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Jeremy

Samantha
Policeman
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CAST

Stuck in the mud, cardiganed type
Similar, but is wearing jacket and tie
Sixth former, chic and sexy
Standard uniform

Raincoat, thick glasses, placard

Big, hairy, barks a lot.



PRODUCTION NOTES

This play calls for quite a complexpattern of soundand staging effectsbut these
can be as simple or as elaborate as the company's resources permit.

Many of the soundsof Derek strugglingin the kitchenwith tapsand panscould be
producedive andthe howling of dogscouldbekeptto a minimum. Thenoise
of the train passingcan be obtainedfairly easilyfrom soundfx recordings/
CD's and the shakingof the scenerycould be restrictedto certain pieces. It
is,however, quite important that the picture falls off the wall.

The main thing about the performanceis that the play should start in a slow,
staccoatamannerand build up to a fastandfurious routine with the entrance
of the NUTTER.

Thebestpart to play is, of course, the DOG, who maywear a stylisedmaskand
loungesuit or full "pantomime™ costume; producerswill wantto unleash
[sic] their own imaginations here!



DRINK?
A Farce

by Michael Thomas

Whenthe curtainsopenDEREK and JEREMYare sitting oppositeeachotherin an
utterly conventionalsemi-detachedoom. Boring paintings on the wall,
tastelessornaments,characterlesswallpaper. A sofa to one side, and a
drinks table. Door left leading to the kitchen, right leading to the hall.

(Pause. JEREMYmakesa showof lookingroundtheroom. DEREKSstaresbefore
him. JEREMYshifts, crossesand uncrossegis legs, takesout his diary,
consultsit, puts it back, looks round the room again. DEREK coughs.
JEREMY looks towards him expectantly).

Derek: I'm terribly sorry, | don't remember your name.
Jeremy: That's all right, I'm afraid | can't remember yours.

(Pause).

Derek: Drink?

Jeremy: Thank you. Scotch.
Derek: Ice?

Jeremy: No, thank you.

(DEREK gets up and pours drink, brings it to JEREMY).

Jeremy:. Water.

Derek: Beg pardon?

Jeremy:. Water.

Derek: | thought you said Scotch.

Jeremy: Water in the Scotch. If it's possible. Not too much trouble.
Derek: Not at all. Plenty of water. No ice?

Jeremy: No ice.

(DEREK returns to drinks table).

Derek: Water in the kitchen. Get sorf@ you.
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Jeremy: Not if it's any trouble.

Derek: No trouble at all. Plenty of water.

Jeremy: No drought round here then?

Derek: Drought?

Jeremy: No droughtroundtheseparts,eh? (Laughsuncertainly). Plentyof rain, |
suppose?

Derek: Water in the tap. Don't put rainwater in Scotch.

Jeremy: No, of course.

Derek: (A little puzzled). Tapwater all right?

Jeremy: Fine.

Derek: Half a minute.

(Exit DEREK to the kitchen. Soundof tap turning on, rush of water, glassbeing
dropped and breaking, sound of tap being turned off. Pause).

Derek: (Off). Damn and blast.

Jeremy: Everything all right?

Derek: (Off). Fine, fine. Damn and blast.

Jeremy: Don't worry about the water if it's any trouble.

(Sound of DEREK sweeping up the broken glass).

Derek: (Off). No trouble at all. Plenty of water.
Jeremy: It's a funny thing. Sometimed take waterin Scotch. Sometimed'd
rather have it neat. Sometimes I just don't care. What about you .... er....?

(Re-enter DEREK obviously splashed with water, and bringing a fresh glass).

Derek: Sorryaboutthat. Thattap'sa bit suddenyou know. Turnit on just a bit
and whoosh, Niagara Falls.

Jeremy: You can never tell with taps, can you?

Derek: Got you a new glass.

(He goes to the drinks table and pours a Scotch, filling the glass with soda).

Jeremy: Great. Sorry to be any trouble.

Derek: Not at all, plenty of Scotch, plenty of water, all the time in the world.

Jeremy: Time for a drink. Let the world go by. Have a break from it all.

Derek: My sentiments. An Englishman'shome,andall that. Whisky and soda.
(Offers glass to JEREMY).



Jeremy: No soda, please.

Derek: Did | give you soda?

Jeremy: You just have. Can't drink it with soda. Absolutely can't.

Derek: Fine, no problem at all. Scotch with water, wasn't it?

Jeremy: A little water.

Derek: Fine, no problem. Get you another glass.

Jeremy: If it's absolutely no trouble.

Derek: Couldn't be easier. Sit down, relax. Feel at home.

Jeremy: (Making a point of relaxing himself in the chair)'ll try.

Derek: Pretty comfortablehere. Don't seemuch of the neighbours. There'sjust
Mrs. .... er.... Mrs. .... er.... lady across the road.

Jeremy: What's the matter with her?

Derek: Says hello.

Jeremy: That a problem?

Derek: No, no. She just says hello. Not all that often.

Jeremy: Can't object to that.

Derek: No, wouldn't think of it. Otherwise, good neighbourhood round here.

Jeremy: Quiet?

(Soundof car enginerevving,screechingf tyres,crash,screampolicesirenin the
distance).

Derek: Pretty quiet.

Jeremy: Get many callers?

Derek: Not many. Milkman sometimes.

Jeremy: You need a milkman.

Derek: Can't be helped. The odd religious nutter.
Jeremy: What do you do with them?

Derek: Set the dogs on them.

(Sound of dogs howling and baying for blood).

Jeremy: That must be one now.

Derek: No, next door going shopping. Different sort of bark.

Jeremy:. We get double glazing men coming round. And gasconversionmen.
Real nuisance.

Derek: No call for themhere. Triple glazedalready. So'severybodyroundhere.
No hawkers, no callers.

Jeremy: Triple?

Derek: Englishman'©iomeandall that. Keepout undesirables Godknowsplenty

3



of them about. Don't you agree .... er ....?
Jeremy: Absolutely .... er....?

(Awkward pause).

Derek: Can't remember your name.
Jeremy: I've misplacedyours,for the moment. Don't tell me,it'll comebackto
me.
Derek: Drink?
Jeremy: Please. Whisky.
Derek: Whisky, splash of water. Got it. Make yourself at home, be straight back.

(He goesout to the kitchenagain. Thedoorbellrings. Dogsimmediatelystart to
bark furiously).

Jeremy: There's somebody at the door.
Derek: (Off). Religious nutter, bound to be. The dogs will see him off.

(The telephone starts to ring).

Jeremy: Telephone. Shall | answer it?

Derek: (Off, calling over the combinednoise of dogs,door bell and telephone).
Nobody ever rings here.

Jeremy: Somebody is, though.

Derek: (Returningwith new glass). This time of day probably selling home
improvements. Nothing to improve. (He picks up the phoneand shouts
straight away downit). No, we don'twant anything,why can'tyou people
takeno for ananswer? (He slamsthe phonedown). That'sthe way to deal
with them. (Doorbellrings again). You canring asmuchasyou like, we're
not religious here. (Dogs start barking again). Well trained,thosedogs.
Drink?

Jeremy: Whisky, if it's not too much bother.

Derek: No bother at all, nobody here to bother us, quiet afternoon drink.

Jeremy: The dogs are quite ....

Derek: What?

Jeremy: The dogs are quite loud.

Derek: You get used to them. Ice?

Jeremy: No ice.

Derek: Soda?

Jeremy: No. Water, please, just a little.
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Derek: As muchasyou like. Got plenty of water. (Going to the kitchenagain).
Back in a minute. (Exit).

(JEREMYmakesa point of strolling casuallyaroundthe room, pretendinginterest
in the picturesetc. Looksslightly concernedoff to where DEREK s in the
kitchen. Listens. Silence).

Jeremy: (Calling). Everything all right?

Derek: (Off). Fine. Did you want anything?

Jeremy: Just a little water in the Scotch.

Derek: (Off). | know that. Did you wantanythingelse? (Comingin wielding a
large wrench). Troubleis, | did thattapup sotight lasttime, | can'tturnit at
all now.

Jeremy: Oh, dear. They can be a nuisance, taps.

Derek: Need a plumber. Not a plumber are you?

Jeremy: No. | mean if | could help ....

Derek: Any goodwith taps? Don'twantto getablastedplumberout. Getthemin
the house, they stay all day. Never get any peace.

Jeremy: What would you like me to do?

Derek: Get a wrench on that tap. Give me a hand will you?

Jeremy: Sure, just show me what (He starts to take off his jacket as he leaves).

(They both go out to the kitchen and the conversation continues off).
Derek: Can't get a grip on it. Got some tools somewhere.

(Suddenlysoundof passingtrain going from left to right. Thewholeroom shakes,
the drinks rattle and a picture falls off the wall).

Derek: That's better, tighten that up, and now, heave.

Jeremy: Heave. (Sound of tap turning, followed by massive gush of water).
Jeremy:. Oh no, I'm soaked, I'm getting soaked, turn it off.

Derek: Sorry about that. Trouble is you get all or nothing.

(Soundof tap beingturned off, water slowsto a drip. DEREKand JEREMYre-
enter, DEREK as before, JEREMYwithout his jacket and tie, but with his
shirt obviously wet through).

Derek: Trouble is, if you don't mind my saying so, you went too far with it.
Jeremy: Too far with it? You said heave and | heaved.
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Derek: Fairenoughbut toofar. There'sa knackto it, you see. Peopleoftendon't
quite get it right at first.

Jeremy: | shouldn't think they do.(He notices the picture)What happened here?

Derek: 16.21to Victoria | shouldn'tbe surprised. It hasall the hallmarks (He
picks up the picture and replaces it on the wallhat look right to you?

Jeremy: (Taking his shirt off). Soaked to the skin.

Derek: | say, that look all right to you? Level? The picture.

Jeremy: Pretty level.

Derek: | like it exact. Getthe spirit level. Won't be a minute. Make yourselfat
home.

(DEREK exits to the kitchen, soundof him rummagingaround, banging things,
openingcupboardsetc. JEREMYIlooks round for somewherdo hang his
shirt - maybe over the goldfish bowl or budgie cage if one is available).

Jeremy: Soaked to the skin. Can't even pour out a glass of whisky.

(He eyesthe drinks and is aboutto pour out his own drink whenDEREK re-enters
with a spirit-level).

Derek: Gotit. Be preparedmy motto. Always havethe right tool for the job.
That right?

Jeremy: Sure.

Derek: (Levellingthe picture). Now, | thoughtso, a degreeor two out. Now
that's spot on.

Jeremy: It looks wrong.

Derek: What do you mean?

Jeremy: It looks wrong.

Derek: It can'tdo,it's level. It's level. Levelis level. There'sonly one gravity.
That right?

Jeremy: Thenthe room'swrong. Comebackto here,you can see,the picture
looks wrong.

(DEREKSstepsawayfrom the picture andtogethertheyviewit, screwingtheir heads
to one side to judge more clearly).

Derek: Yes, | see what you mean, it's down a little to the right.
Jeremy: To the right? I'd say it was down a little to the left.
Derek: Don't be ridiculous.

Jeremy: Don't be absurd. It's down on the left.
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Derek: (Deliberately). | know my pictures. It's down on the right.

Jeremy: | know what's straight and what isn't. It's down on the left.

Derek: Be careful. It's on the right.

Jeremy: You're mad. It's on the left.

Derek: If I'm mad you're moronic. The right.

Jeremy: If I'm moronic you're.... moribund. The left.

Derek: How dare you. Right.

Jeremy: Letft.

Derek: Stupid.

Jeremy: Stubborn.

Derek: Obstinate.

Jeremy: Obsessive.

Derek: Obsessive? Me?

Jeremy: (Suddenlyfurious). Can'tyou seeit's down on the bloody left? What's
the matterwith you? You can'tevenpoura mana drink of whisky or turn a
tap on, and you can't tell whethera picture'sup or down. This is a
madhouse.

(Pause).

Derek: Why aren't you wearing a shirt?

Jeremy: Because you got me soaked with your stupid tap.

Derek: Ah well, there you are. Too enthusiastic.

(Sound of doorbell. Dogs whining pitifully).

Jeremy: Sounddike you'vegotavisitor. Maybesomebodyhascomeroundfor an
afternoon drink.

Derek: Funny, people don't do that very often.

Jeremy: | wonder why.

(Doorbell and dogs whining again).

Jeremy: Are you going to answer it?
Derek: Maybe. Have a drink first.

(Sound of letter box being rattled and knocks on the door).

Voice: (Off). Open in the name of the law.
Derek: Boundto bea nutterof somesort. Keepout undesirables.(Calling). Are
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you the religious nutter?
Voice: (Off). No, sir | am a police officer. Open in the name of the law.
Jeremy: | didn't think they said that any more.
Derek: (Calling). Got your identity ready, have you?

(Enter SAMANTHA from the hallway).

Samantha: Honestly,Dad, I'm trying to studyfor my A levelsupstairsandthere's
such a racket going on. Why can't you open the door?

Derek: There'sno deedto takethattone,my girl. An Englishman'fiomeandall
that.

Samantha: Sometimed think I'm looking after children. (Shegoesout to open
the door).

Jeremy: Nice girl.

Derek: My daughter. Name of .... Samantha

Jeremy: Nice name.

Derek: Yes. Can'tthink whatthe copperwants. Making enquiriesmaybe. Thinks
we can be of assistance.

(The POLICEMAN enters during this last speech).

Policeman: You could have been of assistance by opening the door, sir.

Derek: Thought you were the religious nutter.

Samantha: Dad, don't be stupid, there is no religious nutter.

Policeman: | have beemistakenfor manythingsin my time, sir, but rarely havel
been cast in the role, so to speak, of a religious lunatic or fanatic.

Derek: Or nutter.

Policeman: Quite. | regret to say, sir, | am here about a complaint.

Derek: | didn't make a complaint. Not this week.

Policeman: No, sir. A complainthasbeenmadeaboutyou. Mrs. Adams,sir, the
lady who lives just across the road.

Derek: Lady who says hello?

Policeman: Shedoessayhello from time to time, sir, andin fact quite a few other
wordsaswell. Forexampleandl quote:(He readsrather laboriouslyfrom
his notebook). "He's a very weird type if you ask me, never speaksto
anybodywon'tlet anybodyin the houseandkeepsthosepoordogsstarvingl
shouldn'tbe surprisedthey go onhowling andbarkingat all hoursof the day
andnight, we can'tgeta moment'speacethereoughtto bealaw". Well I'm
gladto inform you, sir, thatthereis a law and| represenit. Thosedogsof
yours are a public nuisance.



(DOGS suddenly stahtowling and barking).

Policeman: You take my point, sir?

Derek: You've upset them.

Policeman: I'm afraid | shall have to inspectthe offending animals, sir, and
subsequento that makemy reporton the suitability of your premisedor the
maintenance of canines at the present moment.

(Dogs continuing to howl).

Derek: What?

Samantha: He wants to look at the dogs and tell you whether you can keep them.
Policeman: That is correct, young lady.

Derek: Well, always ready to oblige the law. Come this way, officer.

Policeman: Thank you, sir.

(They both go into the kitchen and we hear DEREK off).

Derek: Down .... er.... down .... er.

Policeman: (Off). Do they have names, sir?

Derek: (Off). Can't remember them all at the moment.

Samantha: What's your name?

Jeremy: Er, Jeremy. Your father invited me round for a drink.

Samantha: | suppose there's some reason why you've taken your shirt off.

Jeremy: | nearly drowned in the kitchen.

Samantha: Uh huh. Well, these things happen. Did my father get you a drink?

Jeremy: No, we neverquite got that far. It wassupposed tde a whisky with a
drop of water, but honestly, there's no need.

Samantha: No problem. Sit down. Make yourself at home.

(Shepourshim a whiskyand goesout to the kitchen,returning almostimmediately
with somewater in a jug. Shepours somewater into the glass. JEREMY
watches astonished).

Jeremy: How did you do that?

Samantha: What?

Jeremy: How did you .... get the water?

Samantha: Look, I've got A levelsto revisefor. Watercomesout of atapin this
house.

Jeremy: How come you're so intelligent if your dad is such a ....
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Samantha: Nutcase? Yes, I've often wondered about that.
(A tremendous crash froroffstage: buckets falling over etc).

Derek: (Off). Careful officer. Traps for the unwary here.
Policeman: (Off). Are you all right, sir?
Samantha: Poor dad. He can't help being accident prone.

(Enter DEREK with his foot through a bucketwhich he clangsaround on for the
rest of the play).

Derek: Hadabit of troublewith abucket. Soonsortit out. Copper'sstill outthere
checking the dogs. Funny business if you ask me.

Samantha: Dad, you haven't been looking after Jeremy properly.

Derek: Who's Jeremy?

Samantha: Your guest. This is Jeremy. Jeremy, this is my father, Derek.

Jeremy: Pleased to meet you, Derek.

Derek: Jeremy. It's been a long time. Drink?

Jeremy: I've got one, thanks.

Derek: That was quick. You might have waited for me.

Samantha: He would have waited till Christmas.

Derek: There'sno needto takethattone,my girl. An Englishman'siomeandall
that.

(The telephone rings).

Derek: (Pickingup thereceiver). | told you before,we don'twantanything,why
don't you listen? What?

Samantha: Dad, it's for me. (Shetakesthe phonefrom him). Hi, Ben,how are
you? Yes,thatwasmy father. He'salittle .... yes. How wasthe holidaywith
the parents? As bad as that?

Derek: Jeremy.

Jeremy: Derek.

Derek: Boyfriend. Ben. BoyfriendBen. Try to stophim calling, you see. No use.
Keep out undesirables. What's the use.

Samantha: He's not undesirable. No, | was talking to Dad.

(Enter POLICEMAN).
Policeman: | have completed my investigations and | regret to say ....
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Derek: Drink, officer?
Policeman: Never on duty, sir.
Samantha: We've got a policeman here ....

(The doorbell rings and the dogs start to howl).

Policeman: Those dogs will have to go.

Derek: I'm having a Scotch, do you mind?

Jeremy: Should | get the door?

Samantha: Oh, it's nothing serious,but there'sa man called Jeremywho'shadto
take his shirt off and Dad's got a bucket on his foot.

Policeman: Be my guest, sir.

Derek: | can't give up the dogs. Englishman's home and all that.

Policeman: Not necessary with modern anti-intruder devices properly installed, sir.

Samantha: Don'tbesilly, he'sDad'sage,andl didn'ttakehis shirt off. He took it
off himself.

Jeremy: I'll get the door.

Samantha: Mmmm, | love you darling, you're very desirable.

Derek: Enoughof that. Thatboyfriend'snot comingroundhere. Setthe dogson
him.

Policeman: The dogs will have to go, sir. (Takes DEREK to one side,
confidentially). If 1 may say, sir, you can't expectto be your daughter's
keeper for ever, sir. These are modern times, sir.

Derek: Not in this house they're not.

(Enter the RELIGIOUSNUTTERCcloselyfollowed by JEREMYfrom the hall. The
NUTTER carries the usual placard announcing the end of the world etc.).

Derek: Oh no! I don't believe it!

Nutter: Prepare to meet thy doom! The end of the world is nigh!

Derek: It's the religious nutter! Get him out!

Policeman: (To all generally, including the audience). We live in a tolerant
society. There is room for all shades of opinion.

Jeremy: | couldn't stop him. One more lunatic for the asylum.

Nutter: Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord! Turn, repent, save your souls!

Samantha: O hell!

Derek: I'll sorthim out. (He squirtsthe NUTTERwith the sodasyphon) There,
take that, clear off.

Nutter: Blessed are the miserable!

Derek: I'll set the dogs on you.
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Policeman: Can't allow that, sir. Infringement of public order.

Nutter: Repentrepent! Sinners! Fornicators! (He grabsJEREMY'Sshirt). Put
on the garment of purity.

Jeremy: Excuse me, that's my shirt.

Nutter: Puton the garmentof purity, young man,andthe hairshirtof repentance,
and be new baptised.

Jeremy: | can't, it's still wet.

Derek: This is a respectabldamily home. | am a respectabldamily manin the
bosom of my family. It is men like me who made England great.

Samantha: Dad, will you shut up, I'm trying to talk to my boyfriend.

Derek: No need to take that tone, my girl. I'm your father, remember.

Samantha: Could | ever forget it.

Jeremy: I'm going, I've had enough. Will you give me my wet shirt sol cango
backto an ordinaryhousewhereyou cangeta drink without beingdrowned
and people have sensibleconversationsabout shoppingor the weather,or
their holidays, please?

Nutter: (Seriously to JEREMY)Do you reject Satan?

Jeremy: I've never even met him.

Nutter: You mustrejectSatanandall his works beforeyou candonthe garmentof
purity. Down on your knees.

Jeremy: What? Give me my shirt.

Nutter: No.

Derek: This is ridiculous. Never in my life ....

Nutter: Pray first, shirt after.

Policeman: | must warn you, sir, that confiscation of a shirt is an offence.

Nutter: An abomination to the Lord!

Policeman: Not quite what | had in mind.

Nutter: No shirts for the wicked! Repent! Repent!

(The NUTTERIeapsgleefully around the room with the shirt in one hand and his
placard in the other. JEREMY makesa grab for it, trips and endsup
spreadeagledver SAMANTHAon the sofawhois still on thetelephone.She
screams).

Samantha: Get off me!

Jeremy: | can't help it. That lunatic's got my shirt!

Samantha: Darling, it's awful, I've got this half-naked man right on top of me.

Derek: (Tothe POLICEMAN). Can'tyou getrid of the nutter? What do we pay
you for?

Policeman: (To the NUTTER)Move along now, sir, move along.
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Derek: What are you doing on my daughter?
Jeremy: Trying to get up.

Samantha: No, he's still got his trousers on.
Derek: I'm going to get my dogs.

(He goes clanking off to the kitchen).

Samantha: (ToJEREMY). My boyfriendsaysyou'vegot five secondgo getout of
this room or he's coming to sort you out.

Jeremy: (Desperate, tearful) | never meant any harm. | just want my shirt back.

Policeman: (To the NUTTER)If you would just step outside, sir.

Nutter: Here | stand, strong in the Lord.

(Enter DEREK with a dog howling, barking etc. He attacksthe NUTTERwho
escapewvith his placard and throwsthe shirt over his shoulder. As he goes
he knocksinto the POLICEMAN who spinsroundand collideswith JEREMY
whohasnow stoodup with the resultthat the POLICEMANendsup crashing
ontothe sofawhereSAMANTHA:s still telephoningsothat shefalls on top of
him onthefloor. JEREMYlandson thefloor on the othersideafter making
a final successfugrab for his shirt. The DOG thenjumpsup with his front
pawson the back of the sofaand wagshis tail [if this is possible]. During
this the following lines are heard at appropriate moments):

Nutter: The hound! The hound of Satan is loose!

Policeman: Keep calm! Don't show them any fear! Help!

Jeremy: Gotit! [The shirt].

Samantha: Oh my God, it's the policeman! Ben, I'm all over him!
Policeman: Excuse me, miss. That's my truncheon.

Samantha: Whatever you say, officer.

Derek: At him Fido, get your teeth into him, show him who's boss.

(Thusat the endof this sequencethe NUTTERhasleft in hastethroughthe door to
thehall, SAMANTHAS still onthe phoneto BEN sitting onthe POLICEMAN
on thefloor besidethe sofa, JEREMYis standingnear the door clutchinghis
shirt, jacket and tie, the DOG has his paws up on the back of the sofa
surveying the scene, and DEREK has gone back to the drinks table).

Dog: Woof, woof, woof.

Policeman: That dog's a menace.
Samantha: Just relax, darling.
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Jeremy: I'm going. I'm getting out of herebeforel get savagedor drownedor
arrested or something.

Dog: Woof.

Derek: Drink beforeyou go? Now thatwe'vegotrid of theundesirable?'ll seeto
the copper in a minute.

Jeremy: NO! Just let me out of the madhouse!

Dog: Very wise, if | may say so.

(Pause).

Jeremy: What? That dog .... it talked.
Dog: Woof.
Jeremy: I'm going mad. I'm going mad! Help! Help!

(He rushesout of the door and we hear the soundof the front door beingslammed
shut).

Derek: Never said goodbye. Typical these days. Drink, officer?

Policeman: Neveron duty, sir. Speakingof which, if you will allow me, miss, |
will resume my normal position.

Samantha: Whatever you like.

(The POLICEMAN standsup, adjustshis uniform. SAMANTHASsits back on the
sofa).

Policeman: (To the DOG).There, there, good boy.

Dog: | wouldn't if | were you.

Policeman: (Doesa 'doubletake’). This is a more seriousmatterthan| thought
and | had better report it to headquartdicakes out his notebook).

Derek: Off you go.

Policeman: Good day to you, sir. Good day, migsle leaves).

Samantha: Ben? Ben? He hung up.

Derek: Sensible lad.

Samantha: Ohdad,you'veruinedmy afternoonandprobablytherestof my life as
well. Thank you very much.

Dog: Woof, woof.

Derek: Now, now, my girl, no need for that.

(SAMANTHA leaves by the hall door).
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Derek: Justthetwo of usleft then,Fido. (He patsthe DOG'Shead. DOG growls
menacingly). Might makea cup of tea,old boy. Justthe thing after all that
excitement.

(He leaves and goes to the kitchen).

Dog: Fido, honestly,I askyou. After all theseyearswe've beentogetherandhe
still doesn'tevenknow my name. Whatis the use,that'swhat| oftenwonder.
Yearsof scaringoff his undesirablesthoughif you askme, they'reall much
the same,him included,andwhatdo | getfor it? A patronisingpat on the
head,a stupidnameanda bowl of Winalot. | cantell you, it's a dog'slife,
andno mistake. Look at him now, makingtea. If he getsthewaterin the pot
it'll be a miracle.

(Sound of water, taps, kettle falling over etc., from the kitchen).
Derek: (Off). Samantha, help!
Dog: Seewhat| mean? Useless. Ah well, might aswell help myselfashe'll be

busyfor awhile. (He pourshimselfa whiskyand sodafrom the table and
comes and sits down comfortably on the sof@heers.

THE END
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