Cut scene from 'Man Made'

Lights come up on a club setting. The MAIL BOY is at the at the bar USL, polishing glasses. The cloakroom is down from the bar, with one person ready to serve. The DJ booth is CSR, and the toilets are USR. The music has changed to the muffled sound of seventies disco. HAPPY, REBEL and PARANOID are all waiting in line outside the club, DSL. There are two BOUNCERS at the door. REBEL looks round anxiously.

REBEL: Where's Mr. Dowling?

HAPPY: (Looks at her watch) Not late. I said half nine, we're early.

PARANOID: I hope to god he doesn't come.

HAPPY: Why not? / It'll be funny.

PARANOID: So I can go home. I bloody hate clubs. Noisy, smoky, those lights always make me ill. If Mr. Dowling turns up, I've got to go in. 

REBEL: So it's a matter of pride for you?

PARANOID: Yes.

HAPPY: It's half nine. The doors are opening.

PARANOID: Please God. I'll go church forever.

The BOSS turns up, dressed in an old fashioned suit.

BOSS: Evening everybody. (Looks at his watch) On time, I believe.

HAPPY: Yes. Just on time.

BOSS: Almost wasn't. Had to rush through the figures and put Muffy out before I got here.

REBEL: Well, you made it anyway.

HAPPY: (Eyes his suit) I see …. You're um… dressed up.

BOSS: Oh yes. Much the same as you lovely girls. I believe there's a dress code at these sort of places. No jeans or snickers, as they are so called.

HAPPY: Yes. No effort, no entry.

BOSS: Well, I think I've made the effort. What do you think?

HAPPY: Nice … um…

REBEL: Interesting…..um …. Shall we go in?

BOSS: Yes. Let's do. Ladies first.

They enter, with PARANOID lagging behind, looking up towards God(?).

PARANOID: You haven't made any new friends doing this, you do realise that, don't you? 

The BOSS nods courteously to the BOUNCERS.

BOSS: Evening gentlemen.

BOUNCER 1: (Amused) Alright sir.

BOSS: I suppose you don't really need to ID me, do you?

BOUNCER 2: Can if you want mate.

BOSS: Really? Well, certainly then. (Goes to fish out his passport) Do you except passport?

BOUNCER 2: Go in sir, you're holding up the queue.

BOSS: I'm sorry?

BOUNCER 1: (Moving BOSS in) We were joking mate. Go in.

The BOSS quickly goes in, meeting the others in the cloakroom.

BOSS: Well I never. That's no way to treat a gentlemen.

The BOUNCERS turn away laughing.

BOSS: Can you believe that?

HAPPY: Mr. Dowling. Things are a little more informal here than what you're used to.

BOSS: I'd say. Well, that's fair enough. I'm sure I'll soon fit in to this environment.

REBEL: Just remember to keep it informal. We're here to enjoy ourselves.

BOSS: Indeed.

CLOAKROOM ATTENDANT: Coats please.

BOSS: Here girls, let me take your coats.

HAPPY: It's alright, we'll meet you in there.

BOSS: Oh. If you're sure.

REBEL: (Going to the desk) We're sure.

BOSS: No problem. Now. Which way?

HAPPY: That way.

BOSS: Oh yes. Thank you.

The BOSS enters the club. The disco music increases slightly in volume. Disco lights flash. The rest hand their coats in to the cloakroom.

PARANOID: Nightmare.

HAPPY: It'll be fine.

PARANOID: I might just slip out now. He won't notice.

REBEL: You're here now; you're coming in with us.

PARANOID: Oh god.

Focusing on the BOSS, he walks around the club space looking completely bewildered as he checks out this new location. 

BOSS: Right. The toilets are over…there. The bar's there. And ….

The BOSS notices the MAIL BOY, who waves at him. The BOSS blatantly ignores him The DJ, LIONEL VINYL, speaks through the microphone. The cloakroom blacks out as the rest enter to join the BOSS.

LIONEL: Good evening everybody. I'm Lionel Vinyl, your DJ for tonight. And it's seventies disco all the way through 'til two. I'll be taking requests throughout the night, and I want to see plenty of boogying-on-down. 

HAPPY: (Rushing madly to the DJ booth) Ahhh! It's Lionel Vinyl. He's taking requests.

PARANOID: I wonder what sort.

HAPPY confers with LIONEL.

REBEL: (To BOSS) What do you think?

BOSS: What?

REBEL: (Louder) What do you think?

BOSS: I have to say, it's a little loud in here. The decibels must at least, eighty to a hundred. Certainly not comfortable listening.

PARANOID: These lights make me feel sick. I could have epilepsy. 

BOSS: Did you put your coats in fine?

PARANOID:  No. / Those attendants are always so obnoxious. I hate 'em.

REBEL: Yes. Fine. It only costs a pound here.

BOSS: Pardon?

REBEL: It only cost a pound.

BOSS: A pound? A bleeding pound? I don't know. You come in through extremely rude doormen. Then you have to pay for the privilege of a cloakroom. It's all money, money, money in places like this.

HAPPY comes bounding back from the DJ both.

HAPPY: I've just made the requests.*

BOSS: *Splendid.

REBEL: *Great. What did you request?

HAPPY: Well… / Oh. Here we go. (Claps her hands and jumps up and down excitedly)

LIONEL: And our first request of the evening comes from a lovely lady by the name of Emily. And she's wants me to play, "Stayin' Alive" by the Bee Gees. Here we go.

HAPPY: Yes! I love this one. (Grabbing REBEL) Come on, let's dance.

REBEL: Okay.

REBEL and HAPPY take to the dance floor, CS.

BOSS: Oh marvellous.

REBEL: Come on Mr. Dowling. This is a real office party.

BOSS: Well, I suppose it can't hurt. You coming Polly?

PARANOID: I'm certainly not dancing. I'm going to the bar.

PARANOID goes to the bar. 

The BOSS joins REBEL and HAPPY. The MAIL BOY goes to serve PARANOID.

MAIL BOY: Hi. What would you like?*

HAPPY: Shall we get some drinks?

BOSS: Mine's the first round. / What would you like?

REBEL: Oh. That's nice of you.

HAPPY: Um. Let's go for it. We'll start with a double tequila each.

REBEL: Sounds great. Yeah. Tequila's all round.

They walk to the bar.

BOSS: I think I'll just have coke myself.

PARANOID: *James? Have I missed something? I thought you worked in the office.

MAIL BOY: Yeah. This is my evening job. I only work in the mornings, you see.

PARANOID: Bloody hell. You work hard. And I always put you down as a lazy sod.

MAIL BOY: No. So what can I get you?

PARANOID: Just a bottle of water please.

MAIL BOY: Water?

PARANOID: Still recovering from last night.

MAIL BOY: Oh yeah.

BOSS: Come on Polly. We're waiting too.

HAPPY: Yeah, stop chatting up the bar staff. (Gasps when she sees it's the MAIL BOY)

REBEL: Polly. I never thought you ever would.

HAPPY: James? What are you doing here?*

BOSS: Would you like a drink, Polly?

PARANOID: No thanks. I've got water.

BOSS: Fair enough.

MAIL BOY: *And hello again.

REBEL: You're our mail boy. (Realises the night before) Oh god. I'm so sorry. I was drunk. Shit, I've just remembered.

MAIL BOY: It's alright. You weren't as bad as her. (Refers to PARANOID. Turns to HAPPY and smiles) What can I get you Emily?

HAPPY: (Gooey-eyed) Um..um….(Quickly turns to the BOSS) I'll get them.

BOSS: No. Don't trouble yourself. Mine's the first round.

HAPPY: I insist Mr. Dowling.

BOSS: (Takes out bank note) But I feel I should pay for the first lot.

HAPPY: (Snatches note from BOSS) Fine. I'll order them.

REBEL: (Taking the BOSS by the arm) Come on Mr. Dowling. Let her get them, while we go and dance.

BOSS: Okay. As long as you're fine, Emily.

HAPPY: Happy!

The BOSS and REBEL go and dance. PARANOID stands at the back, downing the water, looking unwell. 

BOSS: Well, remember mine's a coke. Or a lemonade, if they have any.

HAPPY: Okay. (To the MAIL BOY) I didn't know you had another job.

MAIL BOY: Yes. I work here on certain nights. Working part time in the office isn't enough.

HAPPY: Right. I don't see you out a lot when you're not here.

MAIL BOY: I don't go out much. I'm saving my money.

HAPPY: Oh. (Looks bored by this) I don't. Saving's boring. I just spend, spend, spend. It's the only way I can enjoy myself. I mean, I don't stay in much, I'm always out. I hate staying in. Do you hate staying in?

MAIL BOY: (Pause) What can I get you?

HAPPY: (Counts quickly in her head) Um…four double tequilas please.

MAIL BOY: Salt and lemon?

HAPPY: Not tonight.

The MAIL BOY sets about getting the drinks. REBEL and BOSS are still dancing. The BOSS is trying to do John Travolta moves, but is failing miserably.

BOSS: Oh yes. I must say this is jolly good fun. I forgot how good this music was.

REBEL: Yeah. It's funky and lively.

BOSS: (Straining his ears) Sorry?

REBEL: (Louder) I said, it's funky!

BOSS: I beg your pardon. Well I never!

The MAIL BOY lays out the drinks.

HAPPY: How much?

The MAIL BOY looks around for the managers and bouncers.
MAIL BOY: (Discreetly) On the house.

HAPPY: What?

MAIL BOY: Take them.

HAPPY: Wait a minute. You could lose your job.

MAIL BOY: It'll be alright. Just take them quickly.

HAPPY: But it's not my money I'm spending, it's Mr. Dowling's.

MAIL BOY: Doesn't matter.

HAPPY: Well it does to me. I want to spend his money.

MAIL BOY: I don't care about him. It's for you.

HAPPY: Somebody will see.

MAIL BOY: Not with a beautiful girl like you at this bar, they won't.

HAPPY: (Reluctantly taking the drinks) Thank you.

MAIL BOY: Anytime.

HAPPY turns from the bar with the drinks. She pulls a repulsed expression and joins the dance floor.

BOSS: (Seeing HAPPY) Oh dear. Feeling ill already, are we?

HAPPY: Yes, and it's not alcohol related. Here you are.

HAPPY hands round the drinks.

BOSS: How much was that?

HAPPY: (Handing money back) Nothing.

BOSS: What? / I hope you didn't pay for them.

REBEL: Eh?

HAPPY: I can't believe what I did last night. What I even saw in…urrgh! Disgusting.*

BOSS: What are you talking about? I only asked you a simple question.

REBEL: *Oh. You mean…

HAPPY: Yes.

REBEL: Look you were drunk. I was drunk. It happens.

HAPPY: And it did.

BOSS: I say, what are you two gossiping about?

REBEL: Don't worry.

HAPPY: Doesn't matter. Let's down these before I go mad.

BOSS: I asked for coke. What’s this? Lemonade?

HAPPY: Um…no. It's … um … special water.

BOSS: (Examining the glass) Water?

HAPPY: Yes. You just neck it.

BOSS: I see. Well, if you insist.

HAPPY: Polly. I've got yours here.

PARANOID: (Reluctantly joining them) What? It's not alcohol, is it?

BOSS: It's special water, Polly. Don't be shy. 

PARANOID looks nervously at it.

BOSS: Apparently, you just neck it. Whatever that's supposed to mean.

PARANOID: Right.

HAPPY: Ready?

REBEL: Yep.

BOSS: Certainly.

PARANOID: Maybe.

HAPPY: After three. One, two, three.

They all down their double tequilas. REBEL and HAPPY pat their chests. BOSS coughs and splutters, while holding his chest. PARANOID looks very ill.

HAPPY: Woo! That was strong.

REBEL: Ah!

BOSS: I…must…say…that…is… strong…water!

PARANOID: That's not bloody water. / I'm not trusting you lot again. Oh. I don't feel good. (Goes to the bar)

HAPPY: No. It was special water.

REBEL: Nice and refreshing.

BOSS: Personally folks, I'll just stick to coke for the rest of the night. (Holding his chest) Oh dear.

HAPPY: Another?

REBEL: Let's go.

BOSS: (Gives HAPPY another note) Here. This time they're on me. 

HAPPY: (Takes the money) Okay. Want another yourself?

BOSS: Just coke please.

HAPPY: (Looks cheekily to REBEL) No problem.

HAPPY and REBEL go to the bar. PARANOID retreats to the back with a bottle of water.

BOSS: Oh. I need the toilet. Now, where are they again? Oh yes. Over there.

The BOSS exits USR.

MAIL BOY: Hi again. Repeating last night, are we?

REBEL: We certainly are.

HAPPY: Sort of. You know, half and half.

MAIL BOY: What can I get you this time?

HAPPY: (To REBEL) Same?

REBEL: Yes.

HAPPY: Two double tequilas and … (Looks round to see BOSS gone) … a double vodka and coke.

MAIL BOY: Okay. (Gets the drinks) Some pulled out already, have they?

HAPPY: Afraid so. But, I suppose people have a right to pull out, don't you think?

MAIL BOY: True.

HAPPY: Especially once they've downed something they shouldn't have and bitterly regret it. 

MAIL BOY: (Unsure) Yes. I … I know what you mean.

REBEL: I'm going to request a song.

REBEL goes to the DJ box and talks to LIONEL. HAPPY continues to talk to the MAIL BOY, but we can't hear her.

PARANOID: I knew that wasn't good. It tasted like bloody tequila. God. Special water. Sometimes I think they want to kill me. Why I am also so gullible? Why do I always believe I have friends? (Pause. Takes a look at everyone) Why did I even come out tonight? Sorry mother. You're right again. Nothing but trouble.

REBEL steps away from the DJ booth and takes her place on the dance floor.

LIONEL: Here's a little request from Treley. And she wants me to play, 'Oh what a night!'  by Frankie Valli and The Four Seasons. Here it is.

"Oh what a night!" starts playing.

REBEL: Hurry up, Emily. This is a great song.

HAPPY: … I'm sorry. That's just the way it is. You do understand, don't you James?

The MAIL BOY slams the drinks on the bar.

MAIL BOY: That's £7.70 please.

HAPPY: (Hands him the money) Sorry.

The MAIL BOY gives her the change and goes to serve someone else.

MAIL BOY: Yes mate.

HAPPY goes to the dance floor and hands the drink to REBEL.

REBEL: I love this song. Don't you?

HAPPY: (Nonchalant) Yeah. It's great.

REBEL: What shall we drink to?

HAPPY: Oh what a bloody night!

They both clink and down their drinks. The BOSS suddenly runs from USR onto the dance floor.

BOSS: Bloody hell! Oh, excuse my French!

HAPPY: What is it?

BOSS: There’s a woman in that toilet. 

REBEL: A woman?

BOSS: Yes. There she was, standing in the middle of the gents, pulling up her stockings. It's outrageous.

HAPPY: Are you sure it was a woman?

BOSS: Believe me. She was.

REBEL: She might not have been a she. Were her boobs fake?

BOSS: I beg your pardon? Fake boobs? What are you talking about? Like those implants? No. They were real.  My god, they were virtually hanging out. I don't believe this place. The sort of things that go on. I'm so shocked, I almost need a drink.

HAPPY: Here's your coke.

BOSS: (Takes it quickly) Thank you. (Drinks)

REBEL: Are you sure you didn't walk into the ladies by mistake?

The BOSS spits his drink everywhere.

BOSS: What on earth do you mean? I did nothing of the sort. Why would you think I'd do that?

HAPPY: I don't know. (Pause) Maybe you made a mistake. It can happen.

BOSS: If you're drunk, maybe.

REBEL: Um, Mr. Dowling.

BOSS: What?

REBEL: We would understand if there was something you haven't told us about yourself.

BOSS: Like what?

REBEL: Well, it's just an inkling. But maybe you have some kind of … sexual problem.

BOSS: Sexual problem? Like I don't know if I'm a man, that sort of thing?

REBEL: Possibly. Or gay.

BOSS: Gay? Like a puff?

REBEL: Has it ever crossed your mind?

BOSS: How dare you, Treley? Who do you think you are talking too?

HAPPY: Mr. Dowling, remember to keep it informal.

BOSS: Oh yes, right. Well, I could be a puff?  No! I'm not a puff. A puff is something you put your feet onto. Yes that's it. I just walked into the wrong toilets. Easy mistake to make, yes. (Drinks more) Is this coke? 

HAPPY: That's what you asked for.

BOSS: It tastes funny. Don't tell me it's special coke, or something.

HAPPY: Actually, it is. Exquisite stuff, very rare.

BOSS: Oh. Marvellous. Well picked. (Downs the coke) I think I'll have another. Anything for you girls?

HAPPY: Double vodka and coke, please.

REBEL: Yeah, same for me.

BOSS: No problem.

The BOSS goes to the bar. HAPPY and REBEL keep dancing.

PARANOID: (Still at the back) Oh. I don’t feel good.

LIONEL: Next is another great song requested by our lovely Emily.

HAPPY waves at LIONEL all excited.

LIONEL: Hi. Oh, I do love what you’ve got on.

REBEL: Flirt.

HAPPY: No I’m not.

REBEL: I was talking about Mr. Vinyl.

LIONEL: It’s “Ooops! Upside your head”. Here it is. I wanna see you all doing the actions.

‘Ooops! Upside you head’ starts playing.

LIONEL: (To HAPPY and REBEL) Come on you two. Don’t let me down.

Both REBEL and HAPPY smile at LIONEL. 

HAPPY:  Shall we?

REBEL: Go on then.

They both sit on the dance floor and start doing the dance. PARANOID cautiously joins them.

BOSS: Barman. I shall have two, no, three double vodka and cokes. And just a coke for me, please.

MAIL BOY: No problem sir. (Gets the drinks)

BOSS: (Looks at MAIL BOY carefully) Don’t I know you from somewhere, my lad?

MAIL BOY: Yes, Mr. Dowling. I work in your office.

BOSS: I say that you certainly do not. (Looks closer) You’re the mail boy aren’t you? Work mornings.

MAIL BOY: That’s right. And occasionally make the tea

BOSS: Oh yes, and you’re responsible for the hobnobs.

MAIL BOY: You could say that too.

BOSS: You work here as well then. Two very different jobs you have, my son. Both at the extremes of the day. Must be hard work.

MAIL BOY: Very tiring. But it’s not too bad. I only work a couple of odd nights here.

BOSS: Still, you’re a very hard working lad. Not scared to take on anything. I admire that. Takes courage to forget your pride just to put a bit of bob in your pocket for a rainy day. And there was me thinking you were one of those no hopers. But you’re clearly destined for a bit of reward.

MAIL BOY: I don’t think so.

BOSS: Mark my words, boy. You’ll make it to something good one day. You have it sorted, your head’s in the right place. It’s commendable. This bar does seem to suit you better than an office No wonder you’re leaving the company soon. You could be manager of a place like this in a few years time.

MAIL BOY: I actually plan to leave this job as well.

The MAIL BOY lays out the drinks on the bar.

BOSS: Oh. Fine. Well, it’s up to you. (Turns to see the others dancing) Look at them. What are they up to?

While BOSS’ backs is turned, the MAIL BOY puts some vodka in his drink. The BOSS turns back. The MAIL BOY quickly puts the vodka away.

MAIL BOY: £9.30 please.

BOSS: I beg your pardon? How much?

The others are still doing the dance. PARANOID looks even worse.

PARANOID: Oh. This ain’t making me feel any better. Ohhh…

REBEL: We must look so stupid.

HAPPY: Who cares? It’s fun.

LIONEL: Look at them on the dance floor. Giving it all. Beautiful.

The BOSS joins them with the drinks.

BOSS: My god. Drinks are expensive. What are you doing?

HAPPY: Ooops! Upside your head. It’s a dance to this song.

REBEL: Join in. 

BOSS: I’m afraid I don’t know it.

HAPPY: It’s easy. You’ll soon get it.

PARANOID: Oh. It’s nauseating.

BOSS: Well, here are your drinks girls. Double vodka and coke. Just like you asked.

HAPPY and REBEL, still dancing, take their drinks.

BOSS: (To PARANOID) And a coke for you.

PARANOID, slightly off balance, takes her drink.

PARANOID: Just coke. Thank god for that. (Starts downing her drink)

The BOSS goes round the back of the line and sits behind PARANOID.

BOSS: Yes. Coke. And double vodka.

PARANOID spits out her drink.

PARANOID: Not again. God!

PARANOID breaks the line and runs out USR. 

BOSS: What’s wrong with her I wonder.

The BOSS tries following HAPPY and REBEL, but he fails, being considerably out of time.

BOSS: (Getting up) Sorry girls. I’m not very good at this.

HAPPY: At least you tried.

BOSS: Yes.

The BOSS goes to the bar and talks to the MAIL BOY. He plonks his drink on the bar.

BOSS: I say, is this special coke? 

MAIL BOY: Oh yes sir. Very special coke.

The BOSS turns round to look at HAPPY and REBEL on the dance floor. MAIL BOY secretly tops the BOSS’ drink up with vodka.

BOSS: At least they’re enjoying themselves. I find this sort of place, a little too much for my tastes. (Downs his drink) But, I’ve made an effort. (Turns back to MAIL BOY)

MAIL BOY: Another?

BOSS: Go ahead. I just need to nip to the little boys room. Back in a minute.

MAIL BOY: Fine.

The BOSS exits USR. The MAIL BOY makes another double vodka and coke. The song changes. HAPPY and REBEL are starting to get a little drunk. HAPPY approaches the bar, leaving REBEL dancing, virtually in a world of her own.

HAPPY: (Leaning across the bar) Hi James. 

MAIL BOY: Oh hi.

HAPPY: Listen. I’m sorry what I said earlier, but you see, I was…um…

MAIL BOY: Sober.

HAPPY: Hey, I’m sober now. Well, I may be just a little bit tipsy.

MAIL BOY: You said you were just a little bit tipsy last night.

HAPPY: (Takes out money) Here. Do you want money? This is your money if you want. Go on, take it.

MAIL BOY: No, it’s alright.

HAPPY: Take it. It’s Mr. Dowling’s anyway.

MAIL BOY: I’ll take it if you just buy a drink and go away.

HAPPY: Yeah. I can do that.

MAIL BOY: Well?

HAPPY: Oh, you want me to actually do it, do you? Okay. I’ll have three bottles of Vodka Blue.

The MAIL BOY plonks the bottles on the bar. HAPPY hands him the money.

HAPPY: Keep the change. Have one on me. (Winks) Bye James.

She takes the drinks and seductively walks to the dance floor.

HAPPY: Come on Lionel! More of mine!

REBEL: (Taking bottle from HAPPY) This one’s brilliant!

HAPPY: How are you feeling?

REBEL: Getting there. You?

HAPPY: Drunk.

REBEL: As usual.

PARANOID enters.

PARANOID: That’s better. (Clutches her stomach) Oh. I feel shit. Water. (Goes to the bar for water)

REBEL: Hey. There’s a little dance I learnt for this one. I learnt it from some children I knew at a charity I worked for. It goes like this.

REBEL does a childish dance. HAPPY tries to copy. The BOSS enters, looking disgusted. He joins them again on the dance floor.

BOSS: Could you believe it? Some ruffian was violently sick in the toilet. It was disgusting. You should’ve seen what he did to the toilet seat. Missed the bowl completely. Smeared round the rim, all over the floor. It stank too. Yuck. I need my drink.

BOSS goes to the bar, leaving HAPPY and REBEL looking repulsed. PARANOID staggers onto the dance floor with a bottle of water in her hand.

PARANOID: These lights are blowing my mind. I feel, oh….

REBEL: Are you alright?

PARANOID: No.

PARANOID sits on the dance floor.

PARANOID: I think I’ll just stay here. Oh…

The BOSS also staggers slightly to the dance floor, downing his drink.

BOSS: You know what you two. You’re both lovely people to go out with.

HAPPY: Thank you.

BOSS: No, I mean it. This may not be my sort of place. But your company means the world to me. (Stumbles slightly) Oh. This certainly has been a team building experience. I feel we’re closer than we ever have been. Right Polly? How are you down there? (Leans over PARANOID)

PARANOID: I need more water. Not what you lot have given me tonight. (Mutters something slurrish)

HAPPY: Oh dear. She isn’t going to make it tonight. Again.

BOSS: Ooo! This certainly is special coke. Oh. I feel all oozy! Oh dear. Things are…spinning…sort of.

REBEL: Or him.

BOSS: I think it … might…be…because…um…um. (Stumbles even more) Am I a little drunk?

REBEL: Yes.

The BOSS stumbles to REBEL and HAPPY.

BOSS: Oh dear. I do feel rather oozy. Blimey! (Hears the song and starts dancing) You know, I’ve forgotten how good the seventies were. It’s great. I love this music. I want to dance all night. (Dances harder) Oh yes! This is the life. What have I been missing? (Grabs hold of HAPPY and REBEL) Come on girls; let’s dance ‘til two. Sod work tomorrow. Who cares?

PARANOID: (Still on the floor) No one.

The BOSS' dancing becomes even more off balance. HAPPY and REBEL look amused.

BOSS: Oh. You are good dancers, girls. Look at me.

The BOUNCERS enter and walk up to PARANOID.

BOUNCER 1: (To PARANOID) Excuse me. Could you get up off the floor please?

PARANOID: (Looking up) What?

BOUNCER 2: He said up off the floor.

PARANOID: I can't. I'm stuck.

BOUNCER 1: Get up.

PARANOID: Leave me alone. I can't!

The BOUNCERS lift her up.

BOUNCER 2: Right. Come on. Out you go.

They start leading her out.

PARANOID: Get off me. This is capitalist oppression. I'll report you for this.

BOUNCER 1: Yeah. Yeah.

PARANOID: Everyone's against me! I hate this place.

They exit with her. HAPPY and REBEL watch, while the BOSS stumbles about everywhere. REBEL turns to see him.

REBEL: We better get him home too.

HAPPY: Yeah.

They go to get the BOSS.

BOSS: Not dancing anymore, girls?

REBEL: We're taking you home.

BOSS: Me? Home? Why? The night's just beginning.

The BOSS collapses into HAPPY's arms.

HAPPY: That's why.

BOSS: I say, I lost my balance there. Strange.

REBEL: Let's go.

They start leading the BOSS towards the door.

BOSS: (Pulling away) No. I'll be alright. You get your coats, and I'll meet you outside. (Falls over on the floor)

REBEL: Let's get him up quick.

BOSS: Um. I may be a little stuck here.

They try pulling him up, but find it quite difficult.

BOSS: Come on girls. Heave ho! 

HAPPY: Can't you get up?

BOSS: No. Sorry. Looks like I'm staying here tonight.

The MAIL BOY is watching in hysterics. 

HAPPY: (To MAIL BOY) James. Can you give us a hand here?

MAIL BOY: (Laughing) Yeah. Sure.

The MAIL BOY pulls the BOSS up, who by now has gone catatonic. He helps them to the door with him.

MAIL BOY: There we go. Will you be alright with him the rest of the way?

REBEL: If he doesn't collapse again.

MAIL BOY: Fine. Goodnight. (Goes back to the bar)

HAPPY: Come on Mr. Dowling.

BOSS: (Murmuring) Oh...uh…oh…uh…..urrgh…..

REBEL: Do you know where he lives?

HAPPY: Uh, no. Do you?

REBEL: Check his wallet.

They exit, carrying the BOSS' limp body with them. Lights and music fade. A spotlight comes on DSR. We hear the BOSS' drunken singing as HAPPY and REBEL drag him to his door.

BOSS: (Singing) / Show me the way to Muffy's home. I'm tired and she wants to go to bed. I had a few drinks about…a while ago and it's gone and left me dead…

HAPPY: Come on sir. Almost there. Almost there.

REBEL: Which one is it anyway?

HAPPY: (Pointing) I think it's that one.

They stop outside his door.

BOSS: Ooo. I'm home. (To HAPPY and REBEL) I just want to say, thank you very much for such a great night.

HAPPY: That's alright sir.

BOSS: No. Seriously. It was a really good night. I've had a great time. It was great….

REBEL: That's fine. Maybe you should sleep it off now.

BOSS: And I also want to say, that you two are nice girls. / Truly, truly nice girls. And I really mean that. I do, I do. I really do.

HAPPY: Thank you sir.

REBEL: That's nice of you sir.

BOSS: No you see. You may say it's the drink talking and all that crap! But, right, this is me talking to you now. Right?

HAPPY: Right sir.

BOSS: Right. Not some stupid old git, but the real me like. I love you. (Hugs them both) I love you all. I really do. (Starts getting teary) Sometimes. I don't know what I'd do without you. (Begins to snivel) Sorry.

They start patting him on the back.

REBEL: Don't worry about it.

BOSS: Oh. But I do. I really do love you. And I want this company to survive, I really mean that.  But you know, it can't without you two…

HAPPY: That's reassuring for us sir.

BOSS: Is it?*

HAPPY: *Yes.

REBEL: *Yes.

BOSS: (Wiping his tears) Well, that's good, that's good. I feel better now.

HAPPY: Goodnight sir.

BOSS: Goodnight? Are you sure you don't want to come in and see my cat Muffy?

REBEL: We have to go now.

BOSS: Oh, come in. I've got some brandy upstairs; we can drink that together 'til the sun comes up. What do you say? It would be a shame to end the night here.

HAPPY: We've got to go.

BOSS: Oh. Okay. 

REBEL: Goodnight.

They turn and leave.

BOSS: Goodnight again. (Pause) Everybody leaves me. (Sighs) Oh well. (Pause) At least Muffy won't. (Starts singing slowly as he exits) Oh what a night. Late December back in sixty-three. What a very special time for me. As I remember, what a night…

Lights fade to black.
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