SCENE 1

It is almost dark on stage. Only a standard lamp is burning in the corner. We hear a door open and close. DOROTHY appears, holding BILL'S hand, and draws him across the stage. They disappear. DOROTHY reappears with bedclothes, blankets etc., which she puts on the sofa. She calls out as she is arranging things)

DOROTHY:  Will you be warm enough, do you think?

( no reply)
DOROTHY:  (very busy) The toilet's just across the landing. Bathroom's next door to the toilet. Help yourself. Feel at home. (she moves around a bit, arranges this and that, speaks to herself). What dreadful weather! I come to London from the country to have a good time, and it snows! In the middle of November! They said on the television it hasn't snowed in the middle of November for twenty-three years. Of course not. It was waiting for me. (loud again) When you've finished, I'll make you something to eat. You must be starving. Come back in when you're ready. (to herself again) I must say, Joanne's got a well-filled fridge, and lots of really good wine, too. There should be something he likes there, poor man. (loud again)  I put some underwear, a pair of trousers and a pullover on the bed. They should fit you.(Pause) Don't be shy. You can come back in here when you're ready. (Pause) You OK? (to herself) I'd better go and see if he's alright. (she goes out, calling "You OK?" Returns a moment later, smiling to herself and shaking her head).  Would you believe it, he's asleep! On the floor! (she smiles) I put a couple of blankets over him to keep him warm. (she lies down on the couch and covers herself with the  blankets.) What dreadful weather! You wouldn't send a dog outside in this weather. (she yawns) Ah well. (silence, she is asleep)
SCENE 2

(DOROTHY  is asleep on the sofa. BILL enters. Now we can see him properly, we discover that he is a very dirty tramp, wearing disgusting, ragged clothes and scratching himself. He stops in front of the sofa, looks at DOROTHY for a moment, shakes his head and walks over to the door: On the way he knocks into something, which wakes DOROTHY.)

DOROTHY:  (yawning and stretching) What a funny dream I had! I dreamt I bumped into a tramp down in the street and brought him back here. (she giggles) Joanne would go mad if I brought anyone into her flat, let alone a dirty old..... (she suddenly sees BILL and screams. He backs hurriedly towards the door.)

BILL:  I didn't do nothing, honest I didn't. You brought me here, I didn't want to come. (They look at each other for a moment.) All right, all right. I'm going. I'm going.

DOROTHY:  Oh, no, don't go! (she smiles) I'm sorry. I thought.....  Well, never mind. Yes, you're right, I brought you here. Oh, dear.

BILL:  Don't worry, I'm going.  I'm going right now. (He takes a step towards her.) Why did you bring me here, anyway? Nobody never takes me nowhere, except to the police station, maybe.
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DOROTHY:  My sister Joanne has gone away for the week to Paris. Her husband is in New York. (Pause) She said I could stay in the flat for a few days, you know, look after the place, make sure no one breaks in.....(Pause. BILL looks at her as if she's a little crazy)
BILL:  I think I'd better leave...

DOROTHY:  Oh, no, I'm trying to explain. I arrived yesterday afternoon, and then I went out. It got dark and then it started to snow. You were sitting in the doorway downstairs. (Pause) It was terribly cold, I was worried you would......Well, I brought you up here, so you could have somewhere warm to sleep.

BILL:  (angrily) I'm going.

DOROTHY:  No, please don't go. I'll make you some breakfast. Would you like bacon and eggs? And sausages?

BILL:  I ain't staying here.

DOROTHY:  Tea or coffee?

BILL:  I know what you're trying to do.

DOROTHY:  Sorry?

BILL: You'll go off to the kitchen and call the police.....

DOROTHY:  No, I won't.....

BILL:  .....and say I broke into your flat....

DOROTHY:   Of course I won't......

BILL:  Did you say bacon and eggs?

DOROTHY:  - and sausages! (she smiles)
BILL:  (smiling)  I prefer coffee to tea.

DOROTHY:  So do I.  (Pause)
BILL:  You said you were worried.....

DOROTHY:  Oh, yes.

BILL:  What were you worried about?  (DOROTHY says nothing).  Were you worried that I would....

DOROTHY:  Yes, that you would....I mean, it was so dreadfully cold last night, and you read in the newspapers sometimes that tra..., er....people like you (with an effort) freeze to death.  (Silence) I didn't want that.
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(BILL sniffs very loudly. DOROTHY sniffs and blows her nose discreetly. Silence)
DOROTHY:  Look, I must go to the bathroom.  I won't be a minute. You can watch television if you want. (she rushes out)
BILL: (walks around the room, inspecting this and that) Well, is she crazy or ain't she? I can't understand her. No one ever took me into their home before. Perhaps she really was worried that I would die of cold. It was very cold, can't remember the last time it snowed in the middle of November, not in London, anyway. Don't normally even snow for Christmas.

(DOROTHY reenters)

DOROTHY: Do sit down, Mr....er...

BILL:  Bill. Me name's Bill.

DOROTHY:  I'm Dorothy. Everybody calls me Dotty. (she laughs) I suppose I am a bit dotty, really.  (they both laugh)  Why don't you take your coat off?

BILL:  Take me coat off? No, I can't do that. It's me other clothes, you see. They're...dirty.

DOROTHY:  Well, your coat is dirty, too. (she smiles)
BILL:  (smiling too) Yeah, yeah, it's dirty all right. (seriously) You get dirty, living like I do. I try to keep clean, but it ain't easy in winter specially. (Pause) I smell.

DOROTHY:  Well, perhaps a little bit.....

BILL:  No, I stink. I know that. You see, there's nowhere to wash. You go to a hostel, soon as you're in the shower, some other guy steals all your things. 

DOROTHY:  I'm sorry, Bill. Look, why don't you go and have a bath right now?

BILL:  A bath? The last bath I had was in 1995.

DOROTHY:  Everything you need is in the bathroom, soap, towels, everything. You go and have a bath and I'll make breakfast. Put on those clothes I left on your bed last night, we can have something to eat and decide what to do next.

BILL:  Do next? I'm going. I can't stay here.

DOROTHY:  No, not for ever. But you need a bath, some fresh clothes and something warm to eat before you go. It'll make you feel better.

BILL:  Make me feel like a real human being, you mean?

DOTTY:  (smiling) That's what I mean.

BILL: (slowly, carefully) Listen, you ain't one of these girls who...I mean....I mean, you know...girls who want to have sex with a dirty old tramp, are you?
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DOTTY:  (embarrassed)  No, of course not! However could you think a thing like that?

BILL:  You never know these days. Few years ago, it was much easier living on the road. It's dangerous now, you know. Lots of dangerous people around. I got friends been beaten to death.

DOTTY:  (crossly)  I may be dotty, but I'm not dangerous. (she moves to the exit) Lock the bathroom door if you're worried.

BILL:  Sorry, Dotty.

DOTTY:  That's OK, Bill.  

(They leave the room in opposite directions)

SCENE 3

DOTTY enters carrying plates and cutlery. She is about to place them on a small table when the she hears the outside door open and shut. Someone shouts COOOEEE! DOTTY is so shocked she drops the cutlery
DOROTHY:  Oh, damn! I don't believe it!(she picks up the cutlery and pushes it under the sofa cushions) 

(JOANNE enters. She is very different from DOTTY - elegant, well made-up etc. She throws herself on the sofa after dropping some shopping bags)

JOANNE:  Darling, you wouldn't believe how absolutely, desperately tired I am. 

DOTTY:  I thought you were in Paris.

JOANNE:  I  was, darling, I was, but it was so boring, you just wouldn't believe it. I tried to get an appointment at Dior and they refused. Practically shut the door in my face! Can you imagine that? That's the last time I'm going to buy anything there. Versace next time.

DOTTY:  You came home.

JOANNE:  Dotty, darling, don't be such a moron. Of course I came home. I'm here, aren't I? (she sniffs) What's cooking?

DOTTY:  Breakfast.

JOANNE:  Oh, super, I could just do with a real English breakfast. Bacon and eggs?

DOTTY:  And sausages. They'll make you fat.

JOANNE:  I don't CARE. I WANT to be fat.  I want to eat 10,000 calories for breakfast. (she sniffs at herself) Oh, dear, I smell terrible. I think I'll go and have a bath.

DOTTY:  (with a little scream) Oh, no, don't do that.
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JOANNE:  Dotty, what on earth is the matter with you?

DOTTY:  You don't need a bath....

JOANNE:  Yes, I do!


DOTTY:  (hysterically)  No, you don’t. You need ....a ........DRINK! 

JOANNE: (sighing) I'm not in the mood for one of your ecologically sound fruit teas, Dotty.

DOTTY:  I'll  make you a........BLOODY MARY!

JOANNE:   You KNOW I hate tomato juice, darling.

DOTTY (becoming increasingly hysterical) A gin and tonic!

JOANNE:  Are we in a working man's club, darling?

DOTTY:   (very loud) BACARDI RUM?

JOANNE: I'm going to the bathroom.  (she leaves quickly, and returns a moment later)
JOANNE:  The door's locked.

DOTTY:  The door......?

JOANNE:   .........is LOCKED, Dotty. The bathroom door is locked.

DOTTY:  Ah.

JOANNE:  (on the verge of hysteria)  AND THERE IS WATER RUNNING INTO THE BATH!

DOTTY:  Water......?

JOANNE:  Yes, Dotty darling, water. W-A-T-E-R.  Running into the bath. B-A-T-H.

DOTTY:  Ah.

JOANNE:  Dotty, have you forgotten how to carry on a normal conversation?

DOTTY:  (desperately) The plumber's there. In the bathroom. There was something the matter with the ... er ... water supply. Yes, the water supply.

JOANNE:  So the plumber came to see to it.

DOTTY:  Yes, that's right.

JOANNE:  And the plumber is now in the bathroom.
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DOTTY:  Yes, that's right.

JOANNE:  WITH THE DOOR LOCKED???

DOTTY:  He thought I wanted to go to bed with him. He's a bit funny.

JOANNE:  He must be funny to think you'd want to go to bed with him. Well, as I can't have a bath I'll just go to the bedroom and change into something more comfortable.

DOTTY:  (very loudly) No!!
JOANNE:  You really are dotty, you know. Is there a second plumber in the bedroom, or what?

DOTTY:  Want a drink, Joanne?

JOANNE:  No, I don't want a drink. I want to go to the bedroom and change my clothes.

DOTTY: (panicking)  Dry martini? Shaken not stirred?

JOANNE:  Very funny! Very funny!  (she storms off)
DOTTY:  Oh, dear.

(There is quite a loud scream off. JOANNE returns, carrying BILL'S  discarded clothes and the new clothes as if they have got the plague)
JOANNE:  Look at...these!

DOTTY:  Ah.

JOANNE:  If you say 'ah' once more, I'll throttle you. WHOSE ARE THESE STINKING OLD RAGS?

DOTTY:  Let me explain.

JOANNE:  I'm trying to let you explain, but all you can say is 'Ah' and 'Would you like a drink?'! (Pause. JOANNE drops the clothes on the floor and collapses on the sofa)  I need a drink. Get me a whisky. A very big whisky. No water, no ice, just alcohol.

(DOTTY brings her her drink, which she downs at one gulp.)
JOANNE:  It's all a nightmare, I know it is. I'm on the plane to Paris on my way to an appointment with Dior. Any moment now I'm going to wake up and...........

(Enter BILL, wrapped in a towel. JOANNE sees him and screams loudly)

BILL:  Someone pinched all me clothes, Dotty. Even the clean ones. Only the underwear left.

(JOANNE sees him and screams loudly)
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BILL:  Oh, dear!

(DOTTY picks up the clothes- except the coat - and shoving them into BILL'S arms pushes him off the stage. In the meantime, JOANNE has pretended to faint.)

DOTTY:  (gently slapping JOANNE'S face) Joanne, wake up, Joanne! Oh, God, what am I going to do?

JOANNE:  (suddenly awake) Stop hitting me, Dotty. Call the police and tell them there's a man wearing a towel in my flat and he's going to rape me. (faintly) He's probably a serial killer.

DOTTY:  Oh, for goodness' sake, Joanne, don't be silly, that's only Bill. Does he really look like a serial killer to you?

JOANNE:  He looks terrifying. Who is he and what's he doing in my flat?

DOTTY:  He's a tramp and he spent the night here.

JOANNE:  Where.....did he sleep?

DOTTY:  Er....on the bedroom floor. 

JOANNE:  (weakly) I don't believe you. (Pause. Horrified...)He slept in my bed! You let that man sleep in my bed. (suspiciously)  Then where did you sleep? (hysterically) Oh, God, no! You slept with that dirty old man in my bed? Phone the doctor. I need a doctor.

DOTTY:  Joanne, Bill slept on the bedroom floor and I slept on the sofa in the living-room.

JOANNE:  When Roger hears about this he'll go mad.

DOTTY:  Roger's in New York. Don't tell him.

JOANNE: Well, thank goodness for that. (Pause)  Oh, God, a tramp in my flat. How did he get in? What's he doing here?

DOTTY:  I helped him to walk up the stairs.....

JOANNE:  .....you???

DOTTY:  Yes, it was absolutely freezing and  I.....

JOANNE: (sighing) .....and you wanted to rescue him from a horrible death.

DOTTY: Well, yes.

JOANNE:  Dotty darling, there are hostels for people like him. They can go there and have a shower and something to eat. Then they get a bed for the night in a nice, warm dormitory. WITH CENTRAL HEATING, DOTTY!

DOTTY:  Those places aren't safe. People steal their things, Bill told me.
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JOANNE:  Well, he'll have to go.

DOTTY:  It's snowing!

JOANNE:  HE'LL HAVE TO GO! I'M NOT HAVING A TRAMP STAYING IN MY FLAT!  (pleading) Dotty, think of the neighbours, think of Roger. My husband is one of the best-known heart surgeons in the world. He is speaking at a conference in New York at this very moment. You can't expect a man like that to put up with a TRAMP in his flat. It won't do his reputation any good. (a little softer) Darling, I know you, you're sweet. When you were a little girl you used to drive Mummy mad by bringing half-dead animals into the house to make them better again. Ugh, I shall never forget that mouse with one leg missing! When the beastly thing died we had to hold a funeral for it! (DOTTY begins to sniff a little) Now now, don't cry. You're a good girl, Dotty. Do you remember when you were sixteen you invited those gypsies to camp in the garden? Daddy wasn't terribly happy about that!  (they laugh at the memory)
(Enter BILL, clean and dressed)
BILL:  (embarrassed) 'Scuse me, Dotty, I didn't want to cause no trouble. I'll just get me coat and go.

JOANNE:  (brightly)  There's a good man!

DOTTY:  Oh, Bill, I'm sorry. You haven't even had breakfast.

BILL:  Don't matter, Dotty. The bath was lovely. That soap had 'Dior' printed across it! 

JOANNE:  Oh, no, not my Dior soap!

DOTTY:  Let me make you some sandwiches.

BILL:  No, I gotta go. Really.  ( he picks up his coat. He is about to put it on when the doorbell rings)

JOANNE:  Oh, heavens, who's that?  Don't open the door, Dotty. We aren't here.

(Too late. DOTTY has disappeared.  She reenters with VIRGINIA, an actress)

VIRGINIA:  (ignoring DOTTY and BILL, she sweeps across the stage and embraces JOANNE)  Joanne, sweetie, you're back! How was Paris? Ah, that divinest of cities! I love Paris! (She suddenly realizes there are others in the room)  Oh, hello Dotty. How are things?  (she sees BILL, and turns to JOANNE)  Well, is nobody going to introduce me?

JOANNE:  Oh, yes, this is ...er ....Bill, Virginia - Virginia, Bill. 

VIRGINIA: (holding out her hand to be kissed)  And who is Bill, Joanne darling?

DOTTY:  He's.....er.....our cousin. (she manages to kick the coat behind the sofa)
VIRGINIA:  Your cousin? I didn't know you had a cousin. He's rather sweet, but a little old for a cousin! 
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JOANNE:  Yes, he's.....er......AUSTRALIAN! It's the sun, you know, it makes Australians look old.

VIRGINIA:  Aha! How about we all sit down and Dotty gets us a drink? Dry martini for me, Dot.

DOTTY:  (mumbles) Shaken, not stirred.

VIRGINIA:  Oh, Dot, you're so funny. (she laughs and throws herself onto the sofa; jumps up immediately and feels under the cushion) What the hell???? Joanne, there are knives and forks under this cushion!

JOANNE:  Dotty.....  (DOTTY takes away the knives. BILL follows her out)

VIRGINIA:  Tell me about Paris, sweetie.

JOANNE:   There's nothing to tell. I went to Dior and they didn't give me an appointment.

VIRGINIA:  (shocked)  NO! I don't believe it! After all the absolutely stunning clothes you bought there! Joanne sweetie, you must have been absolutely devastated.

JOANNE:  I was devastated. Absolutely. How's the play going?

VIRGINIA:  Darling, absolutely dreadfully! The play is just stupid, and everybody hates the producer. Such a horrible man. You'll never guess what he said to me yesterday!

JOANNE:  Tell me.

VIRGINIA:  Well, I was just a teenie, weenie bit late for the rehearsal, just a teenie little thirty-five  minutes, and he told me.....(she cannot go on)
JOANNE:  Well?

VIRGINIA:  He told me....oh, it's so awful, sweetie! I don't think I shall ever get over it.

JOANNE:  Virginia, what did he say?

VIRGINIA:  He said that people with so little talent as I have should at least make sure they get to the theatre on time.

JOANNE:  (shocked) No!!

VIRGINIA:  Yes!!  I threatened to walk out....

JOANNE:  Good for you, darling.

VIRGINIA:  Well, I didn't exactly threaten. But I certainly thought about it.

JOANNE:  Super!
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VIRGINIA:  (after a pause)  Joanne, I must tell you ....I've met a new man!

JOANNE:  A what? 

VIRGINIA:  Well, rather an old man actually, but he's new for me. He came to the theatre to watch the rehearsal. (she simpers) He said he was absolutely devastated by my performance.

JOANNE:  I thought the producer was absolutely devastated by your performance.

VIRGINIA:  Don't be nasty, sweetie, or you'll make my cry. I mean really devastated! He said I ....touched his heart as no other woman had ever done before.

JOANNE:  (suspiciously) What's his name?

VIRGINIA:  (excited) Sir  Nimrod de Ping.

JOANNE:  Oh, him.

VIRGINIA:  What do you mean, "Oh, him"! He's got a title.

JOANNE:  So has my husband. That's nothing very exciting these days.

VIRGINIA:  I've never had a 'Sir' before.

JOANNE:  His name's Nimrod, darling.

VIRGINIA:  Yes, I just said that.

JOANNE:  Nimrod by name, Nimrod by nature, I'm sorry to say.

VIRGINIA:  I beg your pardon?

JOANNE:  Nimrod, darling, the Great Hunter. He's in the bible.

VIRGINIA:  Who is, my darling little Nimmie? Sir Nimrod de Ping in the bible? Now that really is something!

JOANNE:  Joanne, the bible was written a long time ago. You darling little Nimmie can't be that old. What I mean is, your darling little Nimmie is a great hunter - but not of animals (dramatically) ..... of women!

VIRGINIA:  Oh, Joanne, don't be so mean! You always love to spoil everything for me. He's my first man with a title. And anyway, don't forget, I touched his heart. (she sighs).
JOANNE:  Like a lot of other women did before you, darling.

VIRGINIA:  Well, I shall be his last, I hope.

JOANNE: A leopard can't change his spots, darling.
