Man Made

Scene 1

Mood music fades up. A single spotlight lights up on the BOSS, who sitting at his desk.

VOICE: What’s your job?

BOSS: I am the director of an accounting firm.

VOICE: How old are you?

BOSS: I am 35 years old. A good age for a job like mine.

VOICE: How did you get the job?

BOSS: I got a letter to my house from Head Office. The previous director had resigned and so I, with my good record as a trained accountant and a born leader, had to step into his shoes. I see a big future for this firm. We’ll be big, you mark my words.

VOICE: How long has the firm been going?

BOSS: It’s been a relatively small firm for ten years now. But, not soon. I have a gut feeling that next year the tides will turn and this firm will hit the jackpot. We’re going to be big. Of course, we do have to find some contacts first.

VOICE: What do you think of your employees?

BOSS: Oh, I love my staff. They’re the part of the job that makes it all happen. They’re very hard workers. Very, very hard workers. They do talk a little bit at times but when it comes down to it, they work. None are afraid of it, which of course makes the job much easier for me. This is why I believe we’re heading for the stars next year.

VOICE: How do you see your role within the office?

BOSS: I like to see myself as the father figure. I almost see it as a personal duty.

VOICE: Do you have a partner?

BOSS: No. 

VOICE: When did you last have a relationship?

BOSS: That’s slightly personal as a question, but I’ll answer it nevertheless. If I remember correctly, my last actual relationship was when I was 14. I met her in the summer holidays. God, she was ravishing!

VOICE: How long did it last for?

BOSS: My god, these are getting deep. Well, I do believe it lasted, um, two weeks. I was in Scouts and she was in the Girl guides. She was gorgeous in that uniform.

VOICE: Have you had any other relationships?

BOSS: No, I haven’t. But personally, at my time of life, relationships aren’t important to me. My firm and my employees are. 

VOICE: Do you socialise with anyone?

BOSS: I have a few old friends down at the social club. Well, I call them friends. They’re really just people I met there. Other than them, no one. 

VOICE: Do you live alone?

BOSS: No. I have my lovely cat Muffy to keep me company. I once had a cat called Fluffy. They made a great pair. Sadly, Fluffy was run over by a car. My car. I accidentally reversed into her as I pulled out of the drive. It was terrible. It took me ages to scrape her off my tyre.

VOICE: Do you consider yourself, manly?

BOSS: Not really. After all, I do own a female cat called Muffy.

VOICE: Were you an only child?

BOSS: Yes, and I was unplanned. My father used to always describe me as a nice idea for a person. My mother, she treated me well. I loved my parents. Sadly, they died six years ago. There was a house fire, they were trapped inside. A neighbour phoned the fire service out and when they arrived, my parents managed to break out. Unfortunately, they were in such a panic; they ran out of the house, across the drive and into the path of a fire engine. Splat! That was them. Tragic. If only the fire service had been called out later, they’d still be alive.

VOICE: How do you see your future?

BOSS: As I said before, we’re going all the way. With my leadership, courage and determination. My future is bright. Very, very bright.

VOICE: Doesn’t the future worry you?

BOSS: Why would it worry me?

VOICE: I’m asking you.

BOSS: My future. It’s grand. I’m grand. I’m good at what I do, I’m a natural. (Pause) Aren’t I?

VOICE: Are you?

BOSS: We’ll see.

VOICE: Isn’t there any other future for you?

BOSS: No.

VOICE: Do you want to leave this room?

BOSS: No.

Lights fade to black. Music fades out.

Scene 2

Lights up on an office setting. The BOSS enters and sits at his desk UCS.  He sits still in solitude for a minute, thinking.  The telephone rings, the BOSS jumps with excitement and picks up the receiver.

BOSS: Good morning.  Efficient Accountancy Ltd.  The most organised accountants firm in the country. How can I help you? (Pause) Yes? (Pause)  Okay, fax it through.

He slams the phone down and sits there twiddling his thumbs. REBEL enters and goes to take her seat, right from the BOSS.

BOSS: Good morning. Good morning.

REBEL: Hi. Sorry I’m late. Left the house five minutes ago.

BOSS: (Looking at his watch) Not at all, not at all. Two minutes before work officially starts.

REBEL: (Examining her watch) Oh. My watch must be slow.

BOSS: Well, being the man of the firm I am, my work has already started.

REBEL looks at BOSS, who is still twiddling his thumbs.

REBEL: Has it?

BOSS: Yes. A fax should be coming through any minute now?

BOSS stares over his shoulder at the fax machine, then looks back to REBEL.

BOSS: Yes. (Pause) Any minute now. How was your weekend?

REBEL: It was okay. Did a few good deeds as usual. Raised some cash at the car boot sale.

BOSS: Oh yes. Car boot sales. My favourite way to spend a Saturday. It’s amazing what you can find at those places when you really take the time to look.

REBEL: Yes. (Pause) Um, how was your weekend.

BOSS: Well, I must admit I didn’t attend such an event this weekend. I spent my Saturday fishing. Didn’t catch anything unfortunately, but that’s never the point of it for me. I enjoy the peace, the tranquillity, the soft sound of the river flow, the wind brushing through the trees, the beautiful reflection of the sun shining off the water…

REBEL: The isolation, the litter, the dog t…

BOSS: (Not listening) …Yes, that’s what I enjoy the most. A relaxing Saturday, fishing in the bright sunshine. (Pause) Shame it was raining.

BOSS gets up and walks to the fax machine.

BOSS: But, the day ended well with a good old game of Bingo at the local community centre.

REBEL: You play Bingo?

BOSS: No, I'm the caller. (Walks back to his desk) Fax hasn’t come through yet.

The BOSS sits down. He looks at his watch.

BOSS: Emily’s a bit late.

REBEL: She’s come back from holiday today, hasn’t she?

BOSS: Oh yeah. Where did she go?

REBEL: I’m not sure. (Pause) Somewhere nice no doubt.

PARANOID enters carrying a bag.

PARANOID: Morning everyone, sorry I’m late.

BOSS: That’s alright.

PARANOID: Have I missed anything?*

BOSS: *Nothing really. Just waiting for a fax to come through.

REBEL: *No, we’ve just been talking.

PARANOID: (To REBEL) Oh, that’s alright. I just popped to see Sheila on the way round here. She can’t come in today, she’s got the flu.

REBEL: Oh dear. / How long has she had it?

BOSS: That’s a rotten shame. Hang on, she may have faxed me about it. (Rushes over to the fax machine)

PARANOID: Since Friday evening. She looked a bit off colour when she left at five.

BOSS: (Going back to his desk) You were researching about flu, weren't you? How did it go?

PARANOID: Really well. I was here on the internet all Friday night looking at all these documents on flu research. Did you know, they’ve discovered hundreds of different strains of the same virus? 

BOSS: Oh dear.

REBEL: Wow.

PARANOID: There could be a worldwide epidemic in the next few months.

REBEL: Oh god.

BOSS: That’s a little worrying. Shouldn’t we have vaccines?

PARANOID: No. Gas masks. On Saturday, I rushed out and bought some. (Takes a gas mask from her bag) You see, what you do, is you put them over your head like this. (Puts it over her head) And it automatically shuts out all germs. You can then go about your daily life as normal without any worry. Though you do have to make sure the rubber is non-toxic. I wore it when I went to see Sheila a minute ago.

BOSS: Well I hope she gets better soon.

REBEL: Has she got a mask?

PARANOID: Now she has, yes.

HAPPY enters all excited and bubbly.

HAPPY: (Addressing them individually) Morning. Morning. Morning. I have had the greatest week ever. You wouldn’t believe it.

BOSS: Good holiday?

HAPPY: (To REBEL and PARANOID) What do you think of my tan?

REBEL: It’s good, / very nice.

PARANOID: Not bad. I thought you would’ve burnt.

HAPPY: Anyway, sorry I’m late, had to put my photographs in for development. I’ll show you them later, you’re going to be so jealous. Have you been busy?*

BOSS: Oh yes. / We’ve been very busy. Very, very busy.

REBEL: Not really, we’ve just talked.

PARANOID: *No, I’ve just got here myself.

HAPPY: Why are you wearing a gas mask?

REBEL: Sheila’s not well.

PARANOID: There’s a flu epidemic.

HAPPY: Oh dear. Never mind, she’ll be alright. She always is.

PARANOID: We won’t though. We’ll catch it too. 

BOSS: (Getting up) I wonder if that fax is in yet.

REBEL: She’s bought some gas masks for us.

PARANOID: (Handing gas masks out) Yes, put them on for god’s sake.

BOSS: (Returning to his desk) Still not in.

HAPPY: (Putting gas mask on) Ooo, it’s a snug fit. Mind you, I’m sure we’ll be fine without them.

BOSS: Yes, yes. You know, I really think we should start doing a bit of work now.

REBEL: I don’t mind wearing one as long as they haven’t been tested on monkeys. Or made by poor third world children.

HAPPY takes hers off and examines it.

HAPPY: It says, ‘Made in …(local town)…’

REBEL: Oh that’s alright. 

REBEL puts her gas mask on. HAPPY  follows suit.

BOSS: Now we’re all ready to work.

PARANOID: I’m not. My keyboard’s dirty. I’ll get blisters. I’m calling the cleaners. (Picks up her phone)

REBEL: Work, work, work. (Takes off her gas mask) I give too much of my time.

HAPPY: Never mind. (Looking at her watch) My photos will be ready in half an hour. How exciting.

The BOSS looks at them all.

BOSS: Oh. (Pause) I really don’t think gas masks are practical to work with in an office situation such as this. I find them rather distracting.
PARANOID: (Slamming the phone down) The bloody line’s crackling!

REBEL: (To BOSS) Is that fax through yet?

The BOSS gets up.

BOSS: I’ll just check.

HAPPY: (Takes off gas mask and picks up the phone) Hi. This is the Employment Agency. Can I help you please?

The MAIL BOY enters, carrying all the letters.

MAIL BOY: Good morning everybody.

PARANOID: Morning James. / You okay?

BOSS: Who are you? What are you doing in here? Get out.*

MAIL BOY: (To PARANOID) I’m alright. Why are you wearing a gas mask?**

HAPPY: Yes. Yes. And what’s your son’s name?

PARANOID: **Sheila’s ill. There’s going to be a flu epidemic. I’ve bought you one as well.

MAIL BOY: I’ll be alright, thanks.

REBEL: *It’s James, the mail boy.

BOSS returns to his desk and sits down.

BOSS: Oh yes, so he is.

PARANOID: (Picks up the phone) Hello. / Complaints department. What can I help you with?

MAIL BOY: (Handing out the mail) Here’s your mail. / Here you go. There you are …. (etc.)

HAPPY: Well, I’m afraid his application was rejected. But never mind. Better luck next time, hey?

REBEL: (To MAIL BOY) How was your weekend James?

MAIL BOY: It was quite good. I did a bungee jump for charity. / Raised about £250.*

HAPPY: I’m sorry you feel that way, but there’s nothing we can do. / I’m sure he’ll have better luck if you…

PARANOID: I’m sorry, that’s not my department. Hence, not my fault. 

REBEL: *Oh that’s good. I raised about, um…£400 at the car boot sale.

MAIL BOY: Well done.*

HAPPY: Okay, bye. (Puts phone down) There’s just no pleasing some people. Never mind. / That’s the way the cookie crumbles.**

PARANOID: It’s not my fault, so sod off! (Slams phone down and rips off gas mask) God, why has everything got to be my fault? I hate this job sometimes.

BOSS: *I did a spot of fishing this weekend. Didn’t catch anything. But it was fun nevertheless.

REBEL: **James raised £250 on the bungee jump.

HAPPY: Oh, that’s excellent. How high was it?*

PARANOID: Bungee jumping? (Pause) That sounds dangerous.

MAIL BOY: *About 200 feet.

HAPPY: Well done. I would love to do that.

BOSS: It all sounds marvellous. / But we really should start thinking about doing some work now. (Decides to get on to the accounts at his own accord)

PARANOID: / It sounds too dangerous to me. You wouldn’t get me doing it. I could burst an eye vessel, or …. (Picks up phone) What?

REBEL: Huh. 200 feet. Try 300 love. That takes real balls. I raised, oh must be about £1000 doing that. One of the best things I’ve done for charity. If only I could raise that money for myself.*

HAPPY: That's quite amazing.

REBEL: It's not bad. 

MAIL BOY: *(To BOSS) Here's your mail, sir.

BOSS: Thank you son.

REBEL starts opening her mail. 

PARANOID: Sorry, can't hear you. La la la la! (Slams down phone) This line's crap, I'm complaining to the technicians. (Picks up phone and dials)

The BOSS continues with his work. The MAIL BOY spots a mistake.

MAIL BOY: You spelt that wrong.

BOSS: (Looking up) I beg your pardon.

MAIL BOY: You spelt that wrong, sir.

BOSS: Excuse me boy, but I am quite capable of spelling 'pound'. Thank you very much.

MAIL BOY: It says 'pond'.

BOSS looks at his mistake. He looks back up to MAIL BOY.

BOSS: I think you're forgetting who you're talking to.

HAPPY: James, could you do me a favour?

MAIL BOY: (Going to HAPPY) Yes?

The BOSS discreetly tears off his page, screws it up and throws it in the bin.

HAPPY: My photos will be ready soon. Could you pop out and get them for me?

MAIL BOY: Yeah, okay.

HAPPY hands him a receipt.

HAPPY: Thanks James. They're already paid for.

MAIL BOY:  No problem.

BOSS: Um, boy.

REBEL: James!

BOSS: Uh, yes … boy James. Could you fetch me some tea?

MAIL BOY: Yes, sir.

BOSS: (Handing MAIL BOY a diagram) This is how I like it. One and three-quarters of sugar. Stir the teabag round the cup until all the flavour is married with the hot water, then add three teaspoons of milk. Make sure the water is 100 degrees centigrade, and don't forget the hobnobs. (Starts opening)

MAIL BOY: Fine. Okay.

HAPPY: James, could you be a darling and get me one too.

MAIL BOY: (Holding up diagram) Like this?

HAPPY: James, you know how I like it?

MAIL BOY turns sheepishly to REBEL and PARANOID.

MAIL BOY: Anything for you ladies?*

REBEL: *Hot chocolate from the vending machine. (Gives MAIL BOY change, he counts it)

PARANOID: *No. Caffeine's bad. (Slams down phone) Bloody technicians! I hate them! I'm calling my mum. (Picks up phone and dials)

MAIL BOY: So that's tea, tea, hot chocolate and nothing. Right.

MAIL BOY goes to exit.

HAPPY: Don't forget my photos James.

MAIL BOY: I won't. I'll get them after.*

HAPPY: *Thank you. (Excited, opens her mail)

PARANOID: *(Holds her mail out to MAIL BOY) James, could you send this down to the lab to test before I open it.

MAIL BOY sighs and takes the mail.

MAIL BOY: Yes. (Quickly exits)

HAPPY: (Opening a letter) It's from head office.

PARANOID: Come on. Pick up.

REBEL: (Opening a letter) I've got one from head office as well.

BOSS: (Opening a letter) Oh look, this one's from … this office. / There's going to be a party.*

REBEL: What?

HAPPY: *Really? Oh great.

PARANOID: Pick up, / you old bag.

BOSS: (Reading) You have been heartedly invited to an office party in your office. It'll be tomorrow night, starting 7 pm prompt. Food and drink provided. Yours faithfully, Mr. I Dowling.

HAPPY: You wrote the letter?

BOSS: I certainly did.

REBEL: And addressed it to yourself?

BOSS: I wanted it to be a surprise.

REBEL sniggers.

HAPPY: It is. An office party. / Sounds great. We've never had an office party in here.

REBEL: In this office? Can't we afford a proper venue?

BOSS: Do you know how expensive they are? Look, I promise you, when this company makes it big and we start raking it in; we'll have a proper party then. Besides, at the moment there's only four of us to accommodate.

HAPPY: Five.

BOSS: Pardon?

HAPPY: There's James as well.

BOSS: Oh yes. Him. Maybe. (Pause) Actually no.

HAPPY: What? Why not?

REBEL: Can we invite our own guests?

BOSS: Yes, you can invite the maximum of one.

HAPPY: I'll invite James then.

REBEL: Yeah, I'll invite him too.

REBEL and HAPPY smirk at each other, the BOSS doesn't notice.

HAPPY: What's the occasion?

BOSS: Nothing really. It's just that we work so hard in this office all the time; I think we could do with letting our hair down a bit. You know, relax. Take it easy. Something we don't do enough of in this office. (Pause) Hmm, I'm not sure who'll I'll invite. Can't exactly invite Muffy. Or poor old Fluffy.

HAPPY: You could invite James.

BOSS: (Coldly) I could. (Looks towards the fax machine) Oh, the fax is in. Finally.

BOSS goes to fax machine.

REBEL: God, I'm parched. (Goes back to her letter)

HAPPY: (Going back to my letter) Ooo, I can't wait 'til my photos come in!

PARANOID: (Impatient) Come on, pick up.

HAPPY: (To PARANOID) Hey, Polly. There's going to be an office party tomorrow night.

PARANOID: (Sarcastic) Halleluiah!

The BOSS reads the fax and looks stunned. HAPPY finishes reading, looking depressed. REBEL looks unmoved by hers.

HAPPY: (Pause) I don't believe it. Head office … are going to …

BOSS: … shut us down.

HAPPY: (Pause) Oh, but they won't. They can't.

REBEL: They can. I suppose it was inevitable.

HAPPY: (Going back to her letter) It doesn't say when. It might not happen.

BOSS: It says on my copy in the New Year. (Returning to his desk and sitting down) Unless we pull in the target figures by Christmas, we’ll be finished. (Pulls down a chart) That gives us ten weeks.

HAPPY: We'll manage.

REBEL: Maybe. Maybe not.

PARANOID: (Slamming the phone down and throwing it across the office) Sod it! What’s the point! I hate my mum sometimes.

The MAIL BOY enters with the hot drinks.

HAPPY: James. 

MAIL BOY: Yes?

HAPPY: Would you like to come to an office party?

MAIL BOY: Party? When?
HAPPY: Tomorrow night.

BOSS: Did you bring the hobnobs?

MAIL BOY: Sorry. I forgot them.

PARANOID: (Starts crying) We're gonna lose our jobs. / Where's Sheila when you need her?

BOSS: Not necessarily.

REBEL: We probably will. Even you James.

HAPPY: We might not.

MAIL BOY: To be honest with you, it doesn't matter to me. I'm leaving in the New Year. (To HAPPY) About that party, you're on. I'll put it in my diary. (Pause) Tea’s up.

All characters freeze. After a pause, all, except the MAIL BOY put their gas masks on. Lights fade to black.

Scene 2a

Mood music fades up. A single spotlight lights up on PARANOID at her desk.

VOICE: Why are you always so paranoid?

PARANOID: Why do you want to know?

VOICE: Are you afraid of people?

PARANOID: No. 

VOICE: What frightens you the most?

PARANOID: Germs. Epidemics. (Pause) Death.

VOICE: How old are you?

PARANOID: 38.

VOICE: Where do you live?

PARANOID: In a bedsit. I live with my mother. She’s ill sadly.

VOICE: Was it this which sparked off your fascination with disease?

PARANOID: No. I would say it’s more a fear of impending death. After all, none of us may be here tomorrow.

VOICE: Do you ever leave the bedsit?

PARANOID: Only when I go to work.

VOICE: Do you go out for anything else?

PARANOID: No.

VOICE: Not even shopping?

PARANOID: I buy everything I need on internet shopping. I’m sure without it, I probably wouldn’t survive. I perish the thought.

VOICE: Did you get your gas masks from the internet?

PARANOID: Yes. Though I made sure they were decent by sending them to the Science Research Lab.

VOICE: Aren’t you be worried about technology?

PARANOID: Well, I do have a special radiation screen for my computer monitor to protect my eyes, and my mobile phone has a large speaker connection so I don’t fry my brain. But, really, technology is my only friend. Nature isn’t.

VOICE: Apart from your workmates, do you have any friends?

PARANOID: No. Though I don’t really consider my workmates friends.

VOICE: Have you ever had a boyfriend?

PARANOID: No. My mother always told me men were bad news. And they are. As she said about my father, ‘Nothing but trouble. Useless, with no respect.’ Of course, my father’s no longer a problem for her. (Pause) He’s dead. Strange really. He was such a healthy man. 

VOICE: Did you like your father?

PARANOID: (Vacant) No.

VOICE: Don’t you like any men?

PARANOID: Well, I suppose my boss at work is okay for a man.

VOICE: How do you see your future?

PARANOID: Bleak.

VOICE: Are you afraid of life?

No answer.

VOICE: (Insistent) Are you afraid of life?

PARANOID: (Pause) Yes.

VOICE: Do you want to leave this room?

 PARANOID: (Pause) I can’t.

Spotlight and music slowly fade out.

Scene 3

Full lights fade up on the office setting. The lighting is slightly dimmer to establish that it’s the evening. The BOSS is dressed in a smarter suit. He goes about making the preparations for the office party, i.e. puts out bottles lemonade and glasses on his desk, checks the fax machine, makes sure the music is ready to go:

BOSS: Put the drinks out there. They can hang their coats over there. No faxes yet, well it’s early days. I’m sure they’ll all like a bit of Elvis. (Looks at his watch) They should be here any minute. 

He sticks up a schedule for the parties’ events UCS, which reads:

7.00 pm  All Arrive – Pour out drinks, informal chit chat

7.10 pm  Bring out nibbles and main buffet

7.20 pm  Put on music, start dancing

7.30 pm  Play a few fun games

7.45 pm  More dancing, drinking, eating

8.00 pm  Speeches – Starting with Mr. I. Dowling, to include thank yous etc.

8.20 pm  Bingo

8.50 pm  Dancing

9.20 pm  Finish night with a jolly old round of Cribbage

10.00 pm  End of party – Goodnight! 

BOSS: There. Can’t have a party without a damn fine schedule.

REBEL enters.

REBEL: Hi.

BOSS: Hello Treley. Everything alright?

REBEL: Yes, fine. (Taking off coat) Oh. I see I’m the first one here.

BOSS: You always are. In fact, you’re a little early.

REBEL: I wanted to get here on time. 

BOSS: You only live around the corner.

REBEL: I just did a sponsored walk to the office. I’m hoping to raise about £50 for ‘Help The Aged’. Well, once I walk back.

BOSS: Who’s sponsoring you?

REBEL: A couple of elderly people on the old estate.

BOSS: Oh, I’m sorry. Can I take your coat?

REBEL: (Hands coat to BOSS) Yes. Thanks.

BOSS: I like to make my guests feel welcome. (Turns to fax machine) Oh. A fax has come through. (Hangs REBEL’s coat up and rushes to the fax machine) 

REBEL stares at the party schedule on the wall.

BOSS: (Reading the fax) Oh look. It says, ‘Have a great party tonight’. Isn’t that sweet?

REBEL: Who sent that? Head office?

BOSS: No, I did. (Sticks it by the party schedule) I think I’ll stick here.

REBEL: Party schedule? (Chuckles) That’s brilliant.

BOSS: Yes it is. It was my idea.

REBEL: It’s very funny. I didn’t think you had a sense of humour.

BOSS: I’m not sure what you mean. All parties need a schedule. Otherwise they’d end up being boring, wild, unpredictable affairs, where everything goes to pot. I don’t run this firm like that; I’m certainly not going to run a party as such either.

HAPPY enters with a bag full of bubbly.

HAPPY: Evening everyone.*

BOSS: *Good evening, Emily. Ready for a bit of a stonker?

REBEL: *Hi. Oh, what have you got there?

HAPPY: (Takes out the bottles) Just a couple of bottles of cheap plonk.

REBEL: Oh nice. / I’m sorry I didn’t bring any booze, I didn’t have enough money. Well, plonk it over there with the … um, lemonade.*

BOSS: Oh. I wasn’t expecting us to be drinking alcoholic beverages tonight. (Picks up a bottle of lemonade) I’ve got his fine lemonade here. Not the cheap fodder from the supermarkets, but the real deal.

HAPPY: *Great. (Puts the cheap wine with the lemonade) No offence, Mr. Dowling..

BOSS: Please. You can call me Ian tonight.

HAPPY: Oh, okay. No offence, Ian. But I prefer alcohol to lemonade on occasions like this. I enjoy myself easier.

BOSS: Trust me. You won’t need vile cocktails to enjoy yourself at my parties. Now, you two help yourself to lemonade while I take your coat. 

The BOSS takes HAPPY’s coat and hands her the bottle of lemonade with two glasses. While he turns his back to hang up her coat, HAPPY puts down the lemonade and opens a bottle of wine.

BOSS: (Looks at his watch) Oh, where’s Polly? It’s five past seven. We’ll be behind schedule. It says, '7.00 pm. All arrive'.

HAPPY and REBEL sip the wine.

HAPPY: Is that a schedule for the party tonight?

BOSS: Oh yes. Every great party needs a schedule. What do you think? I’m sure you had something like this on your holiday.

HAPPY: Well…

PARANOID enters.

PARANOID: Hello everyone.* 

HAPPY: *Hello. You alright?

REBEL: *Hi.

BOSS: *Oh. About time, Polly. (Shows his watch) / We were almost behind schedule.

PARANOID: Sorry I’m late. I went to see Sheila on the way. See if she was up for a party.

BOSS: Oh. Not to worry. How is she?

PARANOID: Not up at all. Still bed bound, aching all over. / Rotten cough. I am worried about her.*

BOSS: Oh dear. What a shame. I hope she gets well soon.

HAPPY: I bet you are. / She’ll be alright though. Shame she’s not here. Who’s going to photocopy bits of their anatomy?*

REBEL: That’s not good. 

PARANOID: *My mother’s got the flu as well now.*

BOSS: *Oh goodness. Dear oh dear.

REBEL: *I am sorry.

HAPPY: *Oh no. (Pause) Hasn’t she been wearing a gas mask?

PARANOID: No. Stupid me forgot to give one to her.

BOSS: Well not to worry. Let’s not let it spoil our night.

PARANOID: She was going to be my party guest.

The BOSS looks embarrassed. HAPPY and REBEL aren’t sure were to put themselves. PARANOID takes her coat off and hands it to the BOSS. She then goes to pour herself some lemonade, checking the bottle and the glass carefully.
BOSS: (Points to REBEL and HAPPY) Well, they don’t have any guests either.

HAPPY: Actually we do.

BOSS: What?

REBEL: We invited James.

BOSS: James? Who’s James?

REBEL: The mail boy.

BOSS: Mail boy? We have a mail boy?

HAPPY: Yes. James. He delivers the mail every morning.

BOSS: Oh him. Coming to this party? Really, we don’t need a mail boy here…

MAIL BOY enters with a bag full of cans.

MAIL BOY: Hello everyone.*

BOSS: *…Oh hello James my fine fellow. Fancy some lemonade?

REBEL: *Hi.

HAPPY: *Hello James. Glad you’re here.

MAIL BOY: No thanks. I’ve already got a few cans.*

MAIL BOY goes to put his cans on the desk with the rest of the drinks. HAPPY approaches him. REBEL goes to talk to PARANOID who is cautiously sipping her drink, checking it with litmus paper.

HAPPY: (To MAIL BOY) I’m glad you came, / it would’ve been a big shame if we’d missed you out.***

REBEL: (To PARANOID) Have you seen the schedule?**

BOSS: *Oh. Well, remember, there’s plenty of lemonade for everyone, so don’t be afraid to help yourselves. (Pause) Now. (Looks at his schedule) Oh. Time for the nibbles everyone. (He goes to the fax machine and rummages around)

PARANOID: **(Dismissive) Oh yeah. (Sniffs her drink) I think this is non-acidic. Though I do have to be careful. I could rot my insides for all I know.**

 MAIL BOY: ***Well. I suppose you can’t have an office party without a mail boy. Or someone as nice as you.***

REBEL: **Oh. Of course.

HAPPY: ***Oh…..

The BOSS reveals the buffet on the table by the fax machine.

BOSS: Nibbles!

HAPPY: Oh great. / Lovely.

REBEL: Brilliant. I feel a little peckish.

MAIL BOY: I’m starving.

All, apart from PARANOID, rush for the buffet and help themselves.

BOSS: That’s it people. Don’t be shy. Help yourselves to as much as you want and remember, there’s plenty of lemonade.

HAPPY: (Filling her plate) Hmm. / I love pineapple and cheese on cocktail sticks.*

BOSS: (Going to the hi-fi system) Right. Let’s get this party cracking with a bit of music. Everyone like Elvis? (He puts on Elvis)

PARANOID: *(Moving further away) They’re toothpicks.

REBEL: *I don’t like them myself. This cold pizza’s nice though. Oh, and sausage rolls. They’re gorgeous.

The MAIL BOY goes to take something that HAPPY also goes for. He stops and looks up at her.

MAIL BOY: Oh. Sorry. You take it.

HAPPY: No. That’s alright James. You can have it.*

MAIL BOY: (Takes it) Thanks.

REBEL: *(To BOSS) Is that Elvis playing?**

PARANOID: My mother likes Elvis. Bless her.

HAPPY notices the music and approaches the hi-fi.

BOSS: **It most certainly is. Get the old party fever going.

HAPPY: Have you got anything more upbeat?

The MAIL BOY opens one his cans and starts drinking.

BOSS: Upbeat? What’s more upbeat than ‘Blue Suede Shoes’ and ‘Hound Dog’? / Certainly not that jungle or garage or gunge rubbish. No. Elvis is the king. The music these kids listen to today isn't even the peasant’s dogsbody.*

REBEL: Quite a lot believe it or not.

PARANOID: (To MAIL BOY) Some music contains hidden messages. Like, ‘Love your mother, kill your father’.

MAIL BOY: Oh…right. I listen to indie and rock myself. (Takes a quick sip of his drink and looks at the rota)

HAPPY: *Well, how about we play some seventies floor fillers. You know, disco classics.*

REBEL: Yeah. I would personally prefer that to this.

PARANOID: (To herself) Why did my father die? (Sips her lemonade)

BOSS: *Oh no. I don’t have anything like that I’m afraid.

The MAIL BOY goes up to the BOSS. HAPPY goes to look at the CDs. REBEL joins her.

HAPPY: Well, do you have anything else apart from this?*

PARANOID: How did he? I can never remember. (Sips more of her lemonade)

REBEL: (To HAPPY) What has he got?

BOSS: *I do have some Bob Dylan, and of course…

The MAIL BOY taps him on the shoulder.
PARANOID: The answer my friend is blowing in the wind. / (Finishes her drink) I need some wine. (Pours some wine for herself)

MAIL BOY: (Pointing at the rota) Um … we’re late for dancing.

BOSS: What? What are you talking about boy? That’s not until…

MAIL BOY: … 7.20 pm?

BOSS: Oh. Yes. (Cheerfully) It’s 7.20 pm folks, it’s time for a bit of dancing. I tell you, I do love getting down to a few old Elvis classics.

HAPPY: (Looking excited at a CD find) You’ve got a sixties compilation album. Can we play that?

BOSS: Oh, well, maybe. / But don’t you all like Elvis?

REBEL: I love the sixties. The music’s always so lively and happy.*

PARANOID: The sixties depressed me. My mother never liked the music. (Downs her wine and pours some more)

HAPPY: *Let’s put it on. I’ll put in my favourites. You’ll love ‘em, I promise.

MAIL BOY: I’ll go with that. I don’t really know much of Elvis anyway.

BOSS: I can’t see what’s so wrong with Elvis.

HAPPY puts the CD on. Both her and REBEL start dancing.

BOSS: Well, I suppose I’d better join in with the jive. (Joins them, dancing badly)

The MAIL BOY sits on the sideline, sipping his beer.

HAPPY: Come on James, dance.

REBEL: And you Polly.

PARANOID: (A little slurry) No, you can dance. I might break a leg.

BOSS: Oh don’t be party poopers you two, come on. We don’t want boring people at this party.

HAPPY: I need more drink.

REBEL: Me too.

They both go to the BOSS’ desk to top up, leaving the BOSS dancing on his own.

BOSS: I can still move, even after all these years. They love me down at the Social Club. Come on Polly, come on James.

MAIL BOY: It’s alright.

PARANOID: I can’t dance.

BOSS: (Dancing more excitedly) Nonsense. Everyone can dance.

REBEL returns to dance.

BOSS: See? Look at Treley. (To REBEL) Would you care for a dance my dear?

HAPPY grabs the MAIL BOY’s hand and drags him to dance.

HAPPY: Come on James, dance with me.

REBEL downs her drink.

REBEL: Hang on. I need another top-up. (Goes for more)

BOSS: (Examining his glass) I need some more too. Oh, I love this lemonade. (Joins REBEL)

The MAIL BOY is having trouble dancing to the music. HAPPY smiles at him.

HAPPY: This isn’t your sort of music, is it?

MAIL BOY: No. Not really.

HAPPY: What sort do you listen to?

MAIL BOY: (Glances at the BOSS, then looks back grinning) Peasant’s music.

HAPPY glances at the BOSS herself, who is pouring his lemonade and proposing a toast to REBEL. PARANOID is slouched in the background downing more wine and getting more drunk. HAPPY looks back at the MAIL BOY.

HAPPY: Oh don’t worry about the boss. He’s just passionate about things he likes. He automatically expects everyone to like the same.

MAIL BOY: (Referring to the rota) I can see he’s very keen on ‘party organisation’.

HAPPY: (Chuckling) Oh. I don’t think we’ll be sticking to that as the evening goes along.

The BOSS  and REBEL rejoin them. BOSS looks at his watch, and then at the rota.

BOSS: Right! 7.30. Time for fun and games.

REBEL: Sounds like fun. / (To PARANOID) Come on Polly, join in.*

HAPPY: How about we play ‘Twister’?**

PARANOID: *(Quite drunk) Okay. (She joins the rest)

BOSS: **Sorry. Don’t have that. No. I was thinking more of, musical statues.

REBEL: What?

HAPPY: Right, okay then.

PARANOID: (Goes to sit down) Statues. No. No. No. Statues. Not statues.

BOSS: Yes. Come on. Look lively. It’s fun, fun, fun. 

REBEL: Can we just dance, drink and chill?*

HAPPY: Yeah, I’m not sure about…

BOSS: *No. Now, what you have to do is dance, and when the music stops…

MAIL BOY: They know how to play.

The BOSS looks taken aback by the MAIL BOY.

PARANOID: (Slouching to one side, very drunk) I hate statues.

BOSS: Right! Now… Polly, not playing?

PARANOID: Statues aren’t natural. Well, I suppose, no… they’re okay… they’re….they’re okay.

BOSS: So are you playing?

PARANOID: No, I’ll just … do the … music. (Pause) It's not sixties, is it? (Pause) Oh no, it's sixties.

REBEL: She’s had too much lemonade.

BOSS: Fair enough. You can do the music, and you can also judge to see who’s out. It’s all in your capable hands, Polly.

REBEL: This should be fun.

BOSS: Are we ready to play?

HAPPY: Yeah, why not?

BOSS: Okay. Dance.

They all dance pretty badly. REBEL and HAPPY down their drinks simultaneously. 

BOSS: Ready when you are Polly.

PARANOID: (Leaning over the hi-fi) Statues.

PARANOID stops the music. They all freeze. PARANOID, still leant over, falls to sleep. The rest remain frozen. PARANOID begins to snore. The rest still remain frozen. HAPPY bursts out laughing.

HAPPY: I’m sorry. I can’t …. I’m sorry. 

HAPPY puts her hand to her mouth, her laugh intensifies. PARANOID awakes and looks up at her.

PARANOID: You’re out.

Everyone else relaxes.

HAPPY: I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. (Keeps laughing)

PARANOID: Doesn’t matter, you’re out.

HAPPY: (Still laughing) Sorry. I just lost it.

REBEL: I’m not surprised. She fell asleep.

BOSS: Did she? Interesting. Still, you’re the first out Emily.

HAPPY goes to the desk for more drink. PARANOID falls back to sleep again.

HAPPY: I need some more drink.

The MAIL BOY smiles. REBEL starts giggling herself.

BOSS: Right. Ready for round two?

REBEL keeps laughing. HAPPY finishes a bottle on her own.

BOSS: Treley? Ready?

REBEL: (Calms herself) Yeah, sorry.

BOSS: Okay. Music maestro.

PARANOID: (Awakes again) Yep. (Puts music on)

The remaining people dance. 

BOSS: Are we all having fun? I know I am.

PARANOID goes to sleep again. HAPPY bends double unable to stop laughing. Blackout. 

Scene 3a

Mood music plays. A single spotlight fades up on REBEL at her desk. 

VOICE: How old are you?

REBEL: 27.

VOICE: Are you single?

REBEL: What makes you so interested?

VOICE: Answer the question.

REBEL: Yes.

VOICE: Do you live alone?

REBEL: No. I live with my parents. 

VOICE: You seem to be constantly broke….

REBEL: That's right. I'm always giving to this cause and that charity. I never keep anything I raise to myself.

VOICE: And your wages?

REBEL: I work for a charity organisation, so my salary isn't great. Most of it goes towards bills and living cost. I always have very little to myself.

VOICE: You said you lived with your parents. 

REBEL: (Pause) Yes.

VOICE: Don't they provide for you?

REBEL: (Pause) Well. I can't expect them to lay everything out on a plate for me. I have to pay my way.

VOICE: So is living with your parents a want or a need?

REBEL: I live with my parents because I can't afford to live on my own.

VOICE: And that's because you give so much to charity?

REBEL: Yes. It's part of my job, and something I enjoy doing.

VOICE: How long have you worked in this office?

REBEL: Four years. Before that I was a student accountant. I didn't enjoy that, but my parents wanted me to do it. I couldn't stand it.

VOICE: Why?

REBEL: Because it meant I would be working with arrogant, selfish bastards, who have all the money they want, not giving to anyone. Sickening.

VOICE: Do you give as statement against the system?

REBEL: More to make myself feel better.

VOICE: What's your opinion of your boss?

REBEL: I like him. He's a nice, friendly guy. He's slightly eccentric, but he means well. It's what makes him, him. (Pause) And I wouldn't put it past him, but I think he might be gay.

VOICE: Do you have a boyfriend?

REBEL: I had a boyfriend for two years but we split up.

VOICE: When?

REBEL: Six months ago.

VOICE: Why?

REBEL: (Sighs) Well he didn't like all the charity work I did. He said I gave too much, told me it was my main weakness.

VOICE: No other reason?

REBEL: No.

VOICE: Are you sure?

REBEL: I'm not a lesbian!

VOICE: Are you happy?

REBEL: Yes. I am when I make other people happy. I always like to see everybody else happy, before I am.

VOICE: Are you unhappy?

REBEL: What about?

VOICE: I'm asking you.

REBEL: (Pause) I could say I'm not happy with the fact I don't have much money of my own. But, my misery is someone else's happiness. It's contradictory, but when everyone else in the world is happy, then I’ll be.

VOICE: Have you ever been accused of being pompous?

REBEL: I don't believe I am. I just like giving. It's what makes me tick. People can say what they like about me. I don't care.

VOICE: Why do you give so much and not take?

REBEL: Because that would mean I'm selfish, wouldn't it?

VOICE: I'm asking you.

REBEL: It would. I'm a selfless person. As I said, people say it's my weakness, but I believe it makes me stronger than anyone else.

VOICE: What do your parents think about you?

REBEL: They care for me as parents are meant to. I'm part of a rich family, they work in the oil trade. My father rakes in a hell of a lot a year. I live with them in a big, nice house with a beautiful garden. I love being with them. They provide everything for me. They appreciate what I'm doing for others. They say I am just trying to give to others what I have. The world can be so unfair.

VOICE: Are you happy?

REBEL: When everyone else in the world is, I will.

VOICE: Are you happy?

REBEL: No.

VOICE: Do you want to leave this room?

REBEL: I can't.

Lights fade to black. Music fades out. Lights come back up full. REBEL and HAPPY are drunk, both giggling and doing the twist. The BOSS is preparing himself to make a speech. The MAIL BOY is sitting at the side looking very bored. PARANOID is lying under the desk, passed out.

HAPPY: This is so funny. What are we like?

REBEL: Well, I'm pissed.

HAPPY: I'd noticed. I do feel a little tipsy myself. (Looks at PARANOID) Look at Polly. She's gone.

REBEL: Maybe someone should walk her home.

HAPPY: Nah. She'll be alright. (Looks at MAIL BOY) Come on James, you miserable bastard. Join in. It's the twist.

MAIL BOY: No, it's alright. I'm quite enjoying watching you two do it.

REBEL: (Grabs hold of MAIL BOY) Oi, come on bashful.

MAIL BOY: (Reluctantly) If I'm bashful, is she sleepy? (Points to PARANOID)

REBEL: No. She's pissed.

BOSS: (Looks at his watch) Almost eight o' clock. Where's Polly?

REBEL: And, I'm Snow White. (Points to HAPPY) She's a witch. 

BOSS: (Looking under the desk) Polly? Can you turn the music off for me?

HAPPY: No. I'm Snow White and you're the witch. (Pulls MAIL BOY away)

BOSS: (Nudging her) Polly. Wake up. Come on.

REBEL: Um, no. (Pulls MAIL BOY back)

BOSS: Polly. It's almost speech time. Come on, a party's no place to sleep.

HAPPY: Um, yes. (Pulls MAIL BOY)

BOSS: Oh dear. Did you drink the lemonade? (Lifts up her head)

REBEL: Um! No! (Pulls MAIL BOY back)

BOSS: (Drops PARANOID's head) Obviously not.

HAPPY: Um! Yes! (Pulls MAIL BOY back)

MAIL BOY: Um. Bye.*

The MAIL BOY goes to collect his cans.

BOSS: James, my boy. Can you turn the music off for me? I'm about to make a speech.**

REBEL: *You scared him off you witch.

HAPPY: No. You scared him off you witch.

REBEL: No…

Song changes.

HAPPY: Oh, I love this one.

REBEL: It's a classic. So uplifting. 

They dance excitedly. 

MAIL BOY: **I'm afraid I'm going now.

BOSS: Well, if you'd just turn it off on your way out. Thank you.

MAIL BOY: (Collecting up his remaining cans) Okay then. Goodnight, Ian.

BOSS: That's Mr. Dowling to you, son.

MAIL BOY: Yes, sir. (Walks past REBEL and PARANOID) Goodnight, ladies.*

BOSS: Excuse me, James. You forgot the music.

HAPPY: *Oh, you going?

REBEL: *Oh. Oh not staying?

MAIL BOY: Got to go. Sorry.

HAPPY: Okay. Well, goodnight then. / See you tomorrow.

REBEL: Yeah. Goodnight James.

Both REBEL and HAPPY fight over kissing the MAIL BOY on the cheek.

BOSS: (Approaching the struggle) Really girls, he's not worth fighting over. And you need to higher your standards Treley. He's far too young for you.

REBEL: I don't care. I'm drunk.

HAPPY: I'm drunk too, and I'm the right age for him.

BOSS: Oh dear, oh dear. God help us at Christmas. / I have to say, you do worry me at times, staff.

MAIL BOY: Look. Ladies, ladies. Please. One at a time. Treley.

REBEL pecks him on the cheek.

MAIL BOY: (Turns to HAPPY) And Emily.

HAPPY grabs hold of him and tries to give him a big snog. He pulls back.

BOSS: Come on you over excited young girl. Treat the lad with some respect. Don't suffocate him.

HAPPY: No. I want a snog. / Cheap wine makes me horny.*

MAIL BOY: Maybe when you're not quite so drunk.

BOSS: *I beg your pardon. Really. I've never heard of such a thing in this office. Whatever you may be, it's certainly no excuse for slobbering obscenities at the boy. Plus, you're subjecting the rest of us to it. I’m shocked and appalled.

HAPPY: (Referring to the BOSS) Well, he's one who hasn't had it in a while.

The BOSS gasps. REBEL drags him away. HAPPY goes for the MAIL BOY again. He frantically pulls away giving her quick excuses to leave.

BOSS: Well, I never…

REBEL: Don't worry about her, sir. She's drunk. She doesn't mean what she says.

BOSS: You're drunk too.

REBEL: Not as drunk as her. (Looks at PARANOID) Or her.

BOSS: (Frantically looks at his watch) Oh no. It's past eight. I've missed my speech. (Rushes up to the hi-fi)

HAPPY: Come on. Just one.

The MAIL BOY halts and looks at HAPPY for a second.

BOSS: How do you turn this off?

MAIL BOY: Oh, okay.

HAPPY leaps on him, giving him a massive snog. The BOSS turns on the radio by accident. It blares out heavy mental really loud, making HAPPY and the MAIL BOY part suddenly.

BOSS: What the hell?

REBEL goes to help the BOSS.

HAPPY: Woo!

MAIL BOY: (Jokingly) Air!

HAPPY: (Looking off balance) That was … nice. It's made me even more light headed. Wait 'til I get outside. (Swallows slightly) Oh. I'm all flustered. I think I might have to go now too.

MAIL BOY: Do you want me to walk you home?

HAPPY: You don't have to. (Pause) Why, which way are you going?

MAIL BOY: The same way as you.

HAPPY: Yeah?

MAIL BOY: Well…now I am.

REBEL manages to get the music off.

REBEL: There.

BOSS: Marvellous.

HAPPY: I'd better take my wine with me.

MAIL BOY: It's all gone. (Offering his bag of cans) You can have my beer if you want.

HAPPY snatches the bag. REBEL joins them.

HAPPY: Thank you. You're so nice.

BOSS: Now. Listen up everyone. I'm going to make a speech. / It'll mainly be based on tonight, and the future ahead of this firm. Hello? Everyone, are you listening? You'll want to hear this, this does concern all of you. (Looking down at PARANOID) Even you, Polly. Hello? Come on everyone, the speech is already late.

REBEL: (To HAPPY) You going as well?

HAPPY: Yes. James is walking me home.

REBEL: Ahh. (Pause) I think I'll go too. We're out of wine anyway.

HAPPY: (Referring to PARANOID) Will she be alright?

MAIL BOY: Mr. Dowling will probably get her home.

REBEL: Or he'll leave her asleep in the office. Then at least she'll be at work before any of us tomorrow.

HAPPY: (Laughs) He probably would. Oh well. Let's go. Night, Mr. Dowling.

BOSS: What? Are you going already? (Walks up to them)

REBEL: Sorry, Ian. We're all a bit tired now.

HAPPY: And I'm drunk.

BOSS: But we've still got the speeches, the bingo, and not forgetting the good old Cribbage.

HAPPY: Sorry. We've got to go. Goodnight. (Pecks BOSS on the cheek)

MAIL BOY: Night, sir.

BOSS: But it's our office party. I prepared it special.

REBEL: Sorry. Bye. (Kisses BOSS on the lips)

The BOSS, a little taken aback, bounds up to his desk. They leave quickly.

BOSS: Okay. Well just quickly stay for my speech. It's wonderful. You'll love it! I spent all last night preparing it. (Picks speech up and reads) 'I'd like to start by thanking … (Notices they've gone) … you …all … for … coming. (Sighs and puts the speech down) Thank you for coming. (Pause) 

The BOSS turns his head to PARANOID, who is now snoring under the table. He kneels down beside her.

BOSS: Bingo, Polly?

He takes an empty bottle of wine out of PARANOID's upstage hand.

BOSS: Maybe not. (Gets up and puts the wine bottle on the desk) Looks like you'll be needing a taxi then. (Picks up phone and dials) Silly girl. (Pause. He replaces the handset) How about Cribbage?

Scene 4

Lights come up to full. PARANOID is sitting at her computer, looking a little depressed. HAPPY has a big grin on her face, in a slight daydream. REBEL is on the phone. The BOSS is standing in front of a flow chart.

BOSS: …So, we have to get from this point here… (indicates with a stick)… and here, if we are to stay afloat next year. Okay everyone?

PARANOID: No.

BOSS: Polly. What's the matter?

PARANOID: It's almost five o'clock. Sheila's still ill, my mother's ill, I'm ill and there's a fly on my screen.

BOSS: Right, and any existing problems with the job in hand?

PARANOID: Yeah. We're not going to make it.

BOSS: Now Polly. I've been going through this all day. With my enthusiasm, here (indicates), my leadership of this firm, here (indicates), and all you fine employees here (indicates), we'll pull through all of this (indicates overall flow chart). You just need more confidence, which at the moment, is here. (Indicates the bottom of the chart) Emily’s been very optimistic about it since the beginning of this little charade. Haven't you, Emily?

HAPPY, still in a daydream, doesn't answer.

REBEL: Yes. Can you get back to us by Friday on that?

BOSS: Emily?

HAPPY: What? Oh yes. Very optimistic. Like you said, / we'll get through this. That's right.*

REBEL: Great.

BOSS: *Correct. So, if the rest of us can join Emily up here, (indicates top of the flow chart) then we're laughing. (Sits at his desk)

PARANOID: Or crying.

REBEL: And thank you for your generous contribution sir. Bye. (Puts phone down) Tight bastard.

PARANOID: (Picks up phone) God, why always when we're about to finish? Hello, complaints department, this had better be good.

BOSS: (Sifting through his papers) Now, what's last on the agenda before we call it a day?

REBEL: (To HAPPY) So?

HAPPY: What?

REBEL: Did you?

HAPPY: Did I what?

REBEL: What I've been asking you all day.

HAPPY: And like I've insisted to you all day … I'm not telling.

PARANOID: Oh really.

REBEL: (Starting to pack up) I bet you did. You've been grinning like an idiot since you walked through the door this morning. Late as well.

HAPPY: I've just been happy.

PARANOID: Right, well what you need to do is call this extension…

REBEL: Very happy. 

HAPPY: No.

REBEL: So you were unhappy? That's unusual for you.

HAPPY: Yeah, I'm happy, I'm always happy. I'm not really happy. I'm just, happy.

PARANOID: …Oh dear, it's five o' clock. No. You'll have to wait until tomorrow now…

BOSS: Emily. Can you go over some these past figures for me tonight? I'm up to my neck in it this evening.

PARANOID: No, bye. (Slams the phone down)

HAPPY: Actually, I was planning on going out tonight.

BOSS: Again. / But you went out last night.

HAPPY: Yeah. / But that was an office party. It's a seventies night tonight. I really want to go. Lionel Vinyl’s DJ-ing

REBEL: Surprise, surprise. Seventies night? Oh. With Lionel Vinyl. 

BOSS: Fair enough. Can you do it then Treley?

REBEL: What? Um…I can't, I'm…uh…going to the seventies night too.

BOSS: Oh, are you?

HAPPY: Are you?

REBEL: Yes. We arranged it on the way home last night. 

BOSS looks at HAPPY. REBEL discreetly winks at HAPPY.

HAPPY: Oh yes. That's right. We both love seventies nights. Sorry.

BOSS: Okay. Polly?

PARANOID is quickly packing her stuff away.

PARANOID: Sorry. (Holds up gas mask) Visiting Sheila, looking after mother. Getting better.

BOSS: (Sighs) No trouble. I'll just have to do them. (Livelier) That's it for today everyone. (To HAPPY and REBEL) Have a good evening you two.*

HAPPY: *(Getting up to leave) Thank you, Mr. Dowling.

REBEL: *We will. 

BOSS: (To PARANOID) Send Sheila my regards.

PARANOID: If she'll hear them.

PARANOID, REBEL and HAPPY all get up to leave.

BOSS: (Gathering his papers up) I'm afraid I've got to stay here and carry on throughout the evening. You all have a nice time tonight, and I'll get things flowing so we can really get the winning ball rolling tomorrow.

HAPPY: (To REBEL) I feel bad. Do you feel bad?

REBEL: I feel terrible myself. He's really doing his best to keep us going.

HAPPY: He means well.

PARANOID: He's got his head in the clouds. Let him get on with it. He'll learn the hard way.

REBEL: This job means everything to him.

HAPPY: He's just trying to keep us together. I still feel bad about leaving the office party early last night.

PARANOID: You always feel bad. That's your problem.

The BOSS notices they're talking amongst themselves.

BOSS: Sorry girls. This isn't the place for a mother's meeting. There's a café downstairs if you'd be so kind.

PARANOID: See. He doesn't care about us. I'm going.

HAPPY: Wait. 

REBEL: I can't.

HAPPY: I've got an idea. (She approaches the BOSS)

PARANOID: She's a fool.

HAPPY: Um, Mr. Dowling?

BOSS: Yes, Emily.

HAPPY: Is all this work that urgent?

BOSS: It most certainly is. We've only got under ten weeks to reach the target figures set by head office. (Shows charts) See. It's all on these flow charts, pie charts, graphs etc. A lot of work. Why?

HAPPY: Well I was thinking. If you got all uptight and panicky about it now, you'd burn yourself before Christmas. This would make you unfit to lead a successful team to victory.

The BOSS ponders this for a second. HAPPY looks unsure of what she had just said. REBEL and PARANOID look on gobsmacked.

BOSS: Hmm. You know you could be right. In fact, that's fine thinking Emily, truly fine thinking. Yes. I should relax tonight. Forget about work. Put it off today, worry about it tomorrow. After all, it's only the midweek.

HAPPY: Precisely.

BOSS: (After a pause) I think I'll spend a bit of time with Muffy tonight. 

HAPPY: Muffy?

BOSS: My beautiful cat. I've neglected her a little bit recently. 

HAPPY: I see.

BOSS: Don't get me wrong. I feed her everyday, let her out at night. I just haven't actually spent what one would call, quality time with her. Yes. Muffy and I need that to rekindle our bond.

PARANOID rolls her eyes. REBEL sniggers.
HAPPY: Mr. Dowling. How do you fancy a real office party tonight?

BOSS: A real office party? We had one of those last night.

HAPPY: Um, no sir. That was an office party, in an office.

BOSS: Correct. That's an office party.

HAPPY: But not a real office party.

BOSS: (Narrows his eyes) I'm failing to see what you're getting at here.

HAPPY: I'm meaning. An office party, in a club.

BOSS: In a club? But that would mean it isn't an office party.

HAPPY: But it is an office party. We're the office employees, on a night out in a club.

BOSS: Oh. That sort of office party.

HAPPY: Yeah. The sort that…um….

PARANOID: (Approaches suddenly) The sort that doesn't rely on a stupid schedule. The sort that doesn't last half an hour. And the sort that doesn't end with a bloody game of Cribbage.

BOSS: Yes. I know the sort.

PARANOID: Yes. That sort.

BOSS: And you're going too?

PARANOID: Um. Well…I…yes.

HAPPY: I thought you were looking after your mother tonight, and seeing Sheila.

PARANOID: I lied about mother. Sheila who?

HAPPY: (To BOSS) So do you want to come?

REBEL: (Joining them) Is it still the seventies night?

HAPPY: Yes.

REBEL: You might enjoy it, Mr. Dowling.

BOSS: I'm not familiar with clubs. I do believe they tend to be rather loud and smoky. Not exactly a social club is it?

HAPPY: I'd say it's a different type of social club.

BOSS: I don't know. I don't know.

REBEL: You might as well. We're all going now. Celebrating this team in our own way. It would be pointless if we were without the man behind the team.

The BOSS looks up to REBEL.

BOSS: Well. I've never been to your sort of party before. But as we are a team, it will be a valuable team-building experience. I'll come.*

HAPPY: *Brilliant.

REBEL: *Great. / Makes me feel better anyhow.

PARANOID: This should be interesting. 

HAPPY: (Gives the BOSS and PARANOID a piece of paper) This is the place. See ya there tonight at half nine.

PARANOID: Yeah, bye. (Leaves)

BOSS: Half nine? What time does this club close?

HAPPY: Two o' clock.

BOSS: Goodness. Don't these people have lives?

REBEL: Yes, they're called nightlives.

BOSS: Nightlives? Yes, I see. That's great. Interesting. Should be a lot of jolly old fun.

HAPPY: Will you get drunk?

BOSS: Sorry Emily. I never intoxicate myself. It's incredibly bad for you. 

REBEL: Don't you ever get drunk?

BOSS: I sometimes get a little…shall we say, happy, at Christmas and New Year. But I never get like some of these kids do. They don't even live in reality. Not for me thank you.

HAPPY: But the odd time doesn't do any harm.

BOSS: It does. It does a lot of harm. Sorry.

REBEL: Come on, we've never seen you drunk.

BOSS: But I've seen you drunk, and that rests my case.

HAPPY: Fair enough. See ya tonight.

REBEL: Bye.

BOSS: Yes, see you there. Will be fun. Very, very fun.

HAPPY and REBEL go to leave.

HAPPY: (Muttering to REBEL) Just wait 'til tonight. Me and you.

REBEL: Oh yes. Don't you worry about that.

They leave.

BOSS: (Sighs) Right. Business before pleasure.

BOSS carries on with work. 

Scene 4a

Mood music plays. A single spotlight lights over HAPPY sitting at her desk.

VOICE: Did you have a good holiday?

HAPPY:Yes. It was great. I went with some old friends I haven’t seen for ages. We had a lot of fun. It wasn’t the same as the old days. But people change, don’t they? 

VOICE: Where did you go?

HAPPY: Lanzarote. It was beautiful. I got the photos back the other day. They were so good. 

VOICE: You like to have fun. Are you always in the constant need to live a laid back life?

HAPPY: Definitely. My motto is, have fun and carry on having fun. I’m a happy-go-lucky person. I need to live my life to the full while I’m still young. I go clubbing every other night. I’m always hung over the next day in work. But, I’m always alright by midday.

VOICE: Do you enjoy your job?

HAPPY: I enjoy it when I’m there. Outside work, I tend to forget about it. It’s just something I have to do during the day. When the night comes, everything changes. When I was on holiday, I didn’t once think about the office. Of course, the best thing about the office is chatting on the phone. My clients always seem to be so nice. It’s a charming job.

VOICE: Do you have any siblings?

HAPPY: I have one older brother, an older sister and a younger sister.

VOICE: Do you live with them still?

HAPPY: No. My parents bought me a house of my own. I love it. It’s just me and my pink walls. Oh yes, I love pink by the way. I like to have everything of mine pink if I can. For instance, the bag I carry all the time is pink, my diary’s pink, my purse is pink, I’ve got a pink mobile phone cover – I like to be connected – my tissues are pink, I love Bagpuss, but my lipstick’s red. Pink doesn’t suit me in the office.

VOICE: So you live alone?

HAPPY: I did live with my boyfriend, well, my ex-boyfriend. We split up recently. He said I had a problem. Apparently, I’m always stuck in the moment, in a world of my own; I never plan ahead, just do things without thinking. Personally, I don’t think I’ve got a problem. I’m just decisive. I can’t see a crime in that.

VOICE: Do you own a car?

HAPPY: Yes. I drive my very own Polo, not pink sadly. I was thinking about spraying it, but it’s an old car. The job doesn’t pay well you see.

VOICE: What do you think of your boss?

HAPPY: I like him. He means well. He does. He’s not particular good at his job, but he does his best. (Laughs slightly) It’s funny, I don’t think he knows what he’s doing half the time. We hardly do any work, we just chat. And Mr. Dowling doesn’t say anything. He just does all the work himself. The only time we ever work is when we’re on the phone, and let’s face it, that’s easy work. It’s probably why we don’t get paid that much.

VOICE: You’re all going out to a club together. Why’s that?

HAPPY: None of us have ever been out together before. I don’t think Polly or Mr. Dowling have been to a club at all. Well, not the sort that I go to. Or Treley. I like Treley. We get on really well in the office. We’re on the same wavelength. Should be interesting at the club, and definitely more exciting than Mr. Dowling’s office party. He did his best, bless him.

VOICE: Why do you like going on holiday so much?

HAPPY: It’s fun. But, I suppose, I like to see different things, sample different cultures. Otherwise, I’d just be stuck around here, seeing the same things everyday. No variety. I can’t live like that. No. To thrive, I need sun, sand, sea … and fun!

VOICE: If you took a member of your office team on holiday with you, who would it be?

HAPPY: Treley. Definitely Treley. We’d have a great time. Talking about her charity work and the time she spends helping children. Some people can be so giving. I love children. (Pause) I would also take James, the mail boy. But in real life, I’d be too shy to ask him. He’s nice. I like him.

VOICE: What do you make of the impending flu epidemic?

HAPPY: Oh. Polly’s funny. She believes everything she reads and hears. Sometimes I think she would believe the world was going to end tomorrow if some stupid tabloid said so. 

VOICE: Do you have plans for your future?

HAPPY: Not now. I live for the moment. 

VOICE: Why don’t you see your problems?

HAPPY: What problems?

VOICE: Are you happy with your life?

HAPPY: Yes.

VOICE: Don’t you know your weakness?

HAPPY: No.

VOICE: Are you happy with your life?

HAPPY: No.

VOICE: Now do you know your weakness?

HAPPY: Yes. But I don’t want to.

VOICE: Do you want to leave this room?

HAPPY: I can’t.

Lights fade to black. 

Scene 5

Lights come up full on office. REBEL is playing solitaire on the computer. HAPPY is talking to her. PARANOID has her face in her hands.

HAPPY: Playing solitaire are you?

REBEL: Yes.

HAPPY: Winning?

REBEL: As always. I've got it on one card deal.

HAPPY: That's cheating. It makes the game too easy to win.

REBEL: That's right and I don't care. (Pause) So …

HAPPY: So what?

REBEL: What happened between you and James last night?

HAPPY: I finished with him.

REBEL: You finished with him? You were only going out for twenty-four hours, how could you just finish with him?

HAPPY: I got bored of him.

REBEL: Bored!

HAPPY: Yes, I got bored. He kept going on about his future and how he's moving abroad, and I just … you know, got bored. I got bored. (Pause) Did you see Mr. Dowling last night?

REBEL: I know, I didn't think he could move like that. And Polly, getting thrown out by the bouncers for sleeping on the dance floor.

HAPPY: (Laughs) I know. (Feels her head) Oh. I wish I didn't have all that last night. I have to admit, I feel a little hung over.

REBEL: You're always hung over. You'll be alright by midday.

PARANOID: (Looking up, very ill) I'm not sure I will be.

REBEL: Obviously not.

HAPPY: How are you feeling Treley?

REBEL: Hung over too. I think we all are.

HAPPY: And you can still look all bright eyed and bushy tailed. How do you do it?

REBEL: It's an act.

PARANOID: (Shields her eyes) Oh I can't even look at my computer screen.

HAPPY: Are you alright Polly?

PARANOID: No. I think I've got cancer.

REBEL: Don't be silly.

PARANOID: I went to see Sheila this morning. She's worse than ever. I think she may have cancer. It's probably contagious.

REBEL: Cancer's not contagious.

PARANOID buries her head back in her hands.

HAPPY: I'm a Cancer. I was one day out from being a Leo. What star sign are you Treley?

REBEL: Pieces. I'm not sure whether I'm what you'd call a typical Pieces though.

HAPPY: What are the Pieces traits?

REBEL: No idea.

HAPPY: What are you Polly?

PARANOID: Ill.

REBEL: What's Mr. Dowling?

HAPPY: I think he’s Capricorn. His birthday's in the New Year. Remember, he invited us to his surprise party last year.

REBEL: Oh yeah. (Pause) Do Capricorns have a tendency to be gay?

HAPPY: I shouldn't think so. Jesus was a Capricorn.

REBEL: No I'm not saying that

The BOSS enters, looking very hung over.

BOSS: Oh. Hello. Sorry I'm late people. (Pause) How late am I?

REBEL: About ninety minutes.

BOSS: (Goes to his desk) Oh dear. Any faxes?

REBEL: No, not yet.

BOSS: Typical. (Sits at his desk)

HAPPY: How are you feeling today?

BOSS: I feel very tender. Oh. What happened last night?

HAPPY: What do you remember?

BOSS: Dancing. Oh god, I was dancing.

REBEL: You were dancing very well.

BOSS: Really? (Holding his head) How did I get home?

HAPPY: We carried you.

BOSS: Oh. That was kind. I hope I wasn’t a burden.

REBEL: No burden at all.

HAPPY: We didn’t see your Muffy though.

BOSS: (Feeling his head) Oh.

PARANOID: (To the BOSS) You should see a doctor. 

REBEL: Do you remember anything else?

BOSS: Yes. I was drinking some very strange coke. Special coke I believe.

HAPPY and REBEL look embarrassed. The BOSS looks at PARANOID who is still half dead.

HAPPY: If you like Mr. Dowling, there’s another seventies night in two weeks. Do you wanna go again?

BOSS: No Emily. Fun though it was, I realised last night why we are going the way we are.

REBEL: (Still playing on the computer) Why then?

BOSS: (Looks slowly to REBEL) Are you playing solitaire?

REBEL: (Surprised) Oh…um...yeah...but…

BOSS: (Turns to PARANOID) Any problems today Polly?

PARANOID: I’ve got cancer. Not to mention this flu epidemic.

BOSS: And you Emily. Any plans for doing some work?

HAPPY: Oh yeah. (Pause) Would you fancy an eighties night next week?

BOSS: See? See? The problem is … do we actually do any real work? Are we all really committed to this firm? Or are we just turning up here everyday for the sake of turning up?

REBEL: No. I care. I get pleasure from my work, sir. 

BOSS: One. Emily?

HAPPY: Yeah. I enjoy this job. It’s fun. We work hard, we play hard. It’s the way it goes.

BOSS: Sound opinion. Polly?

PARANOID: I’ve got a headache.

The MAIL BOY enters.

MAIL BOY: Morning everyone.

HAPPY and REBEL reply. The BOSS again doesn’t recognise the MAIL BOY.

BOSS: Do I know you son?

MAIL BOY: Do you remember me?

BOSS: Do I?

MAIL BOY: I’m asking you.

BOSS: No.

REBEL: He’s…

MAIL BOY: I’ll tell him! I’m James, the mail boy.

BOSS: Oh, so you are.

HAPPY: We saw him last night. He works at the club.

BOSS: So he does.

MAIL BOY: Here’s yours Polly. (Gives her a bulky letter) Cheer up. It might never happen.

PARANOID: (Looks at letter) It’s a bomb! * It’s bulky! Mr. Dowling, you open it! (Throws it to the BOSS)

BOSS: (Catching the letter) Oh dear oh dear.

MAIL BOY: *Here’s yours Emily. (Gives her letter) 

HAPPY: (Sheepishly) Thanks.

MAIL BOY: Careful. There may be a bomb in it.

HAPPY gives off a nervous laugh as she bites the side of her lip.

MAIL BOY: Here’s yours Treley. (Gives her letter) You look happy today.

REBEL: I’m not bad. Keep going as usual.

MAIL BOY: (To the BOSS) I’m afraid there’s nothing for you today, sir.

BOSS: (Opening PARANOID’s letter) No problem, my boy. I’ve got this one.

PARANOID: (Ducking under her desk) Is it a bomb?

BOSS: (Taking out large document) No, it’s a large document. (Reads) It’s from the Health Department.

PARANOID: (Coming back up) It’s the reply to my urgent enquiry about the flu epidemic. What does it say?

BOSS: There’s no flu epidemic.

PARANOID: What? Impossible. There’s a mistake.

BOSS: No mistake. Here’s the proof. (Throws to PARANOID the large document)

PARANOID frantically flicks through the document.

PARANOID: No. This can’t be. My research. My research was right. I was right.

MAIL BOY: You were wrong.

PARANOID: I wasn’t, I was right.

BOSS: Sorry Polly. The boy’s right. You were wrong.

PARANOID: (Astonished) I can’t tell Sheila this. Her illness would’ve been in vain. No!

HAPPY: (To REBEL) There’s a tarts and vicars night next week. Shall we all go to that?

REBEL: (To HAPPY) You won’t need a costume.

HAPPY: What do you think Mr. Dowling?

BOSS: James?

MAIL BOY: It’s a waste of time. It doesn’t mean anything.

HAPPY: But it’s fun.

MAIL BOY: So? 

HAPPY: Treley?

REBEL: I can’t go. I’ve got a charity event.

MAIL BOY: Is so important?

REBEL: More important than tarts and vicars. Wouldn’t you say?

MAIL BOY: I was asking you.

BOSS: James, my boy. Get me some tea.

MAIL BOY: There’s no tea today.

BOSS: No tea?

MAIL BOY: Sorry sir.

BOSS: What about hobnobs?

MAIL BOY: Nothing today.

BOSS: Outrageous!

MAIL BOY: No offence, but, is that really necessary?

HAPPY: He’s right sir. Maybe it’s not important.

BOSS: Not important? It’s damned important to me.

REBEL: Why?

BOSS: Because … because … dammit! Why are we talking? Hey? Why are any of us talking? We should be working. All of us should be working. (To the MAIL BOY) And you shouldn’t be standing idle. If you have no more use, then get out!

MAIL BOY: Okay. But before I go, can I ask you a question?

BOSS: Yes. Quickly.

MAIL BOY: Do you enjoy your job?

BOSS: What sort of question is that?

MAIL BOY: I was just curious.

BOSS: You should mind your own business, my lad.

MAIL BOY: While you mind yours?

BOSS: (Pause) Precisely! Now leave.

MAIL BOY:You’re asking me to leave?

BOSS: Yes.

MAIL BOY: I’m already leaving.

BOSS: Then go.

MAIL BOY: In the New Year. 

BOSS: So you are. Listen to that everyone. James is leaving in the New Year. 

REBEL: I heard.

HAPPY: I know.

BOSS: I know you know. I just wonder if he knows, that he’s only staying on for the duration of our survival.

MAIL BOY: I’m leaving of my own accord.

BOSS: It doesn’t matter. Head office has been realistic with our time, and thus we will be realistic with our use of it. We’ll not be shut down people. By New Year’s Eve, we’ll be on top and ahead, and you’ll all have jobs to come back to. Except for him. It will be your loss boy.

MAIL BOY: No sir. It’s my choice. I don’t think I’ll be losing anything.

PARANOID: (To herself) Oh Sheila.

MAIL BOY: Who’s Sheila?

HAPPY: I don’t feel so good. I won’t be alright by twelve.


REBEL: Until everyone on this office is alright, I won’t be either.

BOSS: (Referring to the MAIL BOY) Ignore him. He’ll soon be gone. In the long term and the short term.

MAIL BOY: You want me to leave this room then?

BOSS: I want you to leave this room.

MAIL BOY: The question is, can I leave this room?

BOSS: That is the question. Can you?

MAIL BOY: I’m asking you. 

Lights fade to black.

Scene 5a

Mood music fades up. A single spotlight fades up CS on the MAIL BOY.

MAIL BOY: (Pause) I’m 23 years old. (Pause) I have two jobs. I work in an office in the mornings giving out the mail. I also work selected evenings at a bar in a club. (Pause) I’ve been living with my flatmate Andy for five years. He works at the bar as well, full time. I met him at college; he’s definitely my best mate. (Pause) We both want to start a band. I play guitar, he sings. (Pause) I’ve done a lot of charity work since my early teens. I started bungee jumping for the thrill, then I leant I could do it for charity, you know, really make a difference to people’s lives. (Pause) My family lives in England. I’ve got two brothers. My younger brother works in a London office. He’s doing alright for himself, not some shitty job like delivering the mail. (Pause) My work mates? If I call them mates at all. They’re odd. Though Emily did seem quite nice. I secretly fancied her, then one night…well, it didn’t work out. It’s funny, you get to see someone’s true colours all too quickly, and they aren’t always what you expect. (Pause) I plan to get out of both my jobs, especially the office one. I don’t like it. I’m treated as an underdog, and it’s all be very samey. I plan to go on holiday to Amsterdam; I’ve been saving up for ages. (Pause) I have a lot of plans for my future; I know what I want from my life. I plan to go forward all the time. True, I haven’t had it easy. But, live it hard now, have it easy later. Realistically, of course, life’s never easy. It’s not about that. It’s about finding the way forward for yourself, coping with everything life has to throw at you. I just hope I achieve what I plan. I want to end up making money as a musician. But, who knows? (Pause) Yes. I’m laid back. I’m happy. My life is slotting into place, everything is running smoothly. I just have to let it take its course now. (Pause) My workmates? Treley, she’s weird. Polly – should take a chill pill. Emily? Less about her. My boss? Crap at his job, totally incompetent. He must’ve got where he is now by collecting sweet wrappers or something. He’ll never make it, and neither will his so-called wonderful firm. If only he would get his head out of clouds. If only the rest of them would get their heads out of the sand. They could really make something of themselves, instead of wallowing away within. Why do they wall themselves up? That’s the way the are. (Pause) Do I want to leave this room? Yes. Can I leave this room? Yes. (Pause) And I will.

Music cuts. Blackout. 

Scene 6

We hear sounds of fireworks and people cheering and celebrating. The lights fade up to full on the office. The BOSS is sitting at his desk, with a glass and a bottle of whisky. He stares ahead, transfixed. PARANOID, HAPPY and REBEL all sit at their desks, looking thoroughly depressed. PARANOID is holding a fax.

BOSS: I never thought our New Year’s Eve would be like this. (Raises his glass) A toast. To failure.

REBEL: (Pause) We didn’t do it. We didn’t make it.

HAPPY: (Pause) We might have yet. Stranger things have happened.

PARANOID:  Oh, for god’s sake. (Hold up piece of paper) It’s written here. Get used to it. Head office are going to shut us down. We’ve failed. Like I said we would. I knew we wouldn’t make it. We never had a hope from the beginning.

REBEL: You never had a hope. You never hope. No wonder you were right. You never hope for anything. That’s why everything goes wrong for you. That’s why it’s gone wrong for us. If only you actually did something, instead of worrying.

HAPPY: Oh, speaks. What did you ever do for the firm, hey? What? Nothing. All you were worried about was your charity work. Giving everything to other causes. And the most important cause was this one.

REBEL: You can talk. You never did anything. You just daydreamed about where you’d be going next.

HAPPY: I made my contributions. I did my best.

REBEL: But you were always stuck in the moment, always thinking about yourself. How everything affected you. In the end, your best wasn’t good enough.

HAPPY: At least I’m happy. Even if I am out of work. I’m still happy. You’re not. You always complained how giving so much gave you nothing. You’ve got no job, you’ll be even worse off.

REBEL: I’ll be fine.

HAPPY: Don’t kid yourself.

REBEL: I will. My parents will help me out. They always have done. I’ve never gone without. (Pause) Oh, didn’t you know? My family’s rich. They’re in the oil trade. I’m fine for money. I just do this job because it breaks up the time between my home life and charity work.

HAPPY: You lied.

REBEL: I did. But I’m not ashamed. In fact, I’m happy. (Pause) I don’t think you are. 

HAPPY: I am happy

REBEL: (Pause in sudden realisation) I’ve never done anything. I never have. (Pause)

HAPPY: I’m happy.

PARANOID: (Pause) Are you? 

HAPPY: Life goes on. Doesn’t it? (Pause) Happy-go-lucky, me. Not a worry, not a care. (Pause) I’ve never worried. I’ve never cared. I’ve just got on with it, in my own little world. (Pause) Happy-go-lucky. What does that mean? How lucky has it made me? (Pause) All I’ve bloody been is…oh shit. All I’ve done is think about myself. Calling myself happy. Never realising … how unhappy I really am. I always have been. My life? It’s shit. I’ve never seen it, because I never wanted to see it. Oh, fucking hell! It’s shit, it’s all fucking shit! (Puts her hands on her head in self anger) 

PARANOID: You never thought at the time. (Pause) I think. I always worry about the future. It’s got me nowhere either. My mother’s no longer with me, Sheila’s gone due to her illness…

HAPPY: (Exploding) There is no Sheila! 

PARANOID: (Pause) Of course there’s a Sheila. She worked as the photocopying secretary.

REBEL: We’ve never had a photocopying secretary. There’s no Sheila.

PARANOID: There is. She’s my friend. Sheila’s my best friend.

HAPPY: No she isn’t! Look, we’ve always been too nice to tell you. But there is no Sheila. There never has been.

PARANOID: I don’t care what you say. Neither of you. She’s my Sheila. And I won’t let you take her away from me. She’s my only friend. I know you lot don’t care about me. But Sheila does. Sheila always has done.  My mother, god bless her soul, she was right. You soon realise who your real friends are. (Gets up to leave) I’m going home. Happy New Year.

Before she can exit, the MAIL BOY enters.

MAIL BOY: Leaving already? I’ve just come to say goodbye to you all. I’m leaving in two days, so you won’t see me again after tonight. (Pause) Not that you all really care. But that’s okay because to be honest, I don’t really care about you. You always had me down as just the mail boy. The mail boy James, who runs errands, makes the tea, brings the hobnobs. A no hoper according to our wonderful Mr. Dowling here. An easy lay for our lovely Emily here. Nothing to our Treley. Who are you again? Oh yes! Polly the Paranoid. (Pause) I’m off to Amsterdam. I wonder where all you are going? (Pause) It’s funny, isn’t it? I gave up my job, and you lost yours. (Pause) Happy New Year. (Leaves)

PARANOID follows the MAIL BOY out.

HAPPY: (To herself) Happy New Year? Happy New Year? (Starts laughing) Happy New Year? (Laughs even more) Happy New Year! That’s a great one. (Gets up to exit) That’s the best I’ve heard all night. (Laughter turns to hysterics as she exits) Happy New Year! Happy New Year! Oh, that’s so good. Happy New Year!…

REBEL and the BOSS sit quietly. Eventually, REBEL gets up to leave.

REBEL: I’m sorry Mr. Dowling. I’m so sorry. It’s all been a lie. Everything’s been a lie. Sorry. (Pecks him on the cheek and walks to the exit) Happy New Year, Mr. Dowling. (Exits)

The BOSS still sits, staring outwards. After a moment, he begins to sing softly, and slightly drunk.

BOSS: Should auld acquaintance be forgot. And never brought to mind. Should auld acquaintance be forgot, for the sake of Auld Lang Syne. (Gets up with his drink and sings patriotically) For Auld Lang Syne, my dear! For Auld Lang Syne! We’ll drink a cup of kindness, yes. For the sake of Auld Lang Syne! (Downs his drink)

The BOSS slumps back into his chair. He pours another drink and sits quietly, while staring round the office.

BOSS: Good morning everybody. (Downs his drink. Pours another) Any faxes through yet? No? Never mind. (Pause) Good holiday, Emily? How’s the work going? (Pause) Oh dear, Polly. (Downs his drink. Pours another) Well, I’m sure Sheila will be better soon. (Pause) Splendid, Treley. All we have to do is bring our morale from here (indicates in the air), to here. (Pause) It’s our office party, in our office. After all, we are all one big family. (Downs his drink. Pours another) Oh. You’re James the mail boy. (Pause) So you are. (Down his drink. Pours another. Then get up) I wonder if you can tell me. How do you leave this room? Don’t know? I’ll show you. 

The BOSS downs his drink, then throws his glass across the office. He staggers around his desk while trying in all his drunkenness to take off his belt. Once he has done so, he holds it up.

BOSS: What you do, is you get your belt like this. Then you put it around the upper part of your torso, like so. (Puts it round his neck) Tighten it. (Tightens the belt, then walks to his chair) Then you stand on the chair. (With difficulty, stands on his chair) Put that bit up there. (Holds the belt end above his head) Close your eyes, and see your world pass before you. (Closes his eyes. Pause) Take a deep breath. (Takes a deep breath. Pause) Then jump.

The BOSS jumps, and slumps onto the ground. He looks up from behind his desk.

BOSS: It wasn’t supposed to do that.

The BOSS gets up. He starts to sway, then falls and hits his head on the fax machine.

BOSS: Ow! Bloody fax machine!

The BOSS gets to his knees and grabs hold of the table pulling himself to his chair. We hear Big Ben strike midnight.

BOSS: Oh. I feel rather oozy. Oh dear. I do…feel…like…I…oh…I feel … like … I’ve had … some special coke. (Climbs onto his chair and sits, looking out vacantly) Oh! My world spins. It spins and will not stop. (Pause) Maybe there is a flu epidemic. (Pause) It won’t stop! (Pause) I’ve failed.

Blackout.

Scene 7

Lights up full on office. HAPPY, REBEL and PARANOID all sit in mourning. The BOSS’ seat is empty.

HAPPY: I feel so bad. We never even got to say goodbye. We just said, “Happy New Year”. And it’s his birthday today.

REBEL: Happy Birthday, Mr. Dowling.

PARANOID: It was too much for him. He couldn’t take it. It’s tragic. But it’s today’s world.

HAPPY: Going to the funeral?

REBEL: It’s only polite. He would consider it rude if we didn’t, wouldn’t he?

They all chuckle slightly.

HAPPY: This office doesn’t feel the same without him.

PARANOID: It doesn’t matter. We won’t be in here for much longer now.

REBEL: His memory will always be in this place. The place he loved more than anything else in the world.

PARANOID: And this place will be special in my heart. It also has the memory of Sheila.

REBEL and HAPPY look at PARANOID, who smiles. They all laugh.

HAPPY: Goodbye, Mr. Dowling.

REBEL: Goodbye.

PARANOID: Goodbye.

REBEL suddenly notices a fax is coming through.

REBEL: What’s this?

She goes to the fax machine and rips it off. The others watch in anticipation.

REBEL: (Reading it) It says…(Looks shocked suddenly) My god!

HAPPY: What?

REBEL: It says, ‘In light of the tragic and sudden passing of your late employer, Mr. I. Dowling. The review board has unanimously decided to keep your firm running….

They gasp.

HAPPY: What?

REBEL: … Your new director will be with you shortly. Condolences on behalf of all here at Head Office and a Happy New Year.’ My god, we’ve got our jobs back. 

HAPPY: That’s brilliant!

REBEL: (Sits down at her desk) I can’t believe it.

HAPPY: Neither can I.

REBEL: No. Mr. Dowling gave his life to save his firm.

They all go silent again.

HAPPY: I do hope James is doing well for himself.

REBEL: He is. I know he is.

PARANOID: Who cares? We don’t need a life like his.

REBEL: True.

HAPPY: Yeah. But it won’t be the same without him. (Sighs) Never mind. We have a new boss.

REBEL: And we all work together in the same job.

HAPPY: True.

PARANOID: (Picks up the phone) Hello. Complaints department?

REBEL: (Picks up phone) Hi. This is the Do-Gooder’s Charity. Would you like to make a donation?

HAPPY: (Picks up phone) Employment agency, can I help you please?

BOSS 2 (played by same actor as BOSS, just looks a little different) enters.

BOSS 2: Good morning everybody. I’m the new director for Efficient Accountancy Ltd. (Takes off his coat) I’m presently taking over from the late Mr. I. Dowling. Play fair by me and you’ll find me a considerate employer. (Puts briefcase down on desk) I’m sure we’re all going to be one big happy family. (Pause and smiles) I look forward to working with you all. (Sits down) Now. To business. Any faxes through yet?

They all freeze. Blackout. Mood music immediately kicks in. Fade out at the end.
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