Lloyd and Frederick (Phillip)
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itdFreddie, what's the trouble?

FREDERICK. Lloyd, you know how stupid I am about moves.
Somry, Garry. ... Sorry, Brooke. ... It’s just my usual dimness. (To
LLOYD.) But why do I take the things off into the study? Wouldn’t it
be more natural if [ left them on?

LLOYD. No.

FREDERICK. I thought it might be somehow more logical.

LLOYD. No.

FREDERICK. Lloyd, I know it’s a bit late in the day to go into
all this...

LLOYD. Freddie, we've got several more minutes left before we

open.

(Enter BELINDA from the mezzanine bathroom, fo wait patiently )

FREDERICK. Thank you, Lloyd. As long as we’re not too
pushed. But I've never understood why he carries an overnight bag
and a box of groceries into the study to look at his mail.

- —

(A pane of glass shatters i indow, and an arm comes
through and releasge/the catch. Enter’g elderly BURGLAR. He
¢r, but is in need of ext®xgive repair and mod-

YAR. No bars, no burglar alarm. They oughtNg be prose-

cuted fof’incitement... (He becomes aware of the others.)
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LLOYD. No. Not yet. Thank you, Selsdon.
ELSDON. I thought I heard my name.

LRQYD. No, no, no. Back to sleep, Selsdon. Anotheten pages
before thd\pig moment.

SELSDBY. I'm so sorry.

LLOYD. Nw{ at all. Nice to see you. Poppy, pdt the glass back in
the window. (Ente™ROPPY. She puts the glass Jck.) And, Selsdon....

SELSDON. Yes?

LLOYD. Beautiful pdformance.

SELSDON. Oh, how kind of yoy/T don’t think I'm quite there
yet, though.

(Exit SELSDON through the widow.

LLOYD. He even reffiembered the line.

FREDERICK. AWright, I see all that.

LLOYD. (Faipfly.) Oh, no!

FREDERI I just don’t know why I take them.

LLOYD/Freddie, love, why does anyone do anythind@ Why does
that othep Aiot walk out through the front door holding two'slates of
sarding#”? (To GARRY.) I'm not getting at you, love.

GARRY. Of course not, love. (7o FREDERICK.) I mean, whyN

(To LLOYD.) 1 mean, right, when you come to think about it, why

do 17

LLOYD. Who knows? The wellsprings of human action are deep
and cloudy. (To FREDERICK ) Maybe something happened to you as
a very small child which made you frightened to let go of groceries.

B e

FREDERICK. Of course. Thank you. [ understand all that. But...

LLOYD. Freddie, love, I'm telling you — I don’t know. I don’t
think the author knows. I don’t know why the author came into this
industry in the first place. | don't know why any of us came into it.

FREDERICK. All the same, if you could just give me a reason [
could keep in my mind...

LLOYD. All nght, I'll give you a reason. You carry those grocer-
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ies into the study, Freddie, honey, because it’s just slightly after mid-
night, and we’re not going to be finished before we open tomorrow
night. Correction — before we open fonight, FF R e R e
BRREL,_and exis 1 2 Study. DOUTIT silent 4

and BRODKE-~geilently back into the
the stalls.} And on we go—Fressafier
ies.

BELJ] \eeping her voice down.) Lloyd

b Tatt hir thic oo

g —
LLOYD.

: J 1 think the point is that you’ve had & great
fright when she mentions income tax, and you feel very insecure and
exposed, and you want something familiar to hold on to.

FREDERICK. (With humble gratitude ) Thank you, Lloyd. (He
clutches the groceries to his chest,) That's most helpful.

it FREDERICK into the study,)

BENINDA. (To LLOYD,) Bless You, my sweet.
LLOYRQ, (Leaves the stage.) And on we merril BO. (Exit
BELINDA in¥_the mezzanine bathroom.) *Yes, bupA could hear

voices...’

(Enter ROGER from th™Nyedroom, still dressea tying his tie.)
ROGER. Yes, but I couldNear voices!

(Enter VICKI from the bedroom ind% underwear.)

VICKI. Voices? What 5ot of voices?

ROGER. People’s vpifes.

VICKI. But there ¢ no one here.

ROGER. Darlj#g, I saw the door-handle movelY.could be some-
one from the offi€e, checking up.

VICKL JA4ill don’t see why you’ve got to put your tie dQ to look.

ROGPER. Mrs. Crackett.

VJZKI. Mrs. Crackett?
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