank you.


Jones Is mine there?


Shirley Why don’t you try looking for it? (Goes out.)


Hudson What’s up with her?


Jones Dunno. Packing it in, she says.


Hudson What, again?


Jones I think she means it this time.


Bill comes into outer circle fairly briskly.


Bill Morning all!


Jones Better start getting it sorted out myself then.


Bill (coming in) Sorry I’m late.


Hudson You’re the boss.


Bill I couldn’t get a taxi. That’s the first time I’ve never got one. All got their bloody lights on and all going home. I don’t know what they’re doing.


Goes to desk. He has a plaster by his ear.


Hudson Cut yourself?


Bill Yes.


Hudson I don’t know why –


Bill Why I don’t use an electric razor. There’s quite enough almighty racket going on in the world without tuning it into my chin the minute I wake up.


Hudson But it’s so simple.


Bill Not for me it isn’t. Two bathrooms in my house and my wife has to use mine while I’m having a quiet little shave to myself. She has to talk.


Hudson Not your morning.


Bill Can’t be worse than the evening.


Hudson What, have a skinful, did you?


Bill More than that, one way and another.


Shirley brings in Bill’s post and puts it in front of him.


Hullo, sexy. Is that all?


Hudson Don’t worry – there’s enough here.


Bill What – no make-up this morning?


Shirley You do remember Mrs Garnsey’s coming at nine thirty?


Bill Of course, I forgot you girls don’t really wear make-up nowadays, do you? All leaking eyeshadow and red noses. Go and put on some lipstick, dear. What’s the matter? Isn’t he giving it to you?


Shirley Finished?


Bill Don’t tell me you’re getting too much. I don’t believe it.


Shirley Oh, knock it off.


Bill Well, something’s made you bad-tempered this morning, and I don’t believe that languid pipe-cleaner of an accountant you’re engaged to has got that much lead in his pencil.


Shirley Do you ever think of anything else?


Bill Not so much. Probably less than you do though.


Shirley Me?


Bill I just talk about it at great boring length mostly to boring, bad-tempered, and silly girls. Without make-up.


Shirley You know what you can do! And quick.


Bill (to Hudson) Do you hear that, Wally? Do you think I should let her talk to me like that?


Hudson I think she’d better get back to her work. I’ll see you in a minute, Shirley.


She nods and goes out.


Bill And put some lipstick on!


Hudson Thought she was going to let you have it there for a minute.


Bill What’s the matter with her?


Hudson Jones here says she’s giving in her notice.


Bill But she does that every other month.


Jones I think she means it this time.


Bill Oh, why?


Bill’s manner to Jones is slightly hostile, more polite than he is to most people.


Jones Oh, just says she’s fed up with the place.


Bill And?


Jones Oh, well just that really.


Bill What else?


Hudson Well, out with it.


Jones Well, this is just what she said to me –


Bill He’d make a great witness wouldn’t he? I wouldn’t like to see you in the box up against someone like old Winters.


Jones (dimly nettled) She just said last night while we were locking up that she was sick of the sight of Mr Maitland and couldn’t even bear to be in the same room with him.


Bill She said what!


Hudson (to Jones) It’s all right, you needn’t repeat it.


Jones Well, you asked me what she said.


Hudson You know what these girls are. They get a bit, you know. And Shirley’s an independent sort of a –


Bill What a funny thing to say. Do you think she meant it?


Jones Dunno. Wasn’t listening properly.


Bill (irritated) I’ll talk to her later. When she’s calmed down a bit. (To Hudson.) Remind me.


Hudson looks amused.


What are you smirking about? Oh? Keep it outside of the office and all that? Look, I haven’t touched that girl for months, not for about six or seven months at least. I’ve done no harm to her. If she’s unhappy it’s not my fault. Besides, she’s engaged.


Hudson That wouldn’t stop you.


Bill No, it wouldn’t, but I didn’t. It’s probably that droopy young book-keeper making her miserable. Giving her dinner-dances on the Kingston Bypass. The morning she came back from that she had red eyes for a week.


Hudson He seemed a nice, quiet, serious … fellow, I thought.


Bill Nice, quiet, serious fellow, I thought. That just about sounds like every supine, cautious, young husband all about six degrees under proper consciousness in the land. The whole bloody island’s blocked with those flatulent, purblind, mating weasels. You know who they are? Her fiancé? They’re the ones who go out on Bank Holidays in the car! And have mascots in the rear window.


Hudson Well, it’s their lives.


Bill Yes, and if we only had enough Bank Holidays they’d kill each other on every coast road from Blackpool to Brighton.


Hudson You’re not suggesting they should all be killed off just because they don’t please you?


Bill I’m just suggesting we might hope they’ll do it themselves for us.


Hudson You’ll be getting one of your headaches in a minute.


Bill Don’t worry. I have. Do you know who they are?


Hudson No. Only don’t forget Mrs Garnsey.


Bill Damn Mrs Garnsey. She’s probably one too. They are the people who go up every year like it was holy communion to have a look at the Christmas decorations in Regent Street. They’re the ones who drive the family fifty miles into the countryside and then park their cars beside the main road with a few dozen others, get out their thermos flasks, camp stools and primuses, and do you know what they do? They sit and watch the long-distance lorry drivers rattling past, and old people’s coaches and all the other idiots like themselves about to do the same thing.


Hudson Sometimes I’d like to see you and old Winters have a go at each other – in court. I think you’d enjoy that.


Bill Don’t think I couldn’t, either. He’s not all that good. Just because he wears a wig and I don’t.


Hudson Well, then –


Bill This place’d be a lot different if you were running it, wouldn’t it, Wally?


Hudson Everyone has their own methods. You’ve got yours.


Bill Yes, but mine just aren’t different. They’re not respectable for a solicitor. But then I don’t feel like you do about the law. I don’t think the law is respectable at all. It’s there to be exploited. Just as it exploits us.


Hudson You’ll be putting young Jones here off the job.


Bill I don’t think there’s much danger of that.


Hudson Well, we all have our different methods, as I say. Different ways of looking at things.


Bill Wally, do me a favour, will you? You’ll be saying ‘with all due respect’, or ‘be that as it may’ in a minute. I’d thought I’d broken you of that stinking habit. No, I don’t think young Jones here is the type to end up goosing telephonists and knocking off secretaries, to say nothing of cooking up evidence on occasion or risking collusive agreements. Do you have it off with that girl of yours?


Jones is discomfited.


I’m sorry. That’s an impertinent question. Isn’t it? Forget it.


Jones Well –


Bill No, don’t bother. But I was right about what I said?


Jones Yes. Yes. I think so.


Bill Why?


Jones I just don’t think it –


Bill What?


Jones Any of those things are really worth the candle.


Bill Not really worth the candle. No, you’re quite right. It’s not. Well, now we’ve disposed of the candle, you’d better take it with you into Shirley. She’s probably in need of it. Have you got plenty to do?


Jones nods.


Got to keep you busy. Busy, busy, busy. That’s what you want isn’t it? That’s why you came to me, isn’t it, for no other reason. See what’s in, what business there is, any money in, any problems, anything else. Right?


Jones Yes, Mr Maitland. (Goes.)


Hudson What’s the matter then?


Bill What do you mean, ‘What’s the matter then?’ (Calls.) Shirley!


Hudson You seem to have it in a bit for him.


Bill He’s a tent peg. Made in England. To be knocked into the ground.


Shirley appears.


Shirley Yes?


Bill What? Oh, get me a glass of water, Shirley.


Shirley (pause) Helpless?


Goes out. Hudson and Bill look at each other. More satisfaction for Hudson.


Hudson I think you’re wrong there. He’s got quite a good brain. Bit slow for your taste, but you shouldn’t underestimate him.


Bill I don’t. He’s got all the makings of a good, happy, democratic underdog like that bitch’s boyfriend who won’t even get me a glass of water when I ask her. He irritates me. He doesn’t like me any more than I like him. Why does he work for me?


Hudson Why don’t you sack him?


Bill What for? He does his work well enough. Doesn’t he?


Hudson Fine.


Bill Well then. Joy! He even laughs at my rotten jokes. Or anyway, his little filleted spine rattles about a bit. Otherwise – no sound …


Joy appears.


Joy, get me a glass of water, will you?


Joy OK.


Bill And ask Shirley – no, you’d better get it. See if you can bring in Mrs Garnsey’s file.


She goes out.


One thing I’ll say for you, Wally, you’ve never pretended to laugh. Not even at my good ones.


Hudson We don’t all have your sense of humour.


Bill Well, don’t sound so pleased about it. Anyway, I haven’t got a sense of humour. I haven’t had a good laugh for years. Not only that, Mr Jones may find his finals and working for me won’t do him a damn bit of good in the long run. Or you, for that matter.


Hudson What’s that?


Bill I say, soon we’ll all be out of a job. If anyone’s riddled with the idea that being busy is the same thing as being alive it’s our young Jones.


Hudson What are you talking about?


Bill Jones.


Hudson You’re sure you’re all right?


Bill Sure, fine. Now what about Mrs Garnsey, why are you shoving her on to me? No. I don’t, I don’t think I do. Things seem a bit odd. I still can’t understand why I couldn’t get a taxi. They all had their lights on – for hire.


Hudson Well, you know what they are.


Bill Yes, but I’ve never known it to happen to me before. Not in the morning.


Hudson You look all right. But if you’d like to …


Bill And the caretaker turned his back on me. I was walking up the stairs and I was going to ask him – you know, quite politely – why the lift wasn’t working. And he turned his back on me.


Hudson Didn’t notice you, I expect.


Bill No, he looked straight at me. And turned his back on me.


Hudson Well, he’s a contrary old devil.


Bill Not with me, he hasn’t been.


Hudson I gave him a quid at Christmas, and he didn’t even give me a thank you.


Bill I gave him five. (Self-consciously.) Well, I know it’s too much, but we had a drink together over at The Feathers.


Hudson Too much is right.


Slight pause.


Bill They won’t need us much longer. They’ll need no more lawyers. Have you seen the papers this morning? Some mathematical clerk will feed all our petitions and depositions and statements and evidence into some clattering brute of a computer and the answer will come out Guilty or Not Guilty in as  much time as it takes to say it. There’ll be no more laws’ delays, just the insolence of somebody’s office. They’ll need no more lawyers. I don’t understand who will be needed.  


Hudson I shouldn’t think it’ll quite come to that.


Bill How do you know what we’ll come to? Or when? Sometimes I wish I were older so I had less chance of finding out. (Bangs newspaper.) Look at this dozy bastard: Britain’s position in the world. Screw that. What about my position? Vote-wheedling catchfart, just waiting to get us into his bag and turn us out into a lot of little technological dogs turning his wheel spit of endless bloody consumption and production. Why doesn’t he stick his scientific rod – into the Red Sea or where he likes and take everyone he likes with him – including Jones. The sooner the sea closes up behind them the better. With Jones entering the Promised Land in his Mini.


Hudson Oh, leave the boy alone. What’s he done to you? Anyway, he’s got a motorbike.


Bill Even better. I can’t think of a better way to emerge – in an emergent country. Why don’t they all go and emerge? Emerge.


Hudson Why don’t you do a bit of emerging yourself?


Bill I’m never likely to do that.


Pause.


Hudson Well, we should make a start. (Joke.) Before they move in the computers.


Bill doesn’t respond.


Bill Joy! What are you doing?


Joy (off) Coming.


Hudson Seen that Betty lately?


Bill Where’s my glass of water? Which Betty?


Hudson Oh, were there more?


Bill I know three girls called Betty. No. Four.


Hudson What a life. I don’t know.


Bill She married some corpulent financier.


Hudson Who?


Bill Betty.


Joy comes in with glass of water and a file.


I’m always seeing his name on building sites. Spends his time pulling down Regency squares – you know – and putting up slabs of concrete technological nougat. Like old, pumped-up air-raid shelters. Or municipal lavatories. She’s a nice kid. Don’t see much of her now. Seen her at some of those theatre first nights he’s so fond of. Hemmed in by all his thrusting sycophants – I think she can hardly see him through her mink. Jones now.


Joy Sorry. Shirley wouldn’t tell me where to find it.


Bill Jones should work for him. Britain’s future. Betty’s old man is certainly one of the architects. What’s that, my love?


Joy Your glass of water.


Bill Oh, thank you. At last, a friend.


Joy Mrs Garnsey’s file. Shirley –


Bill Yes, I’m sure. And how are you?


Joy I’m all right, thank you. Is that all?


Bill Not enough for me. She looks pretty today, don’t you think, Wally?


Hudson Yes. She does.


Bill When are we going to have an orgy together?


Joy You can’t have an orgy with two.


Bill No, but you can make a start.


She smiles and goes out.


Look at that beautiful bottom. Don’t go much on her face. But the way her skirt stretched over that little bum. You could stick a bus ticket in there. Joy. What do you think, Wally?


Hudson Yes, it’s quite nice, I suppose.


Bill It’s a beauty. Wonder what’s she like?


Hudson No doubt you’ll find out.


Bill Don’t know. Maybe not. Like who was it. You know, Dr Johnson said whatsit, Paradise Lost, more of a beauty than a pleasure. Still she looks as though she could do with a bit. She’s got the galloping cutes all right. Joy. She’s had more joy sticks than hot dinners.


Hudson I was only waiting for that. What about Mrs Garnsey?


Bill I have an extraordinary thing about blondes. They’re like plague carriers for me. Even dyed blondes. My first wife was blonde. Really blonde. Blonde, blonde, blonde! It was beautiful. I’ve never known hair nicer. Right, Mrs Garnsey.


Hudson Well, try and let her settle down a bit, will you? Joy, I mean. She’s only just mastered that simple little switchboard. If you get started on her, we’ll get nowhere.


Bill Right. No Joy. For the moment, anyway. Goes against the Rules. Which is the best thing. Right – work, work. Mrs Garnsey. Where are my pills? There should be some in here. Anyway, I always keep three in reserve in my ticket pocket. Where the hell are they? Joy! Wish I didn’t drink so much. And I keep wanting to sleep. I finally took a pill at four this morning, went off at five, then I couldn’t get up. I couldn’t even move at first.


Joy appears.


I was all trussed up. My darling, have you seen my pills, my headache pills?


Joy No, sorry.


Bill Never mind, here they are. I might just do a bit better with Mrs Garnsey when she comes. Ask her to wait five minutes when she comes. Give her a cup of that stinking tea you and young Jones brew up together.


Joy OK. (Goes out.)


Bill I don’t know whether I really like that blonde bat or not. She’s rather a tuneful little thing, if you know what I mean. Wally, try not to let me have anything to drink at lunchtime. OK?


Hudson I’ll do my best.


Bill ‘And if I drink oblivion of a day, so shorten I the stature of my soul.’ Who said that now? Some poor crazy bastard – Blake, I think. Just bitter lemon, all right?
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