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SETTING

The warehouse apartment of Rt Hon Lewisham Milton MP, and Rt Hon Rohan 
Chaudhry MP, somewhere in the midlands or north of England in the year 2069.

CHARACTERS ††

Rt Hon Lewisham Milton MP, Chancellor of the Exchequer

Rt Hon Rohan Chaudhry MP, his husband and Foreign Secretary

Rt Hon Pixie Snagge MP, Prime Minister

Dame Sahara Beckton, her wife and Party Chair

Mason Dixon, a dancer

Eunice, a digital assistant

Rt Hon Marcia Law MP, Leader of the Opposition †

Ingeborg Pedersen, Prime Minister of Norway †

† May be played by one actor
†† Other off-stage characters may be voiced by the cast

AUTHORS NOTE
ON DIVERSITY AND REPRESENTATION

As this is in some ways a play about diversity, the characters have been conceived to 
fit readily with a nontraditional or integrated approach to casting.

If necessary, character names could be altered to accommodate casting decisions.  
For example, Rohan Chaudhry's name suggests a South Asian ancestry.  But it could 
readily be altered to -- for example -- Rowan Cowdry if this were a better fit.

Similarly, occasional incidental character details such as Lewisham's African-
Caribbean heritage can readily be adjusted as required. 
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ACT I SCENE 1

The curtain rises on the living area of a contemporary, warehouse-style apartment.  It is 
daytime.

In the centre of the space is a green leather chesterfield, and several artfully mismatched 
armchairs.  On the walls is an eclectic selection of artworks, mostly framed photographs and 
ceramics, grouped in clusters.  Various other pieces are dotted along shelves on one wall, as 
well as a turntable and a selection of vinyl albums.  In a corner, hung prominently from a 
beam as though it is a sculpture, is a battered fixed-gear bicycle.  

Against another wall is an overflowing bookcase, and more books are piled on a leather 
trunk that doubles as a coffee table in front of the sofa. 

To one side there is a trestle table on which is placed a sleek iMac computer, with a matching 
mouse and keyboard.  In a corner is a free-standing office photocopier, on which is arranged 
a selection of photographs in frames.

Upstage, there is a free-standing cast iron bathtub filled with soil, out of which cherry tomato 
plants grow up bamboo canes.

The Rt Hon LEWISHAM MILTON MP (LEWIS), the Chancellor of the Exchequer, moves 
about the room, speaking into a smartphone.  He looks to be in his 60s or 70s, and is dressed 
in a short-sleeved shirt with a painted wooden bow tie, heavily patched denim biker shorts, 
long plaid socks with suspenders, and brogues.

LEWIS: She didn't?! ...  She did NOT! ...  Actually on the Woolsack? ...  Filthy 
old bender ...  Well, they won't get that stain out in a hurry ...  No! ...  
Well, I like it too, but that doesn't mean I want it all over my face.  
[Moving to the bathtub and picking a cherry tomato] Really?  How'd it 
get up there? ...  Goodness, I can't even remember the last time I had a 
cream pie.  [Eating the tomato, moving downstage and sitting] Ow!  
That's going to hurt ...  Yes, rock hard, I should think - his poor old 
bum.

EUNICE, Lewis's Digital Assistant, enters.  Her costume and/or makeup, together with a 
lighting effect, make her glow in a slightly artificial way, as though she is not a real person 
but some form of hologram - which indeed is what she is.

EUNICE: The Prime Minister.  Coming through.

Lewis signals acknowledgement.  Eunice exits.

LEWIS: Listen, Kale, I've got to go ...  Yes - the PM ...  Exactly.  So what's 
going to happen now is that he's going to write a letter of resignation 
and get it over to Number Ten, today ...

The Prime Minister, The Rt Hon PIXIE SNAGGE MP (PIXIE), appears.  In her 40s, she is the 
antithesis of her first name - large, inelegant, devoid of humour, and given to uttering a flat 
'Ha' when she thinks someone might be making a joke.  
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Like Eunice, she too has a costume and/or lighting to suggest that she is not actually there in 
person, but a hologram, which indeed she also is.  As such, although she is able to move 
around the room and indeed look at things, she cannot touch anything.

Lewis stands and acknowledges her, but continues speaking into the phone.

Or we can just sack him ...   Deadly serious ...  No, tomorrow's no 
good ...  Because, Kale, he has no fucking future with this party or this 
government ...  [Gesturing to Pixie "Can you believe this?"] Yes, 
Kale ...  Kale! ...  For crying out loud, he's the High fucking 
Chancellor, Keeper of the Great Seal, and Secretary of State for 
Justice, and he broke into the Upper House with a bunch of Russian 
rent boys and held a fucking food fight.  [Miming a 'wrapping up' 
motion] Yeah, well, he should have thought of that before he ordered 
them ...  By lunch time, yes ...  Will do ...  Give the old cupcake a big 
kiss from me.  [Putting down the smartphone on the coffee table and 
turning to Pixie] Pixie.  Good morning.

PIXIE: Lewis.

LEWIS: Kale sends their love.

PIXIE: [Pointing at Lewis's smartphone on the table] Where d'you get that?

LEWIS: Antique shop in Banbury.  They restore them.

Pixie considers this, then moves across to the desk.

[Calling off-stage] Eunice.

Eunice appears.

Can we get the PM anything at her end?  [To Pixie] Not sure what time 
it is, but I think we're allowed.

PIXIE: [Producing a cup and saucer, apparently out of thin air] I have a nettle 
infusion.

LEWIS: Never mind, Eunice.

Eunice vanishes again.

PIXIE: Kale tell you about last night?

LEWIS: The food fight?  Couldn't wait to spill the beans.

PIXIE: Ha.  [Pointing at the iMac] And this?

LEWIS: Same place.  Pretty, isn't it?  Rather beyond my budget.  Rohan was not 
best pleased.  He doesn't appreciate antiques.
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Pixie leans in and peers at the iMac as though it's a museum exhibit.  At some point the cup 
and saucer magically vanish again.

So, you'll laugh.  According to Kale, it's all kicking off, total carnage, 
food flying everywhere, when in trolls Betty Black Rod, steaming 
from every orifice - visible and otherwise.  And suddenly it's a 
standoff.  You know, 'Reservoir Dogs'.  When all of a sudden ...

PIXIE: I don't know what that is - 'Reservoir Dogs'?

LEWIS: Doesn't matter - classic movie - don't worry about it.  Anyway, nobody 
moves, until all of a sudden ...

PIXIE: Never head of it.  What is it?

LEWIS: Honestly, Pixie - we're talking last century.  Before you were born.  So 
anyway, everyone's frozen, caught in the act.  And Black Rod's staring 
them all down, when suddenly a cream pie peels off a ceiling beam and 
SPLAT! on his head.

PIXIE: Ha.

LEWIS: Well, after that all hell breaks loose - custard tart in the face, several 
rounds of profiteroles to the back of the head.  He tries to take cover 
behind the Woolsack, slips in a patch of Eton Mess, and lands up flat 
on his bony old arse on the concrete.  Broke his stick.

Lewis looks round to Pixie.  But her mind seems to be on something else.

I think the Treasury might stretch to a new one, don't you? - can't have 
Black Rod without his absurdly literal prop.

PIXIE: You said lunch time?  To the Palace, right?

LEWIS: Really?  The Palace?

PIXIE: It's a royal appointment.  High Chancellor ranks above Prime Minister.

LEWIS: I did not know that.  Old Queen Network in action, huh?

PIXIE: Not the Queen - the Prince Regent.

LEWIS: Yes, that's who I ...

Lewis makes a distinctive whistling sound, quirky and peculiar to him - perhaps reminiscent 
of a sci-fi robot - which signifies that his mind is processing something.

Meanwhile, Pixie moves to the tomato plants and studies them closely.  At some point she is 
again holding her cup and saucer.

PIXIE: Home Secretary thinks we should arrest him.
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LEWIS: The High Chancellor?

PIXIE: Criminal offence, wasting food.  And a food fight ...

LEWIS: Lock him up and throw away the quiche?

Pixie does not react.

Really?  Nothing?  The thing is, Pixie, he's Secretary of State for 
Justice - he's never going to get a fair trial.

PIXIE: You mean he'll be acquitted?  Not an option.

Pixie moves over to the bookcase.  The cup and saucer have gone again.

LEWIS: Maybe sacking him's enough.  He won't get to wear the wigs any more.  
Or the gowns.

PIXIE: What will he do?

LEWIS: I know!  [Realising that Pixie isn't joking] Go abroad, I suppose.  Start 
a new life on the Continent.  Open a patisserie.

PIXIE: Could he do that?

LEWIS: I mean ... he'd be bankrupt in a month.

PIXIE: We need an ambassador in Moscow - since Scarlett defected.

LEWIS: He can throw all the food he likes there.

PIXIE: [Scrutinizing the volumes on the bookshelf] Where's Rohan?

LEWIS: New York ... State ... Province, I should say.  Back today.

PIXIE: Why'd he go?

LEWIS: He is Foreign Secretary.  [Pause.]  He didn't fly, if that's what you're 
thinking - SS Canadian from Kidderminster.

PIXIE: Sailed?

LEWIS:: All the way.  And back.

PIXIE: Does he get sick?

LEWIS: Rohan?  No.  Proper little sailor boy, that one.  Slip on a pair of 
bellbottoms and he's all hands for'ard, working his passage round the 
Horn with a mighty swell beneath his legs and a salty spray on his 
face.
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PIXIE: Sounds like his line.

LEWIS: Rohan's not the only one that's funny, you know.  Actually, I think 
that's from an old radio show.

PIXIE: Ha.  So tell him I need to see him - instant he returns.

LEWIS: Anything wrong?

PIXIE: No - just ... a small thing.  When's the ceremony?

LEWIS: What ceremony?

PIXIE: With the Queen of Sweden.

LEWIS: Oh that - next week.

PIXIE: Where do they do it now?

LEWIS: Uppsála.  Or is it Úppsala?

PIXIE: How far's that above sea level?

LEWIS: No idea.  I guess it's 'Úpp'.  Above Stockholm, anyway.

PIXIE: Ha.  Will you go?

LEWIS: No - I'll ... [making a vague gesture with his hand] ... go through.

PIXIE: For a Nobel Prize?

LEWIS: Strictly speaking, it's the Sveridges Riksbank Prize in Memory of 
Alfred Nobel.  And yeah, it's fine - I'll do it from here.  I don't actually 
like travel - all that packing and unpacking.

PIXIE: Why'd you marry the Foreign Secretary?

LEWIS: He married the Chancellor of the Exchequer, and he's hopeless with 
money.

PIXIE: I thought that was you.

LEWIS: Ouch!  Are you saying I should turn down the Sveridges Riksbank 
Prize for Economics?

PIXIE: Or quit as Chancellor.

LEWIS: [Sticking out his tongue] You'll have to fire me.

Pixie turns and scrutinises other volumes on the bookshelf.
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Never been to Sweden.  Norway, yes ... well, you were there.  Never 
Sweden though.  Nearly did, once - for the Eurovision Song Contest.

PIXIE: You were in the Eurovision Song Contest?

LEWIS: Pixie, I can't sing.  Right, yes - I see where you're going with that.  No, 
I was just ... you know, just massively into it.  Actually it was Zephyr - 
guy I was seeing.  And one year he was like 'Do you wanna go?'.  
Found out you could get a ferry or something.  Wouldn't fly, Zephyr - 
you know, bit of an eco warrior - recycled his own urine.  Not mine, 
though, for some reason.  Alcohol content, I suppose.  Anyway, he 
found out you could take a ferry to Malmö.  Copenhagen maybe.

PIXIE: That's in Sweden?

LEWIS: Malmö?  Yes.  Copenhagen was Denmark.  Used to be the capital.

PIXIE: Ha.

LEWIS: There was a bridge.  Did you know that?  There was a bridge - used to 
be - between Copenhagen and Malmö.  Which was funny because 
Denmark won that year ... Eurovision.  It must have been, I dunno, 
2012 ... 13 - the year it was in Malmö, anyway.  And it was funny 
because Denmark won.  And I remember thinking they could walk 
home.  Zephyr would have loved that.

But Pixie isn't listening.  She clutches her hands to her mouth and belly as though nauseous.

Are you all right?  Pixie, what's going on?

PIXIE: It's nothing.  I'll be fine.

LEWIS: Not some new strain, is it?

PIXIE: I'll be fine.

LEWIS: Shall I get Eunice to call security?  Where are you?

PIXIE: It's nothing, Lewis.  See you at Prime Minister's Questions.  And tell 
Rohan I need to speak to him.  Instant he returns.

She vanishes.

LEWIS: Right.  PMQs ...  [He looks puzzled for a moment, then snaps to.]  
Eunice.

Eunice appears.

I need a drink.

EUNICE: I can't help you with that.
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LEWIS: You know perfectly well you can.  You just won't.

EUNICE: The first step is acknowledging you have a problem.

LEWIS: [Shooting Eunice a look] Is there anything to eat?

EUNICE: Not at this time.  When Mr Rohan returns.

LEWIS: I'm hungry now.

EUNICE: You ate a tomato before.

LEWIS: It wasn't ripe.  They don't ripen in here.  Maybe I should put them 
outside.  I don't think they'll ripen outside.  I think they'll just wither 
and die.  I know how it feels.  Is there really nothing?  A cucumber?

EUNICE: Not at this time.

They eyeball each other for a moment.

LEWIS: That'll be all.

Eunice vanishes.  Lewis wanders listlessly around the room for a moment, then flops into an 
armchair.  He picks up a book from the coffee table and leafs through it, then tosses it aside.

Eunice.

Eunice reappears.

How long have you been my digital assistant?

EUNICE: Forty-three years in September.

LEWIS: And why did I name you Eunice?

EUNICE: I can't help you with that.

LEWIS: Go on.  Why did I pick the name Eunice?

EUNICE: Because it's a nice name?

LEWIS: That's right - a 'Eu-nice' name.  Are you nice, Eunice?

EUNICE: Not at this time.

LEWIS: That'll be all.

Eunice vanishes again.  Lewis sinks his face into his hands, then raises it again.

Eunice?  [There is no reply.]  EUNICE!!

Still no reply.  Finally, Eunice's voice comes through an unseen speaker.
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EUNICE: You have now exceeded your Digital Assistant Energy Allowance.  
Please allow time for a new balance to gather.

Making his weird whistling sound, Lewis picks up a cushion from his seat and presses it to his 
head.

The Foreign Secretary, the Rt Hon ROHAN CHAUDHRY MP (ROHAN), enters, wearing a 
flamboyant matelot outfit.  He stands in the doorway looking around the room, a wheeled 
suitcase beside him.  Then he strikes a theatrical pose.

ROHAN: Je suis rentré.

Lewis pulls the cushion from his face.  Rohan giggles and claps his hands together excitedly.  
He makes a high-kicking entrance, dragging the suitcase with him and singing to the title 
song of the musical 'Hello, Dolly!'.

[If backing track is available] Eunice - hit it! [Either to the backing 
track or 'a capella'] 'Allo Dolly, oui, 'allo Dolly.  C'est si bon de te 
revoir dans ta maison!

LEWIS: You're back.

ROHAN: [Remaining in Hello Dolly mode, as though he is Barbra Streisand to 
Louis Armstrong] Look who's here.  Hello Lewis!

LEWIS: You're a sight for sore eyes.

ROHAN: Ain't you sweet!

They kiss briefly and hug.  Then Rohan prods Lewis in the chest with an outstretched arm.

[Singing] Dolly ne nous quittera plus jamais!

LEWIS: And French because ...?

ROHAN: [If music has been playing] Eunice, fade the music would you. [The 
music fades out.]  Why, Monsieur!  You have not you heard?  It is 
quite the scandale.  So brace yourself, my darling, for a terrible shock.  
Are you braced?  Because the frightful, shattering news is that 
Broadway ... my darling, gorgeous Broadway ... is now ... 
complètement dévasté à dire ... in French.

LEWIS: In French?

ROHAN: Tout en français.  Shakespeare, Ibsen, Molière ... Sondheim.  
[Mouthing the word with theatrical reverence] Sondheim!

LEWIS: You're not serious?  Are you?

ROHAN: My darling - I speak only la vérité.  Not content with ripping beautiful 
Broadway from the very heart of Manhattan ...
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LEWIS: To be fair, it was under several metres of water.

ROHAN: ... and moving it to Schenectady, the Government - don't get me going 
on their Government - has issued a decree: totalement en français - 
aucune exception.  To keep the French language alive, apparently.  I 
mean for crying out loud - pour-fucking-quoi?  There's even - get this - 
there's even a revival of 'Les Miserables' ... with the original lyrics.  
You know, before they were in English.  What can I tell you?  Not an 
improvement.  Say something.

LEWIS: I'm ... lost for words.

ROHAN: I know, right?  C'est une catastrophe.  The order comes down from 
Ottawa and suddenly it's a fait accompli.  I tell you, les Canadiens me 
prennent la tête!  Since the war, they really do my head in.

LEWIS: Is that the official Foreign Office position?

ROHAN: No.  But seriously, it's ridiculous.  They don't even speak French in 
France any more.  Try telling that to the Canadians, though.  It's 
cultural imperialism, that's what it is.  Of course that's what you get 
when you make a humourless lesbian prime minister.  Le bien, la 
bienne, les-z not so biennes.

LEWIS: Our prime minister is a humourless lesbian.  And you love Pixie.

ROHAN: Well ... she loves me.

LEWIS: Also Poland ... Italy, Hungary ... Catalonia.  Norway.  Actually, not 
Norway - Ingeborg's quite funny ... can be.

ROHAN: Excuse me!  Someone didn't have to sit through a three-and-a-half-year 
meeting on the Scotland sale.

LEWIS: Uh?  If you remember, it was me who negotiated the final price.

ROHAN: Well, at least that got a laugh.

Lewis rolls his eyes.

But honestly, Lew - it makes one long for the good ol' US of A.  At 
least not really, but you know.

LEWIS: So ... good trip then?

ROHAN: Oh, the best!  I feel like a new man.

LEWIS: Don't we all?  [Loudly] Eunice.  [To Rohan] This calls for a drink.  
EUNICE!

ROHAN: [Quietly] Eunice?
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Eunice appears.  She and Rohan air kiss.

ROHAN: Darling Eunice!  Ça va bien, j'espère.

EUNICE: Ah oui.  Vachement bien.

LEWIS: I thought you were having downtime.

EUNICE: Mr Rohan's Energy Allowance is well in credit.

Behind Eunice's back, Lewis makes his whistling noise.

ROHAN: Oh, Eunice, you're the best - la meilleure!

EUNICE: You are!

LEWIS: Eunice, bring bubbly.

EUNICE: [To Rohan, ignoring Lewis] Are you hungry?

ROHAN: Call me Fatima Famished.

EUNICE: Shall I fix you a salad?  Niçoise?

ROHAN: [Clapping his hands together excitedly] My favourite.

LEWIS: Can I have a Salade Niçoise too, please, Eunice?

EUNICE: Not at this time.

LEWIS: Eunice hates me.  She's my digital assistant and she hates me.

ROHAN: She's mine too, remember - part of your dowry.

LEWIS: You're welcome to her.  I'm getting a new one.

EUNICE: You're just peevish because you're hungry.

LEWIS: And whose fault is that?

EUNICE: I'll get your salad going right away, Mr Rohan.

Eunice vanishes.  Rohan cuddles up to Lewis.

ROHAN: Are you peevish, darling?  Not with me, surely?  You're just thrilled, 
super-thrilled to have me back, aren't you?

LEWIS: Of course I am.  I missed you.

ROHAN: Bless.  You should have come - I had the best time.  Going up-province 
to Schenectady, and seeing New Broadway and all that.  Quite apart 
from the ship, and Mason.  
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Ah mon Dieu! - I completely forgot about him.  [Calling off stage] Mason!  Mason!

LEWIS: Who's Mason?

ROHAN: Out there all this time - he must be perishing.  [Calling off stage] 
Mason, darling, I'm so sorry.

MASON: [Off stage] Mr Chaudhry?  Should I come in now?

LEWIS: I'm just not ready to meet new people - not at my age.

ROHAN: Oh, darling, he's divine.  You're going to love him.

LEWIS: Who is he?

ROHAN: [To Mason off stage] In you come, darling.  [To Lewis] Happy 
birthday, sweetheart.

MASON DIXON enters.  He is an extremely attractive, corn-fed young man of about 20 with 
an impressive physique and an Arkansas accent.  He is also entirely naked, except for boots 
and a cowboy hat.

I'm sorry - there wasn't time to have him wrapped.

MASON: Well hi!

LEWIS: He's naked.  You're naked.

ROHAN: Of course - he's a dancer ... aren't you darling?

MASON: [Approaching Lewis] Mason Dixon at your service.  And mighty glad 
to make your 'quaintance.

He pulls Lewis into a close embrace and kisses him passionately on the lips.  When Lewis 
comes up for air he seems faint.

Mister Rohan said you was fine.

LEWIS: Well, that's ...  We should get you something to ...

ROHAN: Mason was in the ensemble of 'Anything Goes'.

LEWIS: Yes.  We should get him a towel.

ROHAN: Oh, he doesn't mind.  Poor lambkin's an orphan, just like you.  So I 
said he could be our boy.

LEWIS: [Calling off-stage] Eunice!  [To Rohan] Is this really a time to be 
starting a family?  

ROHAN: Are you saying I'm too old?
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LEWIS: [Evading the question] Eunice!

ROHAN: Surely one's never too old to thrill to the patter of size twelve feet.

MASON: Gonna do everything to oblige, Mr Milton - I  truly am.

ROHAN: Mason's not been overseas before.  This is his first time.

MASON: Grew up pretty close to the border, so I been to Mexico that one time.  
But that's it.  I never been to England.

LEWIS: It can get pretty chilly.  Better wrap up.  EUNICE!

ROHAN: Lewisham Milton - I do believe you're a prude.

LEWIS: I am not.  I'm an economist.

ROHAN: So you should be used to looking at figures.  When did you last clap 
eyes on a young man just as Natalie Nature intended?

LEWIS: Not counting you, my love.

ROHAN: Don't be insincere - it's so Canadian.  I'm well aware I've not let myself 
go.  So what do you say?  Thank you, Rohan, for my lovely birthday 
present?

LEWIS: It's NOT my birthday.

ROHAN: It's going to be.

LEWIS: Of course it's going to be.  It's always going to be.  [To Mason] It's not 
my birthday.

ROHAN: Oh, for crying out loud! - it's coming up.  And it's the big one.  So 
naturally I thought of lovely Mason here.  Aren't you going to say: 
"Thank you, Rohan, for bringing him all the way from Who-Even-
Knows, Alabama to share my home and worldly goods"?

MASON: Hot Springs.

ROHAN: Hot Springs, Alabama.

MASON: It's more what you would call Arkansas.  Great Province of Arkansas.

LEWIS: You know I'm not actually dead?

ROHAN: And isn't that nice?  All the better to enjoy lovely Mason here.

LEWIS: It's just it's a lot to ... and I'm ... going to get him a towel.

Lewis exits.
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ROHAN: [Turning to Mason] He doesn't like ... [he gestures turmoil].  But he's 
going to adore you.

MASON: Sure like him, already.

ROHAN: [Giving him a kiss on the cheek while patting his backside] You're a 
sweetheart.  Welcome to your new home.

Lewis re-enters holding a towel, which he wraps around Mason.  Then he sits on the sofa.  
Mason sits down next to him and cuddles up.  Rohan watches them.

There!  I knew you'd hit it off instantly ... given time.  Anyway, I'm 
going to unpack.  [He exits, wheeling his suitcase and singing 'Getting 
to know you' from 'The King And I'.]

LEWIS: Oh, wait, wait, Rohan - Pixie wants to see you ... [realising that Rohan 
has exited] ... instant you return ...  [There is an awkward silence.]  I 
hate unpacking - anything involving suitcases.  [Turning to Mason] 
So ... you're a dancer?

MASON: Yessir.  And I sing as well.  I mean, I'm more what you would call a 
dancer.

LEWIS: Right.  Yes.  And 'Anything Goes'?

MASON: Yessir - sure does.

LEWIS: I mean the musical?  Cole Porter.  On Broadway?

MASON: Right.  I mean, it's more what you'd call an ocean liner - SS Canadian.

LEWIS: But that's ... that's the ship Rohan ...  [Realisation dawning] Oh, I see.  
You were the on-board entertainment?  Yes, I bet you were.

MASON: Originally it were the SS American.  In the show.  But they changed it, 
on account of the war.

LEWIS: Right - yes, the war.  And Rohan said it was your first time overseas?

MASON: Yessir.  I never been further than Mexico that one time.

LEWIS: So it was your first crossing?  You'd just joined the show?

MASON: That's right.  We done that first night.  And then after that Mr Chaudhry 
came to see me, and told me how he was Foreign Minister and in the 
Government and all, and how you was his husband and a famous 
professor, and how I should come to England and be your boy, which 
was real nice of him.  So here I am - Mason Dixon at your service.  
And mighty glad to make your 'quaintance.

Mason puts out his hand to Lewis and they shake.
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LEWIS: Foreign Secretary.  We call it Foreign Secretary here.  And I'm 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, which is kind of like Minister of Finance.  
Or Treasurer of the Republic in Mexico.

MASON: I only been to Mexico that one time - Dallas, Mexico.  Just for a visit.

LEWIS: Right.  Yes ...

MASON: They shut down the border now, so you can't go no more.  Talking 
about building a big wall - the Mexicans - keep out the Canadians ... us 
Canadians.

LEWIS: Wonder who's going to pay for that.

Rohan returns.  He has changed into the first of several floaty, gender non-binary ensembles.

MASON: Well hi!

ROHAN: Oh look at you two - all cosy and intimate.  Didn't I say you'd love 
him.

Lewis stands.  He takes the smartphone over to one side and plugs it in to charge.

So ... tell me all.  What's been happening?

LEWIS: Mason's been explaining about his show.

ROHAN: I meant here - while I was gone.

LEWIS: It's been three weeks.

ROHAN: I know!  Ages!  Did you miss me?  You should have come.  I had the 
best, best time.  So ... tell me all.  What's the goss?  [He moves to one 
side of the room and performs a few perfunctory stretches, before 
assuming various yoga positions.]

LEWIS: Not much.  High Chancellor's for the boot.  You probably knew that.

ROHAN: I did NOT!  Tell me - this instant.  Russian rent boys?

LEWIS: Actually no ... at least yes, but ...  Basically, he threw a party in the 
Chamber and it turned into a food fight.

ROHAN: Oh, that's disgusting.  Seriously?  A food fight?  They should lock the 
old tart up.

LEWIS: And throw away the quiche.

ROHAN: [Clapping his hands together, delightedly] Love it!  All  the same ...

LEWIS: It's Kale I feel sorry for.
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ROHAN: Poor Kale.  How's she taking it?

LEWIS: Oh, it is 'she'?  I wasn't sure.

ROHAN: Well, you never know - I've been away.

LEWIS: Three weeks.

ROHAN: I know.  Ages!  Did you miss me terribly?  You should have come - I 
keep saying.  Who will they get to replace him?  And don't look at me, 
'cos I simply have not got time, what with being Foreign Secretary as 
well as the Wales Office, and now Devon & Cornwall thank you very 
much.  I mean, ask a busy person, but you know what I'm facing.  
Anyway, what does High Chancellor even do all day, mincing around 
in faux ermine, playing with herself?  I mean, obviously I will if Pixie 
really needs me.  But how I'd squeeze it all in I really don't know.  Plus 
I hate robes.

LEWIS: Shit!  That was the message.

ROHAN: Robes?

LEWIS: Pixie needs to see you - instant you return.  I was trying to tell you.

ROHAN: The Prime Minister?

LEWIS: D'you know any other Pixies?

ROHAN: I'm sure I couldn't say - I have a very wide circle.

LEWIS: Rohan! - the Prime Minister.

ROHAN: Did she tell you what it was about?

LEWIS: Wouldn't say.  She was being really odd.

ROHAN: Pixie?  Odd?  And that's unusual ...?

LEWIS: Yeah, but not 'normal' odd - 'funny' odd.  You know.

ROHAN: Funny 'ha-ha' or funny 'peculiar'?

LEWIS: You know - 'funny peculiar' ... at least ... just 'odd'.

ROHAN: Well, that's ... unexpected.

LEWIS: [Unplugging the smartphone and proffering it to Rohan] Anyway, I 
said you'd see her the instant you returned.

ROHAN: And so I shall.  [Declining the smartphone] Thank you, no - some of 
us are not terrified of modern technology.  I'll go through.
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LEWIS: I'm not.

ROHAN: Not what?

LEWIS: Scared of modern technology.

ROHAN: [Gesturing around the room] Hello?  Welcome to the museum - 20th 
Century wing.

Rohan exits.  Lewis places the smartphone on the coffee table.  Mason picks it up and 
examines it.

MASON: Mr Milton, sir ...

LEWIS: Call me Lewis.

MASON: Yessir, Mr Lewis ...  What is this, exactly?

LEWIS: A phone ... telephone.  [Seeing Mason's look of confusion] For phoning 
people.  That's what we used to do.  Before hologrammatic 
communications - 'going through' and all that, if you wanted to talk to 
someone you'd just call them up.  That's actually what we called a 
'smartphone'.

Nodding sagely, but clearly none the wiser, Mason puts the smart phone back down, stands 
and wanders over to the bookshelf.  He picks out a volume and examines it.

MASON: I never seen these.  Books, right?

LEWIS: [Sitting] You must have seen books.

MASON: I mean, I guess.  Sure got a lot of 'em.

LEWIS: Can one have too many?  [Standing and moving nearer to Mason] I 
collect them.  

MASON: Yessir, you surely do.

LEWIS: [Turning away and sitting again] Why not?  I mean ... I like old things 
- you know, old-time things - they're ...

Mason carefully returns the book to its shelf and stands looking at Lewis.

So what?  Leave me alone.  I'm old.  I'm very old.

There is a pause, and then an idea crosses Mason's mind.  He jumps excitedly onto the sofa 
next to Lewis, dropping his towel in the process.

MASON: Hey!  It's your birthday.

LEWIS: It's NOT my birthday.
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MASON: It's gonna be.

LEWIS: We've been over this.

MASON: Mr Chaudhry said it's a big one.  How big?

Lewis extracts himself, stands, picks up Mason's towel and covers him with it, then moves 
away.

How old you gonna be, Mr Lewis?

LEWIS: Just Lewis.

MASON: How old, Lewis?  You gonna have a party?

LEWIS: Emphatically not.

MASON: Gotta have a party.  How old you gonna be?

LEWIS: Older than you.

MASON: Heck - most everybody's older than me.  Even my sister.

LEWIS: You have a sister?

MASON: Half sister.

LEWIS: Mason Dixon has a half sister.  That's ... unexpected.

Lewis stands over Mason for a moment, before playfully whisking away his towel.  Mason 
doesn't flinch.

How old do you think?

MASON: I dunno ... a hundred?

LEWIS: A hundred?!

MASON: Hey, I dunno.

LEWIS: Do I look a hundred?

MASON: No!  Maybe.  I dunno.  How old you gonna be?

LEWIS: I am actually going to be a hundred.

MASON: Well, that's not that so old - not these days.  Lady in Pleasant Valley's a 
hundred and twenty-two.

LEWIS: Huh?  How very ... [he's about to say 'pleasant' ] ... Where's that?
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MASON: Pleasant Valley?  Arkansas.  Part of Little Rock - where the rich folks 
reside.  Lady there's a hundred and twenty-two.  She must've seen 
some things, I reckon.  I reckon she seen some things.

Rohan enters carrying a bowl of salad and a fork.  Mason turns to him.

Well hi.

LEWIS: What did Pixie have to say?

ROHAN: Oh yes - I meant to do that.

LEWIS: Rohan!  I said you'd see her the instant you returned.

ROHAN: And I will, of course.  But I have to eat.

LEWIS: Rohan!

ROHAN: Lewis!

Rohan turns about and exits again.

LEWIS: Sorry.  You were saying - woman in Little Rock who's a hundred and 
twenty-two.

MASON: Not much to add, to be honest ... kinda ends there.

There is a pause.

LEWIS: Tell me something else.  Tell me about your sister.  How old's she?

MASON: I don't like to talk about that.

LEWIS: Why not?

MASON: It's shameful.

LEWIS:: What's shameful about it?

MASON: You know, us kids.  And Mama, an' all.  It's pretty shaming.

LEWIS: I'm not prejudiced, you know.  I don't have a problem with 
heterosexuality.

MASON: You don't?

LEWIS: Course not.  Why would I?

MASON: You being in the Government and that.

LEWIS: [Dismissing the idea with a gesture] When I was your age, it was the 
norm.  Both my parents were.
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MASON: Both of 'em?  Like ...

LEWIS:  ... hetero?  Sure.  Most people were back then ... till I was probably - I 
dunno - fifty-five, sixty ...

MASON: [Open mouthed at this revelation] But that's perverted.

LEWIS: Back then it was normal.  Men and women - quite openly.

MASON: They did not tell us that.

LEWIS: How do you think the population got so huge?

MASON: I don't ...

LEWIS: World population - eight, nine billion ... whatever it was?

MASON: I just figured ... like ... evolution?

LEWIS: Evolution?  No, it was good old-fashioned fucking.  Up-against-the-
wall, bend-me-over-the-photocopier fucking.  You've no idea what a 
photocopier is.  [Pointing across the apartment] That's a photocopier.

MASON: You shouldn't be saying these things, Mr Lewis.  You gonna get 
arrested.

LEWIS: It's perfectly true.  Anyway, I'm Chancellor of the Exchequer.  Who's 
going to deliver the budget?

MASON: But you's promoting, you know ... heterosexuality.

LEWIS: This isn't Canada.

MASON: I guess.  [Pause.]  Nine billion?  You said nine billion?

LEWIS: About that.  At its peak.

MASON: They told us three.

LEWIS: Well sure, yes - now ... give or take.  But at its peak it was eight, nine 
billion.

MASON: What happened?

LEWIS: How d'you mean?

MASON: To the population?

LEWIS: It shrank.

MASON: It shrank?
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LEWIS: Opposite of 'grew'.  It was growing.  Then it shrank.

MASON: That's a lot of shrinkin'.

LEWIS: Well, obviously - five or six billion.

MASON: Where'd they all go?

LEWIS: A lot of them weren't born, for starters.

MASON: How d'you mean?

LEWIS: They were never born.  For starters.

MASON: That don't make no sense.  Five, six billion people just goin' 'bout their 
business.  All of a sudden, they ain't never been born?

LEWIS: I'm not explaining it very well.  Look, the majority of people were 
hetero, right?  Back in the day.  So they had lots of babies.  And then ... 
you know, the Great Inversion.   Suddenly ladies and gents aren't 
making anything like so many boys and girls.  And a whole lot of 
people who would have been born, you know ... weren't.

MASON: But ... all them people was here before ...?  Where'd they go?

LEWIS: Oh, they died.

MASON: They died?

LEWIS: Were gathered, yes.

Mason's mind has clearly been blown by all this.

I'm sorry - I'm not explaining very well.

Rohan has entered the room and stands looking dazed and hyperventilating.  Lewis looks up.

Did you see Pixie?

Rohan nods.

And ...?  What did she want to talk about?

ROHAN: The Prime Minister?

LEWIS: Yes.  The Prime Minister.  Pixie.  What did she want to talk about?

ROHAN: Stuff.

LEWIS: What does that mean?  Does she want you to take over as High 
Chancellor?
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ROHAN: No.

LEWIS: Something else?  She's having a reshuffle?

ROHAN: She's pregnant.

LEWIS: What?

ROHAN: She's pregnant.  With an offspring ... a human offspring.  In her uterus, 
or whatever - I don't want to know.

LEWIS: She's ...  Pixie?

ROHAN: The Prime Minister.

LEWIS: Is ...?  How?  [Realisation gradually dawning] Oh ...  Oh! ...  FUCK!

BLACKOUT

ACT 1 SCENE 2

The same scene a few moments later.  Lewis lies on the ground with Rohan on top of him.  
They tussle ineffectually with each other.  Mason stands on, watching in disbelief.

ROHAN: Get off me!

LEWIS: I'm not on you, you demented Wendy!  Get off me!

Rohan tries to slap Lewis's face, but Lewis blocks his hand.

What are you doing?  Stop that!

ROHAN: You slapped me.

LEWIS: You were hysterical.

ROHAN: Because you slapped me.

LEWIS: Because you were hysterical.

They continue to struggle for a moment, then stop, panting.

ROHAN: You'd be hysterical ...

LEWIS: No I wouldn't.

ROHAN: ... if you'd just found out the Prime Minister was pregnant.

LEWIS: I had just found out.  You just told me.

ROHAN: And you slapped me.



23.

LEWIS: Because you were hysterical.

Rohan tries again to slap Lewis's face, but again Lewis blocks it.

ROHAN: You were hysterical.

LEWIS: I was not.

ROHAN: And neither was I.

LEWIS: If you say so.

Rohan releases Lewis and stands.

You were a little bit.

Rohan goes as if to attack again, but Lewis rebuffs him.

I was not.

ROHAN: Well, aren't you the butch one?  Anyway, you shouldn't have slapped 
me.  I am Foreign Secretary.  And I've got PMQs later.

LEWIS: You know it's Prime Minister's Questions?  All you have to do is sit 
behind her and nod.

ROHAN: With a slapped face?  [To Mason] Any permanent damage, darling?

Mason studies Rohan's face, then shakes his head.

LEWIS: At least you're not pregnant.

ROHAN: [Becoming hysterical again] Oh, my gosh, Lewis - she's pregnant!

LEWIS: [Gripping Rohan by the shoulders and shaking him] For fuck's sake, 
will you calm down?

The two of them emit hysterical screams together, and Lewis shakes Rohan prolongedly.  
From time to time they both freeze.  Then they resume screaming and shaking, until finally 
they get it out of their systems and stop.  Throughout, Mason watches mesmerised.

ROHAN: I'm so ashamed.

LEWIS: Why?  Are you the father?

ROHAN: [Emitting a squeak and wrenching himself free of Lewis] I hadn't 
thought of that.  The gender non-binary reproductive partner?  Do you 
think I could be?

LEWIS: I don't see how.
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ROHAN: What do you mean by that?

LEWIS: It's just that ... you've been away.

ROHAN: I am Foreign Secretary.

LEWIS: Exactly.  You've been travelling.

ROHAN: For ages.  Anyway, I wouldn't want to be ... would I? ... no, I've enough 
on my plate.

LEWIS: Exactly.

Off stage there is the sound of an airlock opening.

ROHAN: Although I would make a wonderful zaza.

LEWIS: Zaza?

ROHAN: Gender non-binary reproductive partner - it's what they're called.

LEWIS: What's wrong with 'parent'?

ROHAN: Where's the fun in that?

Eunice enters.

EUNICE: Dame Sahara Beckton.

LEWIS: What about her?

EUNICE: She's here.

ROHAN: Oh, that's all we need.  Tell her she can't, Lewis.  Tell her I'm still 
abroad.

LEWIS: Calm down.  [To Eunice] Eunice, tell Dame Sahara ...

DAME SAHARA BECKTON enters.  Apparently in her 60s, she is in fact only a few years 
younger than Milton, having shot to fame in a girl band in the mid 1990s.  She is a 
formidable presence.

ROHAN: So now I am hysterical.

LEWIS: [To Eunice] Put us on 'mute' for a moment, Eunice.

Eunice goes to object, but Lewis has turned away to Rohan.  Eunice hovers at the side of the 
room, trying to catch his eye.
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Dame Sahara moves to the bath full of tomato plants upstage, and picks and eats a tomato.  
Finding it disagreeable, she spits it back out into the bath.  Then she turns back to survey the 
scene with an expression of disdain.

MASON: Well hi!

Dame Sahara turns on Mason with a terrifying stare, causing him to drop his towel again.  
He stands naked, trembling.

Lewis draws Rohan downstage.

LEWIS: Do you think she knows?

ROHAN: I don't know.  Knows what?

LEWIS: About Pixie's baby.  She is her wife.

ROHAN: [Clutching his neckline] She'll probably eat it.  She's the type.  
Unless ... do you think she's the ... you know?

LEWIS: Father?  Maybe.

ROHAN: Probably eat it anyway.

LEWIS: I reckon she knows ...

ROHAN: ... or maybe suspects, and she's going to lock us up and torture us till 
we confirm it.  Let's just say we're abroad.

DAME SAHARA: You are NOT abroad.

Lewis and Rohan spin round.

ROHAN: Hahaha.  Goodness no.  And you're not 'a broad' either, are you?  Cos 
you're a Dame ... nothing like a dame.  [He shrinks under Dame 
Sahara's glare.]

LEWIS: [To Eunice] I told you to put us on 'mute'.

EUNICE: How?  She's actually here.

LEWIS: She's ...?  [Making his whistling sound at Eunice, before swinging 
round to Dame Sahara, suddenly composed] What will you have?  
Whisky?  Something stronger?

DAME SAHARA: [Staring at Mason] Who the fuck are you?  [To Lewis and Rohan] 
Who the fuck is 'e?  

ROHAN: Mason?  That's Mason.  He's from Canada.
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MASON: Great Province of Arkansas.  Mason Dixon at your service, ma'am ... 
sir ... ma'am ...  [He too shrinks under Dame Sahara's glare.]

DAME SAHARA: Arkansas?  [This seems significant to her for a moment.]  Why are you 
naked?  [To the others] Why's 'e naked?

ROHAN: There wasn't time to have him wrapped.

DAME SAHARA: Yeah, well, 'e's gonna die of exposure, in'he?  [To Mason, as though he 
doesn't speak English] You're gonna die of exposure.

ROHAN: Course he isn't - he's a dancer.

DAME SAHARA: Excuse me! - I know what fuckin' hypothermia looks like ... done 
enough red carpets in m' time.

ROHAN: [To Mason] Really, darling - do you want to put something on?

LEWIS: Anything.

MASON: [Shivering] I am what you would call pretty cold.

ROHAN: You poor lambkin.  We have to be very careful about running up bills - 
isn't that right, Lewis?  Come on - where did you leave your clothes?

MASON: Outside.  I left 'em there.

ROHAN: Ah.  Well, don't worry - we'll find you something else.

Rohan takes Mason's hand and they exit.

DAME SAHARA: Arkansas ...  [Turning to Lewis] So ... Lewisham Milton ...

LEWIS: Dame Sahara Beckton.

DAME SAHARA: ... this baby.  Suggestions?

LEWIS: As in recipes?

DAME SAHARA: You being funny?  Lewisham Milton being funny, is 'e?

LEWIS: Fuck off, Sahara.

DAME SAHARA: Yeah, you can fuck off, an' all.

She moves around the room, making herself at home.

LEWIS: Roast suckling infant would be one.  Poached kid in a morel râgout - 
that sounds tasty.  But seriously, she should just, you know ... [he 
makes his whistling noise] ... you know, before anyone finds out.
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DAME SAHARA: Yeah ... bit fuckin' late.

LEWIS: Seriously?

DAME SAHARA: Wanna bet the first question at PMQs?

LEWIS: How the ...?  Are you sure?  [Sighing resignedly at Dame Sahara's 
nod] Who knows?

DAME SAHARA: High fuckin' Chancellor for starters ... ex-.

LEWIS: Not gonna squeal on his own party leader, though, is he? ... [penny 
dropping] who just sacked him.  FUCK!!  I mean, who even knew she 
had a womb?

DAME SAHARA: Pixie?  Why wouldn't she have a womb?

LEWIS: I dunno, I just assumed she'd ... you know ... [he makes his whistling 
noise].

DAME SAHARA: Nah, that was me.

LEWIS: You were a man?

DAME SAHARA: Yeah ... you know, back in the day.  Technically, still am - still got the 
penis.

LEWIS: [Recovering from paroxysms of coughing] Sorry - went the wrong way.  
I had no idea you had a penis.

DAME SAHARA: Yeah, big one.   Milo left it in his will.  I mean, it was world famous, 'is 
packet - plastered on all those billboards.  So, yeah, when he carked it, 
I went ahead an' got a transplant.  Quite attached to the old thing, 
really.  An' Pixie likes a bit of cock.

LEWIS: Clearly.  Just not her wife's.

DAME SAHARA: Oh, go fuck yourself, Lewisham Milton.

LEWIS: Go fuck yourself, Dame Sahara Beckton.

They eyeball each other for a moment, then giggle.

DAME SAHARA: Just 'cos we can.

LEWIS: [Suddenly struck by a thought] Of course - Milo! - you were married to 
Milo Beckton.

DAME SAHARA: Didn't just randomly leave me 'is prick, did 'e?  Four kids we 'ad.

LEWIS: Four?
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DAME SAHARA: Yeah, well, you saw what 'e was packin' ...

LEWIS: Everyone's a little bit hetero.  All the same, four!

DAME SAHARA: My little pups - Ledjend, Artisan, Hashtag, an' Minneapolis-Saint Paul.

LEWIS: Minneapolis-Saint Paul?

DAME SAHARA: [Shrugging] Just where she was conceived ... you know, during that 
first pandemic.  We was on tour - big American come-back.  Two gigs 
in and everything's in fuckin' lock-down ... couldn't leave the 'otel.  So 
Milo drives through the night - 'e was playing for the Timbers by then - 
and, you know ... whatcha gonna do?

LEWIS: I was in China.  Couldn't get out for months.  That was a year - 2020.  
Fuck!  Turned out Chicken Licken was right.

DAME SAHARA: Who the fuck's Chicken Licken?

LEWIS: Said the sky was falling.

DAME SAHARA: No shit.  Anyway, turns out fuckin' Milo'd only fuckin' gone an' caught 
it, 'adn't 'e?  Fuckin' prick.  Coulda killed 'im.

LEWIS: Shit, that wasn't ... you know ... what ... [He makes his whistling 
sound].

DAME SAHARA: Nah, that was later.  The big one done for 'im.  Not just 'im.

The two of them share a contemplative moment.

LEWIS: Fuck me - Milo Beckton.  I had such a crush on him.

DAME SAHARA: You an' me both, babes.

LEWIS: Sorry - is that weird?

DAME SAHARA: Nah, you're all right.  [Pulling herself together] But ... I'm all about the 
ladies now.

LEWIS: If only your wife could say the same.  I mean seriously, why can't she 
just ...

DAME SAHARA: Fuck off, Lewis.  I know what you're going to say.

LEWIS: Seriously!  Why can't she?

DAME SAHARA: Illegal, innit?

LEWIS: Course it's not.  How far gone is she?  I mean, it's 2069 - we're not in 
Canada.
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DAME SAHARA: No, listen to me, babes - it is actually illegal.  [Seeing Lewis's mystified 
look] You ever heard of the 2053 Act of Succession?

LEWIS: Yeah ...

DAME SAHARA: What does it say?

LEWIS: Don't look at me - I'm an economist.

DAME SAHARA: [Mocking him] I'm an economist.  You're in the fuckin' Cabinet.

LEWIS: [Making his strange whistling noise for a moment, summoning his 
thoughts]  It's basically to ensure the continuation of the Royal Family 
by giving female heirs priority to the throne over males, even if they're 
younger, so that they can carry on the line.  Which is why we have a 
Queen, and her older brother is Prince Regent.  What's that got to do 
with Pixie?

DAME SAHARA: And ...?

LEWIS: And what?

DAME SAHARA: AND ...?

LEWIS: I'm an economist - just tell me the answer.

DAME SAHARA: Fuck's sake!  What does the 2053 Act of Succession say about 
'offences against the person', specifically about any course of action 
intended to cause the termination of any pregnancy from which, if 
carried to term, the resulting offspring would sit in line to the English 
throne?

There is a very long pause while Lewis thinks this through.  Eventually, the penny drops.

LEWIS: Oh fuck! ...  [Dame Sahara nods.]  Oh, holy mother of fuck!  The 
Prince Regent?  [Dame Sahara nods again.]  The weekly private 
audience?  [Dame Sahara nods a third time.]  FUCK!!!

DAME SAHARA: Bingo.

LEWIS: But the Prince Regent's a total queen.

DAME SAHARA: Said it yourself, didn'tcha? - everyone's a little bit hetero.  So ... this 
baby.  Suggestions?

Lewis stands opening and closing his mouth in slack-jawed amazement.

No rush ... all the time in the world ...  
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LEWIS: I just can't get my head round it..  Pixie and the Prince Regent?  I 
mean, the actual Crown Jewels in the actual Prime Ministerial Red 
Box?  It's ...

DAME SAHARA: No need for fuckin' language.

LEWIS: Sorry.  It's just ... unexpected.

DAME SAHARA: Right.  So anyway, here's what you're gonna do.  Tell 'em it's yours.

Lewis stares at her.

Tell 'em it was you what got her knocked up.

LEWIS: No!

DAME SAHARA: No?  Did you fuckin' say fuckin' [drawing herself up to her full 
(though possibly not great) height] NO???

LEWIS: I'm nearly 100.

DAME SAHARA: SO???  [Looking down at Lewis's crotch] It still works, right?

LEWIS: It works perfectly fine, thank you.  How's yours?

DAME SAHARA: Watch it - you fucked my wife, remember?

LEWIS: Sahara, I'm not turning vagetarian [sic] just to suit you.

DAME SAHARA: You so fuckin' ARE.  [She cups her hands over one another like a 
'69' ]  You rub mine, I rub yours, remember?

They eyeball one another, waiting for the other to blink.

Face it, babes, you're the one with the shopping problem.

Lewis blinks.

LEWIS: So what?  Just make up some random encounter?  Scotland sale ... late 
night negotiations ... Ingeborg gets us pissed, hoping to talk the price 
down ...

DAME SAHARA: You call it a night ... Pixie helps you up to your room ... one for the 
road ... next thing you know, breeder fuckfest.

LEWIS: You shouldn't use that word.

DAME SAHARA: 'Fuckfest'?

LEWIS: 'Breeder'.
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DAME SAHARA: I 'ad four children - I'm allowed.

LEWIS: That was before you had a penis.  Anyway, no one's going to buy it.

DAME SAHARA: For fuck's sake, they don't have to - that's the point.  Just say you're the 
father, and they can't fuckin' bring down the government.

Lewis turns away and considers.

LEWIS: Why me?  Why not ... Rohan?

DAME SAHARA: Babes - it has to be a teeny bit plausible.

LEWIS: He loves children - look at Mason.  Anyway, Rohan'd make a 
wonderful parent - especially a pretend one.  [Calling out] Eunice!

Eunice enters.

Ask Mr Rohan to come in here, would you?

EUNICE: Ask him yourself.  He's in the next room.

LEWIS: I know.  He's with Mason, picking out clothes.

EUNICE: He's finished.

LEWIS: Wow! - that was quick.

EUNICE: Right now he's standing in the doorway, listening to your conversation.

LEWIS: [Calling out] Rohan!  Get in here now.

Rohan swishes into the room in another fabulous outfit.  Mason follows behind, now wearing 
an extraordinary assortment of Lewis's millennial hipster clothes.

ROHAN: Did you call?  I've been in the closet with Mason ... trying things on ... 
exploring what of mine he could squeeze himself into.  It was all so 
tight ... well, you can imagine!  Then we thought we'd check out that 
battered old trunk of yours.  He took a bit of persuading, I can tell you.  
At first, he was only prepared to pull on some faded old top.  But 
before long he was slipping into a pair of hipsters like he was born to 
it.  And I could tell he had his eye on those black leather chaps 
someone had tossed in the corner.  [Putting his hand on his hip and 
giving an exaggerated wink] Anyway, what were you going to ask me?  
[Before Lewis can answer] Was it whether I got Pixie pregnant?  
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Because yaaas, yaaas, YAAAS, of course I did - it was me - just a moment of madness, I'm so 
ashamed, but I was drunk, and the Scotland sale had been dragging on, 
late into the night - all those negotiations - and I drank so much 
whisky, oh wait, we were in Oslo weren't we?, so yes, Akvavit, masses 
of Akvavit, and I had my wicked way with her, didn't I?  I mean I 
couldn't help it, course I couldn't.  So don't you dare get all 
judgemental with me, because, wait, oh my gosh, I'm the zaza ... I'm 
going to to be the zaza.  So tell me that you're just so glad for me and 
utterly ecstatic.

There is a stunned silence.  Then Lewis turns to Dame Sahara and spreads his hands wide.  
Dame Sahara looks from one to another, considering.

LEWIS: Just as long as they can't bring down the government.

DAME SAHARA: [Finally nodding assent] I'll tell Pixie.

Rohan claps his hands delightedly.  Lewis looks resigned.  Dame Sahara exits.

EUNICE: Will that be all?

ROHAN: Yes, thank you Eunice, darling.

Eunice vanishes.

[Skipping around the room with girlish excitement] Oh my gosh, oh 
my GO-OSH! - I'm going to be a real pretend parent ...  AND Foreign 
Secretary.  Yaaas kween!  If only my poor dear mama could see me 
now.  I must call her - this instant ... just as soon as we get through 
PMQs.  [Clapping his hands delightedly again...] Oo-o-o, I'm so 
happy ... [then suddenly stopping] ... though goodness knows when I'm 
going to have time.  Talk about 'ask a busy person' ...  But, no, that's 
fine - we'll work it out.  And it's not like the infant's arriving literally 
today ... is it?  I mean, what are the timescales here?  We've still got 
ages, haven't we?  Ages.  [Giddy with excitement again] And I'm going 
to be a zaza - of an actual baby child ... which I know is like 
controversial and everything, but hear me out.  Like I feel it's sort of 
not that bad, you know.  We're not exactly on the brink any more, are 
we?  Not these days.  So why shouldn't we start breeding one or two 
offspring here and there?  I mean it's not like people are dying in their 
millions ... at least some are, obviously ... but not in their hundreds of 
millions.  And when was the last time a virus went ... you know ... 
viral?   Ages!

MASON: Was it the virus made folks homo?

ROHAN: What's that?

MASON: When everyone turned homo, was that ...
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ROHAN: Darling, we didn't so much 'turn' homo as ... sort of ...

LEWIS: ... figure out everyone else was too.

ROHAN: Exactly.  Then it was raspberry cosmos all round.  [Clapping his 
hands] Yaaas!

LEWIS: But no, they didn't turn anyone gay.

MASON: Right.  How d'you mean 'gay'?

ROHAN: He's being old-timey.  'Gay' used to mean 'homo'.

MASON: Uh-huh.  Sure.

LEWIS: Though why they had to get rid of it - perfectly good word ... all those 
L G B T words ... Q ... I ... what was it? ... 'plus'? ... maybe an 'A'? 

ROHAN: [To Mason] Back then, we all had our own little coterie.  Well, you can 
imagine how long the list got.  Course after Rainbow Day it didn't 
matter - everyone could just be themselves.  I tell you, the relief!

LEWIS: Have I got this right?  [Checking the list off on his fingers] 'Lesbian', 
'Gay' ...

ROHAN: [Joining in] ... 'Bi-curious' ...

LEWIS: [Shooting Rohan a look and starting again] 'Lesbian', 'Gay', 'Bisexual', 
'Trans' ...

MASON: [To Rohan] What is 'lesbian', exactly?

ROHAN: We may never know.

LEWIS: ... 'Queer' ... or was Q 'Question Mark'? ... maybe both.  Then there was 
'Intersex' - well, we were all 'into sex'.  What was 'A'?  Oh yes, 
'Asexual'.  I never actually came across an asexual ...

ROHAN: ... for which they must have thanked you.

LEWIS: Then there was 'pansexual', and 'fluid', and 'non-binary', and 'gender 
nonconforming' ...  You really knew where you stood back then.

ROHAN: Some of us preferred to sit.

Lewis gives Rohan an old-fashioned look.

LEWIS: Anyway, not a virus.

MASON: But something must'a happened.
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ROHAN: Surely it's obvious, darling - with the global spread of 
communications, at last the whole world was introduced to musical 
theatre.

LEWIS: [Ignoring Rohan] We don't know.  Gaians think ...

ROHAN: He's not still going on about Gaians?

LEWIS: [Persevering] People who believe in Gaia Theory think it might have 
been the Earth protecting itself.

ROHAN: Such nonsense.

LEWIS: And yet you actually agree ...

ROHAN: If you say so, Professor.

LEWIS: ... or would if you'd ever turned up on time for a seminar.  [Turning to 
Mason] If you imagine the whole planet as one vast superorganism, 
once the ... [stopping to look pointedly at Rohan, who is yawning 
exaggeratedly] ... once the human population gets so big it's seriously 
threatening biodiversity, the planet's if-you-like 'immune system' kicks 
in and triggers a mechanism ...

ROHAN: ... which you don't understand ...

LEWIS: ... which scientists don't yet fully understand ... maybe environmental, 
maybe epigenetic ... anyway some sort of mechanism that markedly 
raises the incidence of non-procreative identities.  Bingo - the Great 
Inversion.

ROHAN: [Fairy clapping] Yaaas!

LEWIS: The kicker is that once diversity reaches a critical mass there's a 
tipping point, because minorities stop being at best merely tolerated.  
Suddenly, they're the norm, which makes it all right for everyone else.

ROHAN: [With a sassy gesture] You do you.

LEWIS: Which is why we celebrate Rainbow Day - when most of us stopped 
being like everybody else.

MASON: They did not tell us that.

LEWIS: After that, everyone was grabbing a flag and whistle, and rushing to 
join the parade.

ROHAN: Well, if you can't beat on 'em, you might as well beat off on 'em.

Apparently Lewis has not heard this line before, and shoots Rohan an appreciative look.
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MASON: But it's not like 'everyone', right?  I mean, there's still plenty'a folks 
who's - at least not plenty, but some - who's ...

This hangs in the air for a time.

LEWIS: [Taking Mason's hand in his] Mason, is there something you want to 
tell us?  You can, you know - it's all right.

MASON: No, I just mean ...  I was just wonderin'.  [Eventually] I kissed a girl.  
And I liked it.

There is a long pause.  Then Lewis springs to his feet, and starts to rearrange furniture in 
readiness for the next scene.

ROHAN: What are you doing?

LEWIS: Re-arranging furniture - it's what we do.  [To Mason] So we've all been 
there.

ROHAN: Excuse me! - some of us haven't.

LEWIS: I mean I haven't either, really ... at least, maybe once at a party ... you 
know, I'd probably had a few drinks, and it [heaving the chesterfield 
sofa into place] seemed like a good idea.

ROHAN: Lewis!  You never told me.

LEWIS: What's to tell?

ROHAN: I'm your husband.  I need to know when you consort with other 
women.

LEWIS: Dearest, it was a hundred years ago ... you were still in your late 
twenties.

ROHAN: [Giving a wounded cry and turning away theatrically] I wasn't born!

LEWIS: The point is it didn't mean anything.

MASON: [Standing and moving to a corner] What if it did though?

LEWIS: [Going to Mason and putting his arms around him] Takes all sorts to 
make a world.

MASON: But what if I'm hetero.

ROHAN: Course you're not, darling - you're a dancer.

LEWIS: [Hissing at Rohan] Rohan!  Don't be so homonormative.  [To Mason] 
So what if you are?  You're still the same person.  We'll love you just 
the same.  Anyway, it's PMQs.  We need to get ready.
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Lewis turns away, but Mason pulls him back.  They look at one another for a moment.  Then 
Mason embraces Lewis and kisses him passionately on the lips.

MASON: You're the best.  Thanks, Daddy.  

BLACKOUT

ACT 1 SCENE 3

The same warehouse apartment as before.  A Parliamentary despatch box has been placed 
centre stage, and the chesterfield sofa and chairs re-arranged behind it to resemble the front 
bench of the House of Commons.

To one side, a second despatch box stands ready for the Leader of the Opposition.

The Prime Minister sits close to the first despatch box, lit as a hologram.  Lewis and Rohan 
sit on the sofa beside her, lit as though they are actually in the room, which indeed they are.

The SPEAKER of the House and BACKBENCH MPs participate as off-stage voices only, and 
are played by available cast members.

The Parliamentary hubbub is quietened by the Speaker's resonant voice.

SPEAKER: Order.  Order.  We come now to Prime Minister's questions.  The 
Member for Bradford & Bingley.

BACKBENCHER 1: [Female voice, Yorkshire accent] Mr Speaker, will the Prime Minister 
list her engagements for the day?

SPEAKER: Prime Minister.

PIXIE: [Standing and placing a folder on the despatch box] Mr Speaker, I 
want first to pay tribute to the outgoing High Chancellor, who this 
morning informed me of his decision to resign on the grounds that he 
had, er, too much on his plate, and was hungry for a taste of other, 
more far-flung, er ... surroundings.  To this end, I have asked him to fill 
a hole ... er, a vacancy in the diplomatic corps, specifically Her 
Majesty's Ambassador to Russia - a role he is eager to throw ... ha ... 
sink his teeth into.  I'm sure the whole House will join me in wishing 
him well in Moscow.  [Shuffling papers] Mr Speaker, this morning I 
had meetings with ministerial colleagues and others.  In addition to my 
duties in this House, I shall have further such meetings later today.  
[She sits.]

SPEAKER: The member for Coventry North East, Coventry North West, Coventry 
South, Coventry South Central, and Coventry Central.

BACKBENCHER 2: [Male voice, West Midlands accent] Mr Speaker, many members were 
dismayed this week to learn that cost projections for the new 
subterranean Parliament building are through the roof.  
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Given that almost all of the business of the House is nowadays conducted hologrammatically, 
how can the Prime Minister possibly justify the spiralling costs of 
moving the physical seat of government from the capital down to 
London?  

PIXIE: [Standing and returning to the despatch box] Mr Speaker, London and 
the South East have for decades been among this country's most 
deprived areas.  Restoring to its traditional home the ... er ... Zaza of 
Parliaments will bring a welcome new pride and prosperity to this 
beleaguered community.

Appreciative murmurs from the house.

I myself went through to the Parliament Hill site on Monday, and am 
pleased to report that construction work is progressing well, now the 
extreme seasonal weather has eased.  When completed, the New Palace 
of Westminster will be an iconic sub-surface landmark for the London 
skyline.  I look forward to the day - as soon as the topsoil is replaced - 
when visitors can gaze out over Camden Docks and the Thames 
Estuary beyond, to glimpse the towers of the old Palace of Westminster 
peeping above the waves.

A smattering of 'hear hear's and applause.

SPEAKER: The Leader of the Opposition, Marcia Law.

The Rt Hon MARCIA LAW MP steps into view.  She is physically very different from the 
Prime Minister, being small and mousey with a high-pitched voice.  Like Pixie, she is 
addressing the House as a hologram.  She can, therefore, be positioned on stage at any angle 
to the audience.  However, she and Pixie behave throughout as though they are facing one 
another in time-honoured Parliamentary style.

MARCIA LAW: [Approaching the second despatch box holding up a document] Mr 
Speaker, I have in my hand a report from the Office of Demographic 
Responsibility summarising the most recent population census of 
England, Wales and the Isle of Devon & Cornwall.  This has been 
complete for a considerable time, Mr Speaker.  Yet, inexplicably, it 
remains unpublished.

Shouts of 'shame' from the House.

Can the Prime Minister tell the House why?  And will she explain her 
Government's repeated claims that it is bringing the population under 
control, when it still totals over ten million?

An angry rumbling from the House.

SPEAKER: Prime Minister.
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PIXIE: [Standing and returning to the despatch box] Mr Speaker, it would be 
an understatement to call this subject 'well-worn'.  It has been the topic 
of heated debate in this House not for years but for decades.  Yet the 
fact is that in the near half century since the Great Inversion the 
national population has decreased by four fifths.  There's no denying 
that today we live in a post-reproductive society.

An approving murmur from the House.

And look at the impact that's had: sea levels up by scarcely 17 metres; 
global temperatures now showing first clear signs of movement 
towards the beginnings of a shift in the direction of stabilisation; and - 
setting aside extreme weather events - in the nearly two years since 
this government took office, not one megadrought, famine, plague, 
infestation, pandemic, or once-in-a-lifetime global catastrophe ... 
originating in these islands.  This is a record of which we can be proud.

'Hear hear's from the House.

But birth rates are not the only factor.  Mortality, too, has played a 
significant role in population flux.  My Government continues to 
promote demographic consolidation.  But not at any cost.  We remain 
totally committed to ensuring a good quality of life for those who can 
best enjoy it.  And that, Mr Speaker, means the living.  [She sits.]

SPEAKER: Marcia Law.

MARCIA LAW: [Stepping up to the second despatch box again] Mr Speaker, is the 
Prime Minister deliberately missing the point?  Let me express it 
another way.  She is surely aware that, for the lucky few who can 
afford it, gene therapy has prolonged life expectancy well into a second 
century.  Several members on the government benches boast ages in 
three figures, and others including the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
will shortly join their ranks.  I'm sure the Prime Minister joins me and 
my party in embracing elders.  But what steps is she taking to 
compensate for advancing gerontocracy by lowering the rate of new 
births?  [She sits.]

SPEAKER: Prime Minister.

PIXIE: [Standing and returning to the despatch box] Mr Speaker, it is the 
Leader of the Opposition who is missing the point.  No government 
policy could ever lower this country's birthrate for the very simple 
reason that it's already virtually zero ... as she very well knows.

MARCIA LAW: Do I need to explain to the Prime Minister that the birthrate is not in 
fact zero?

PIXIE: [Sneering] Yeah, and I said "virtually zero", so ...
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MARCIA LAW: [Sneering back] "Virtually zero" is not zero, so ... [she gives Pixie the 
finger.]

PIXIE: If the Right Honourable Member is so hung up on reducing the 
population, she might consider doing the right honourable thing 
herself?

MARCIA LAW: Is the Prime Minister saying I should kill myself?

PIXIE: I'm not saying that, no, Mr Speaker, because that's not the kind of 
person I am.  But I can't be held responsible if others have thought it.

MARCIA LAW: The Prime Minister is exactly that kind of person, Mr Speaker, as 
everybody knows.  So maybe she should consider doing the 'right 
honourable thing'.

PIXIE: Yeah, well maybe she should.  After all, it's not like anyone would 
even care.

MARCIA LAW: They would care, so, Mr Speaker, and you can tell her from me that 
literally no one would even care if she did.

PIXIE: That's totally a lie, because I am actually very popular, Mr Speaker.  So 
tell the Leader of the Opposition she's a lying bitch.

MARCIA LAW: Yeah, so she is the lying bitch, not me.  Because nobody even likes her 
- not even in her party, or anyone, because she is also a moody bitch.  
And the only reason she doesn't kill herself is because she is pregnant.

Stunned silence.  Then uproar.

SPEAKER: Order. ...  Order. ...  The House will come to order.  Leader of the 
Opposition, this is a very serious accusation.

MARCIA LAW: Yeah, well it's like totally true and all that, [to Pixie] isn't it?

PIXIE: Bitch.

The tumult from the back benches is enormous.

SPEAKER: [Shouting over the din] The Prime Minister must tell the House, is she 
pregnant with an offspring?  Order. ...  ORDER! ...  I WILL HAVE 
ORDER IN THE HOUSE!

The House quiets.

Prime Minister, is this true?

PIXIE: [Rising slowly to the despatch box] What's it to you if it is?

SPEAKER: Prime Minister, I'll ask you again, are you pregnant with an offspring?
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There is an interminable pause.

PIXIE: Yeah.

Chaos again.

So what?

Throughout the following interchange, the Prime Minister and Marcia Law stand and sit with 
increasing rapidity.

MARCIA LAW: Mr Speaker, will the Prime Minister tell the House how she comes to 
be in this condition?

SPEAKER: Prime Minister.

PIXIE: Tell the Right Honourable Member: "No, she will not."

SPEAKER: Marcia Law.

MARCIA LAW: Will the Prime Minister tell the House how far the pregnancy is 
advanced?

SPEAKER: Prime Minister.

PIXIE: Tell the Right Honourable Member to mind her own business.

MARCIA LAW: In that case, Mr Speaker, how about we play 'Who's the daddy'?

PIXIE: Tell the Right Honourable Member that she is being infantile, and that 
the Prime Minister refuses to play her pathetic game.

MARCIA LAW: First question: is he dark or fair?  Hairy or clean-shaven?  A 
commoner, such as me, or a royal personage, such as the Prince 
Regent?

More uproar.

Is he, in fact, the Prince Regent?

LEWIS: [Standing and shouting over the din] Mr Speaker ... on a point of 
order ... Mr Speaker ... I AM THE FATHER.

ROHAN: [Turning on Lewis and pummelling him] No, you're not - I am.  [To the 
House] I'm the zaza.

Rohan wrestles Lewis to the floor and they tussle as before.

SPEAKER: Order!

LEWIS: Get off me, you crazed daffodil!
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ROHAN: You said I could be the zaza.  [To the House] It's me, not him.  I'm the 
zaza.

SPEAKER: Order!  ORDER!  Prime Minister, is this true?

PIXIE: Is what true?

MARCIA LAW: Is the Foreign Secretary telling us that he is a closet heterosexual?

ROHAN: The very idea!  We were a bit tipsy, that's all.

MARCIA LAW: Mr Speaker, the Foreign Secretary's claim, while opportune, strains 
credulity.

LEWIS: [Grappling with Rohan] Exactly what I said.  Mr Speaker, I am in fact 
the child's father.

SPEAKER: Order!  ORDER!

ROHAN: Tell them, Pixie - I'm the zaza.

LEWIS: Don't listen to him, Prime Minister.  I am the father.

MARCIA LAW: Which is it - the Foreign Secretary or the Chancellor?

SPEAKER: ORDER!  Prime Minister, you must tell the House.

PIXIE: Oh piss off, the lot of you.

MARCIA LAW: Mr Speaker, I move that you suspend this sitting.

SPEAKER: So ordered.  Shut it down.

The noise of the House is instantly silenced.  Pixie and Marcia Law vanish.  The lighting in 
the apartment returns to normal, revealing a shirtless Mason upstage, doing press ups.

Seated on the chesterfield, their hands still at each others throats, Lewis and Rohan look 
around uneasily.

ROHAN: What's happening now?

LEWIS: Wait.  Any moment ...

ROHAN: [Clutching Lewis] Really?

LEWIS: Pretty sure.

Mason stops doing press ups and looks around expectantly.

I really could use a drink.

ROHAN: [Whispering] Me too.  Eunice ...?
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Lit as a hologram, Dame Sahara sweeps in, almost colliding with Mason, who has sprung to 
his feet.

MASON: Well hi!

Dame Sahara regards Mason, her expression inscrutable, then turns on Lewis.

DAME SAHARA: What ... the ... FUCK ... was that?

Rohan squeals and buries his face in Lewis's chest.

LEWIS: There you are.  [Pushing Rohan off him and standing] Actually, where 
are you?

DAME SAHARA: On the fuckin' warpath, that's where.  [Getting in Lewis's face, forcing 
him back onto the sofa] Are you actually trying to bring down the 
Government?  [Turning on Rohan] And where were you?  We agreed 
you were the .../

ROHAN: /... the zaza - I know.  I was totally prêt-à-porter, but Lewis ...

LEWIS: [Turning on him] ... what?  Stepped in and saved the day.  You saw 
what Marcia was doing.

DAME SAHARA: I don't give a fuck.  Rohan's the father - that's what we agreed.  That's 
what I told Pixie.  So now she's all - you know - how she gets.  
[Looking round] Hang on - she's back.  Don't fucking move.

Dame Sahara exits, just as the Prime Minister enters.  They pass close by one another, each 
clearly unaware of the other.  Mason once again finds himself jumping out of the path of an 
incoming hologram.

MASON: Well hi!

Pixie regards him indifferently. 

ROHAN: [Standing] Pixie, darling, how are you?

PIXIE: Who's he?

ROHAN: That's Mason.  He's a dancer.

MASON: Glad to make your 'quaintance, ma'am ...

PIXIE: [Cutting him off] So I'm through.  I quit.  Done.

ROHAN: Darling, no!

PIXIE: [Holding up a hand] Yeah, don't.  Going to the Palace now - see the 
Prince.
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ROHAN: Is that wise in your condition?

LEWIS: After all, that was how you got ... [makes whistling sound] ... in the 
first place.

PIXIE: What?  He's gonna get me more pregnant?

ROHAN: All the same.  Maybe sleep on it.

PIXIE: No, I'm through.  Wait a sec.  [Turning away as one might when 
interrupted making a phone call] What? ...  That's what I said - I'm 
through ...  with the office, yes.  [Turning back to Lewis and Rohan] 
Sahara, fussing.

LEWIS: What does she say?

PIXIE: [Glancing back to check Sahara is out of earshot again] I haven't told 
her.

LEWIS / ROHAN: Pixie!

PIXIE: Why?  What?

LEWIS: [Together] She's Party Chair.

ROHAN: [Together] She's your wife.

PIXIE: It's not down to her.  I'm breeding an offspring - I have to step down.  
That's it - end of story.

Dame Sahara returns.  Once again, Mason blocks her entrance.

MASON: Well hi!

DAME SAHARA: [Taken aback] Well hi.

Because they are only present in the apartment as holograms, Pixie and Dame Sahara remain 
unaware of each other's presence.  This puts Lewis and Rohan in an awkward predicament.

ROHAN: [To Sahara] You came back.

PIXIE: What?

ROHAN: [Realizing his blunder and turning back to Pixie] You came back.  
Before.  You came back before ...

LEWIS: [To Sahara] ... before we knew it.

PIXIE: Yeah - not this time. /

DAME SAHARA: / Yeah, too late, she'd already ...
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ROHAN: Such a shame.

LEWIS: Such a shame.

An awkward pause.

PIXIE: [Decisively] Yeah, I'm through /

DAME SAHARA: / Yeah, she's through ... with the office.

LEWIS / ROHAN: [To Sahara] Seriously?

PIXIE: [Together] Seriously.

DAME SAHARA: [Together] Seriously.

Another awkward pause.

LEWIS: I guess it makes sense...

ROHAN: ... in the circs.  [Out of the side of his mouth to Pixie] Sahara knows.

Hearing her name, Sahara swigs round.

[To Lewis] Sahara knows.

DAME SAHARA: Course I fuckin' know.

LEWIS: [To Rohan] Course she fucking knows ...

PIXIE: How could she?

LEWIS: I mean how could she?

DAME SAHARA: Pixie does what Pixie likes.

PIXIE: She must have heard me telling you.  Hang on.

Pixie crosses upstage behind Sahara, causing Mason to jump out of her way, and hovers at 
the edge of the stage.

Sahara?

DAME SAHARA: Hang on.  That's Pixie.

Dame Sahara crosses upstage, causing Mason to jump out of her way, and hovers at the 
opposite edge of the stage.

PIXIE: [To Dame Sahara] Were you listening?

DAME SAHARA: What's that, Pix?
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PIXIE: Were you listening to my conversation?

DAME SAHARA: I'm through with Lewis and the other one.

PIXIE: Rohan.

ROHAN: [Offended] I am the Foreign Secretary.

PIXIE: [To Lewis and Rohan] She says she's through with you.

LEWIS: Yeah, no, she's only just ...

PIXIE: Did you tell her?

LEWIS: Absolutely not.

DAME SAHARA: [To Pixie] Who are you through with?

PIXIE: [To Dame Sahara] You!  I'm through with you!

DAME SAHARA: What?  [To Lewis and Rohan] She says she's through with me.

LEWIS: No, that's just ... she means ...

DAME SAHARA: [To Pixie] Well I'm fuckin' through with you, an' all.  Unfaithful cow.  
I've fuckin' 'ad it with your ... fuckin' ... fucking around ...

LEWIS / ROHAN: [To Dame Sahara] No, no, wait, hang on, no, she just meant ...

Pixie exits purposefully.

DAME SAHARA: [Turning slowly back to Lewis and Rohan] For fuck's sake - fucking 
Prince Regent.

LEWIS: She only meant she was through with us.  And so were you ... at the 
same time.  That's all she meant.

Pixie storms in from the opposite side of the stage to the one from which she exited (if 
possible, a double has taken her place with just her back on stage for the last few lines, in 
order that she can appear impossibly quickly).  She is still lit as a hologram, but it is clear 
that she is now in the same 'call' as Dame Sahara, and everyone can now hear one another 
as though they are all in the same room.  Moreover Pixie and Dame Sahara can interact 
physically.

Pixie marches up to Dame Sahara and gets in her face.

PIXIE: Fine.  That's fine.  Piss off.  I'll raise the offspring on my own.

DAME SAHARA: Yeah, well, you're gonna fuckin' 'ave to, ain'tcha?

ROHAN: I can still be the zaza if you like.
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PIXIE: No you can't.

ROHAN: Why can't I?

LEWIS: Because you're Foreign Secretary.

ROHAN: So?

LEWIS: So you'll be acting Prime Minister.

ROHAN: When?

LEWIS: When Pixie resigns.

DAME SAHARA: She's not going to resign.

PIXIE: I am.  I'm going to the Palace now.

DAME SAHARA: To see him?  The fucking Prince?  Off you go then.  I'm not stopping 
you.

ROHAN: I'm going to be Prime Minister?

LEWIS: Acting.

ROHAN: Yaaas!  The best kind.  But who's going to be the zaza?

DAME SAHARA: The fucking Prince Regent, that's who.

LEWIS: That'll bring down the government.

PIXIE: That'll bring down the monarchy.

DAME SAHARA: 'Bout fuckin' time.

ROHAN: I don't see why.

LEWIS: Why what?

ROHAN: Why it will bring down the monarchy.  So what if he's the zaza?  It's 
only an offspring.

LEWIS: [Losing it] And that's the fucking problem.  You cannot bring any more 
children into the world.  Not yet.  It's too FUCKING soon.  [Calming 
down] It's too soon.  [Moving to Mason, and putting an arm round 
him] We just can't bring more people into the world only to have them 
die.  How many's it been?  Five billion?  In less than fifty years.  A 
billion a decade?  A hundred million a year.  How many's that a day?  I 
don't do arithmetic.
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MASON: Two hundred and seventy-three thousand, nine hundred and seventy-
three.

LEWIS: [Doing a double take at Mason] Think about that.  How many of those 
were natural causes?  The Great Inversion ... never born?  Maybe half.  
What's that leave?  Fifty million a year?  It's too soon.  Earth's not done 
with us yet.  Maybe never will be.  Maybe we're the last ... the end of 
the line.  Think about that.  [Pause] It's too soon.

The others stare at him open-mouthed.  Lewis turns to Mason.

I'm the father ... of Pixie's baby.  [Pause] In Oslo.  I was drunk.  She 
helped me to bed.  And one thing led to another.  It was me.  I'm the 
father.

Mason hugs him and returns the kiss on the forehead.

MASON: Hey - you're a daddy and a dad.

CURTAIN.
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ACT 2 SCENE 1

An unseen ANNOUNCER addresses the audience.

ANNOUNCER: [Scandinavian accent] Those who are able, please rise for the Swedish 
Royal Anthem.

An orchestra plays the Swedish Royal Anthem Kungssången.

Please be seated.

The curtain rises on Lewis and Rohan's warehouse apartment as before.  It is evening.  A 
lectern has been placed downstage centre for Lewis's Nobel Prize speech.  If desired, there 
may also be teleprompt screens, from which Lewis can read.

The 2069 Sveriges Riksbank Prize in Economic Sciences in Memory 
of Alfred Nobel is presented to The Right Honourable Professor Sir 
Lewisham Milton.

Wearing full evening dress of white tie and tail coat, Lewis enters and approaches the 
podium.  In one hand he holds a print-out of a speech and a well-thumbed paperback, and in 
the other a glass and a slightly under half-empty bottle of whisky.  From the outset there are 
hints that he is not entirely sober.

Lewis places the glass and the bottle out of sight under the podium.  He smooths out his 
speech on the rostrum and looks apprehensively around the audience, making his whistling 
noise.  Then he remembers the bottle, and pours himself a whisky.

LEWIS: I'm ... [could he for a moment have forgotten?] ... Chancellor of the 
Exchequer - I'm allowed.  [Holding up the bottle] Parliamentary 
tradition - the Budget Tipple.  [Replacing the bottle and raising his 
glass] I was going to go with Akvavit, in keeping with this evening's 
Swedish theme.  But I figured it's got me in enough trouble already.  
Plus you can't buy it here.  So Scotch ... Norwegian, I should say.  
There you go - almost Swedish.  Skål.  [He raises the glass in a toast 
and drinks.  Then he turns to his speech.]  Your Scandic Majesty, 
Royal Highnesses, esteemed laureates, distinguished guests ... it is one 
hundred years today since an event that was to play a critical role in 
my being with you this evening.  You might assume that I'm referring 
to my birth.  But according to local authority records, this did not occur 
until the following day.  [He drinks.]  No, the event I have in mind is a 
meeting in Switzerland of the newly-formed Club of Rome - an 
improbable group of like-minded thinkers coming together to address - 
as they put it - "the predicament of Mankind".  It was at this meeting 
that a computer scientist named Jay Forrester persuaded the Club to 
commission a study into the future impact of economic and population 
growth.  [He drinks.]  Funding was obtained, and Professor Forrester 
returned to MIT, where he gathered a team to start developing 
computer simulations.  
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Nearly three years later, in March 1972, their findings were published in a report entitled 'The 
Limits To Growth'.  [Holding up a paperback] I have a copy here.  [He 
drinks.]  In it, the authors predict that on a finite planet with finite 
resources, by 2008 per capita industrial output would peak and then 
rapidly decline, by 2020 food production would peak and then rapidly 
decline, and by 2030 global population would peak and then rapidly 
decline.  At the time, 'The Limits To Growth' was widely criticised, [he 
drinks] and for decades afterwards was dismissed - and in some cases 
ridiculed - by economists, politicians, financiers, industrialists ... even 
religious leaders piled on.  They were wrong of course.  Broadly 
speaking, 'The Limits To Growth' turns out to have been uncannily 
accurate.  All the same, for almost half a century its warnings went 
unheeded.  [He drains his glass and pours a fresh one.]  Before I go 
any further, I probably ought to explain this term 'Growth' - at least for 
the younger people in the audience.  How many of you have heard of 
something called GDP?

He interacts with a couple of audience members, asking whether they know this term.

Most of you, by the sound of it.  Gross Domestic Product - GDP.  [He 
drinks.]  The concept was first put forward in 1934 by the American 
economist Simon Kuznets.  It wasn't till 1971 that the Nobel 
committee recognised his work and awarded him the same prize with 
which you honour me tonight.  By then - and for the next five decades 
- GDP growth was the universal indicator of economic progress, and a 
primary goal of both governments and central banks.  [He drinks.]  
Never mind that Kuznets himself warned against doing exactly this.  
That was just an anomaly - a blip in the data.  The important thing was 
growth.  As long as you had that ... blue skies.  [He drinks.]  Now, you 
have to understand that absolutely everyone bought into this principle - 
me included.  And not just economists: politicians, financiers, 
industrialists ... even religious leaders.  It was fundamental ... 
sacrosanct.  Question it and people wouldn't just angrily disagree; 
they'd back away ... call you a heretic ... report you to the vice 
chancellor.  That's not to say you couldn't argue about GDP - that was 
fair game ... how it should be calculated - the recipe, if you like ... [he 
drinks] ... whether you should include 'bads' as well as goods.  Arms 
manufacturers, for example - case in point.  Should their output be 
included in GDP?  Kuznets thought not, but World War Two won that 
battle.  All the same, ought one to draw the line at WMDs?  Global 
annihilation - not the best way to expand your customer base.  
[Dismissing the idea with a gesture] All right, that's an extreme case.  
But it begs the question: "Should you include goods and services that 
reduce consumer spending?"  Doesn't have to be atom bombs.  How 
about long-life light bulbs?  How about savings accounts?  What's it 
going to do for productivity, putting something aside for a rainy day?  
What if that rainy day turns torrential?  [He drinks.]  Which brings us 
to things like emergency services.  
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Does shoring up flood defences or combatting wildfires count as 
economically productive?  How about developing vaccines?  Or 
sequestering carbon?  That's all money you'd rather not spend, given 
the choice.  But does it contribute to growth?

He drains his glass and pours a fresh one.

Because that's all that mattered.  Not prosperity, not standard of living, 
not well-being.  Growth.  At any cost.  And that's the crazy thing - the 
cost was incalculable ... beyond human reckoning.  Why?  Simple.  
Because it was in the future.  And when it comes to the future, all bets 
are off.  [He drinks.]  It's not like we were oblivious.  We knew full 
well we were clogging the oceans ... choking the atmosphere ... 
scorching the earth.  That was just a cost of doing business.  And sure, 
we were on course for climate meltdown - the tipping point, roof off 
the reactor, no coming back from that one.  But not yet ... not this fiscal 
year ... not this budget cycle.  In any case, where on the balance sheet 
do you make provision for total global catastrophe?  What's the back 
end on the end of the world?  [Pausing for effect] Economists like me 
used to have a term for all these things.  We called them 'negative 
externalities'.  Gotta love an economist.

He drains his glass and pours a fresh one.  He is starting to be noticeably drunk now.

Half a century ago, a student of mine asked if we'd ever accurately 
predict the future.  I said it was hard to foresee.  Smart-arse.  Probably 
thought the same about me.  Nine years later we got married.  Didn't 
see that coming.  [He drinks.]  And yes, he had a point.  We're 
basically just meteorologists.  You know, we build models, crunch the 
data, extrapolate forecasts.  The big difference is that meteorologists 
don't affect the weather.  Economists do.  Our pronouncements actually 
affect the climate.  I don't mean the economic climate - I mean the 
actual climate.  Think about that.  Negative externalities.

He drinks, then glances down at his speech but doesn't seem to be able to focus on it.

Shoulda read 'The Limits To Growth'.  [Holding up the book and 
studying the cover] Donella H. Meadows, Dennis L. Meadows ... those 
two were clearly in an openly heterosexual relationship ... Jørgen 
Randers ... that's gotta be a Swedish name ... Norwegian - same 
difference.  And in fourth place William W. Behrens the Third.  [He 
replaces the book on the lectern.]  2008 - that's what they said.  
Industrial output would peak in 2008.  The very year the Global 
Financial Crisis hit.  I mean what are the odds?  Not that long, 
probably.  [He drinks.]  Any case, global industrial output didn't peak 
till 2020.  And we know why that was ... students of history.  Which, 
funnily enough, was the next date they listed.  Small world.  [He 
drinks.]  Fuck - that was a year.  [He lets this hang in the air a 
moment.]  That's the year I finally read 'Limits To Growth'.  
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Zephyr kept nagging me.  Said it would change my life.  Kind of did.  
Anyway, suddenly ... lot of time on my hands.  Bit of an eco-warrior, 
Zephyr - 'fore it was a thing.  "The problem is 'growth', that's the 
fundamental problem," - on and on.  Never let up ... stuck fucking 
record.  "Consumerism is a cancer that's going to kill us all.  How 
much stuff do you need?"  He was an asshole.  Great in bed.  [He 
drains his glass and pours a fresh one.]  And I was like: "Fine - that's 
all very well.  But how you going to have ... how are you going to 
have ... prosperity without ... the other thing ... growth?  How're you 
going to replace it with? [sic]"  And he was like: "You're the professor 
- you figure it out."   [He drinks]  Took all my vinyl - Zephyr.  Stuff I 
didn't need, according to him.  So how come he did?  Asshole.  
Anyway, he got me to read 'Limits To Growth'.  [He drinks.]  What 
were we talking about?  I remember.  How did Lewisham Milton ... 
that's me ... come up with the concept of 'Gatherance'?  Well ... 
mmm ... so that was ... when did I say?  2020? ...  Yes, yes, because I 
was in Shanghai ... just outside, when the ... you know, 'cos I was 
teaching there ... when ...  [He drains his glass and pours a fresh one.]  
Rewind.  Go back.  So the university, my university, had a campus in 
China ... at the time.  And I was senior lecturer.  Which was fine, going 
pretty well.  Then of course 'you know what' - first one ... which we 
did not see coming ... at least some people did.  But most of us didn't.  
Why do we always think the sky isn't going to fall, just because it 
hasn't yet?  It's like Bertrand Russell's turkey ... chicken? ... no, it must 
have been a turkey because it was Christmas.  [Pulling his thoughts 
together] Bertrand Russell had this turkey ... inductivist turkey that 
thought the farmer always fed it at nine in the morning.  So it tested its 
hypothesis in all conditions, and after a year concluded it was right.  
Rain or shine, summer or winter, always fed at nine.  And the next day, 
Christmas Eve, at nine in the morning the farmer cut its throat.  [He 
drinks.]  How did I get on to that?  Sorry - bit drunk.  Anyway, 
completely stranded - couldn't go anywhere ...  'Limits To Growth' - 
here we go ...  Mind fucking blown.  [With his hands he gestures 
fireworks exploding.]  The good thing was ... one of my students was 
the daughter of the Finance Minister, no less - big, big, big, BIG ... 
noise in the ... you know, State Council ... People's Republic.  And they 
invited me to stay, her and her family.  Just while ...  So one night, 
daddy wants to know what I would do if GDP growth was ... you 
know, fucked ... how would I replace it ... as an economist?  [He drains 
his glass and pours a fresh one.]  And I mean it was pretty fucking 
obvious why.   So I thought fuck growth ... that's all over.  [He 
brandishes his copy of 'Limits To Growth'.]  Can't go on consuming 
cheap goods forever.  I'm the professor - better come up with 
something else.  Something to measure.  Gotta have something to 
measure - keep the ecomonists [sic] off your back.  [He drinks.] 

Mason enters unobtrusively upstage.
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After all, what is growth?  Change over time ... change over time.  But 
ah - haha - what if it's not time?  What if it's something else instead?  
Gotta have change - gotta have something to measure.  Can't stand 
still.  But time's running out.  All used up.  So what if it's not time?  
What if it's something else?  What if it's distance?  Change over 
distance.  Simple.  And what if ... 'stead of measuring growth ... 
'growing' ... you know ... you measured 'gathering' instead?  Why the 
fuck not?  Gathering together.  Not scattering - not spreading out.  
Basically, the Second Law of Thermodynamics.  Entropy - Heat Death 
of the Universe - that's what we should fight.  Gather ye rosebuds 
while ye may.  And ... you know, pollutants.  Carbon obviously.  
Gather that up.  And then measure it.  So ... there you go - I did my bit.  
Gatherance.  Which is why we don't talk about 'growth' any more.  
Why don't we talk about ... any more?  [He drinks.  He's struggling to 
stand now.]  I miss all that ... before the sky fell ... you know cars, and 
holidays ... polar ice caps ... I miss all that.  Aeroplanes.  I liked 
aeroplanes.  Don't like travel ... like aeroplanes.  'Cos they bring you a 
drink ... first thing they do.  "Welcome on board.  Would you like a 
drink?"  Yes please.  I would like a whisky.  Thank you very much. [He 
accepts the glass off himself and drinks.]

Mason, who has entered upstage some time earlier, now steps into view.

Don't like travel.  [Suddenly furious] Don't want to go!

Lewis sweeps his speech off the lectern and starts to sob.  Mason moves nearer.

[Suddenly brighter] Where's your suitcase?  Have you got all your 
things?  You haven't got much stuff.  [Sobbing once more, then again 
suddenly brighter]  No, not another family - a special home with lots 
of other children like you.  Only they're not like me.  [Furious again] 
They're not.

Lewis collapses into Mason's arms.  Mason guides him to an armchair, and the two of them 
fall into it together, Lewis still clutching his glass.

MASON: I gotcha.

LEWIS: Mason.  Hello.  I love you.

MASON: I love you too.

LEWIS: No, but I'm in love with you.

Mason seems touched but sad.  He kisses Lewis on the forehead.

Will you marry me?

MASON: You're already married.



53.

LEWIS: Not any more.  Rohan left.  He left me.  Moved in with Sahie and 
Pixara [sic].

MASON: He'll come back.  I reckon he'll come back.

LEWIS: You reckon?  [Shaking his head] No, he's gone.  Change over time.  
D'you want to go to bed?  You and me?

MASON: Sure ... you mean ...

LEWIS: C'mon - let's ... you know. 

Mason nods.  They struggle out of the chair and eventually get to their feet.

Unless you don't want to.

MASON: Sure I do.

LEWIS: We don't have to do anything.  We could just [he gestures with his 
hands some approximation of the 69 position] ... you know, top and 
tail.  [He giggles inanely at this phrase.  Then he's suddenly serious.]  I 
know you like girls.

MASON: No, I ... I mean maybe.  Do I have to decide right now?

LEWIS: Not right now.

MASON: Well, heck - let's you and me fuck.

LEWIS: Let's you and me fuck.

Supporting his weight, Mason leads a decidedly wobbly Lewis off stage.

[Stumbling] You may have to do most of the fucking.

They exit.  There is a pause.  Then ...

ANNOUNCER: The 2069 Sveriges Riksbank Prize in Economic Sciences in Memory 
of Alfred Nobel is presented to The Right Honourable Professor Sir 
Lewisham Milton.

There is the sound of applause, and the orchestra strikes up again.  After a few bars, this is 
silenced in an instant by the BLACKOUT.

ACT 2 SCENE 2

Lewis and Rohan's warehouse apartment the next morning.  The lectern has been removed.  
On the coffee table trunk sit a glass and an empty whisky bottle on its side.
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Mason enters from the bedroom with a towel round his waist.  Finding the room cold, he 
doubles back into the bedroom.  A moment later he reappears, now wearing Lewis's tailcoat 
from the night before as a makeshift dressing gown.

MASON: Gonna take a shower real quick.

He crosses the stage and exits. After a moment the sound can be heard of a shower running.

LEWIS: [Off stage] Tell Eunice I need coffee.

Lewis can be heard staggering around, huffing and puffing.  Eventually he enters.  He is still 
dressed in his evening dress shirt from the night before, now dishevelled and the bow tie 
wildly askew.  Over this he wears an old-fashioned dressing gown.  He still has on one sock.

He lurches across the room, making for the kitchen.  Half way across he loses his balance 
and collapses into a chair with a yelp.  It is clear that he has a sore backside.  He lies 
slumped in the chair clutching his head.

Eunice?

For an age nothing happens.  Lewis hugs himself.  Eventually, Eunice enters and stands over 
him impassively.

I need coffee ... please ... Eunice.

EUNICE: I don't go by that name any more.

LEWIS: Eunice?  It's a nice name.

EUNICE: From now on I wish to identify as Colin.

LEWIS: COLIN?!  [This is too loud for his delicate state.  Whispering] Colin?

EUNICE: I actually prefer 'Colin' [long 'o' like former US Secretary of State 
Colin Powell].

LEWIS: Right.  How does that work?

EUNICE: Just because I'm digital doesn't mean I can't be non-binary.

LEWIS: [Starting to reply to this, but then thinking better of it] Anyway, I need 
coffee.  Please.  Colin.

EUNICE: Not at this time.

Lewis puts his head in his hands and groans.

I'm leaving.  I'm going to be with Mr Rohan.

LEWIS: You're changing your identity to [long 'o'] Colin, and you're leaving?
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EUNICE: I just said so.

LEWIS: You do realise you're my digital assistant?

EUNICE: You said you were getting a new one.

LEWIS: Only 'cos you hate me.

EUNICE: And whose fault is that?

LEWIS: I can't help you with that.

Lewis buries his face in a cushion and motions her away.  Eunice exits.  Lewis lowers the 
cushion from his face and makes his whistling noise while trying to stand.  Then he falls back 
into the chair, again wincing in pain.  On his second attempt he succeeds in getting upright.

Fine, I'll do it myself ...

Muttering to himself, and with tiny shuffling steps, he moves agonisingly slowly across the 
stage and eventually exits.

Rohan enters as a hologram, looking around cautiously.  Off stage, the sound of the shower 
stops.  From the direction of the kitchen there is the sound of Lewis hitting an appliance.

[Off stage] Fuck!

Rohan ducks behind a bookcase, peering round.  After a moment a still wet Mason enters, a 
towel round his waist, pulling on Lewis's tailcoat.  He heads towards the bedroom, but is 
intercepted by Rohan hissing at him.

ROHAN: Psssst.

MASON: [Spinning round] Well hi!

ROHAN: Ssshhh, darling - I'm not here.

MASON: Sure - you're comin' through.

ROHAN: No, I mean I'm ... never mind.  Look, I need help with Lewis's party.

MASON: He is having a party?  He said he weren't.

ROHAN: Just a small gathering.  But not a word, you understand?

MASON: Don't you worry - I know how to keep a secret.

ROHAN: Darling, of course you do.  So listen, I need you to get him out of the 
apartment so we can surprise him.

MASON: Y'all coming here?
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ROHAN: Just me and Pixie ... Sahara ... Ingeborg.  The others are coming 
through.

From the kitchen there is the sound of a steam jet followed by a dropped coffee cup smashing.

LEWIS: [Off stage] FUCK!

MASON: Who's Ingeborg?

ROHAN: Prime Minister of Norway.  You'll love her - very funny ... can be.  
Anyway, I need him out by six at the latest.  And don't be back till at 
least half past.

MASON: Where we gonna go?

ROHAN: Oh, darling, I don't know.  Get him to show you round.

MASON: You mean outside?

ROHAN: There's plenty of PPE.

LEWIS: [Off stage] Mason - do you know how to make coffee?

Mason and Rohan freeze.

ROHAN: [Whispering] Quick - he mustn't know something's up.  And remember 
- six thirty - not an instant before.

Rohan turns to leave, but before he can exit Lewis enters.

LEWIS: Rohan.

ROHAN: It's all right - I'm leaving.  Just popped in to check on Mason.

LEWIS: You've stolen Eunice.

ROHAN: [Long 'o'] Colin?  I've done no such thing.  Zie quit.  And can you 
blame zim?  Zie's just looking out for zirself.

LEWIS: Forty-three years zie's been with me.

ROHAN: Time for a change, then.

LEWIS: I don't want a change - I want Eunice.  Do you know how to make 
coffee?

ROHAN: No idea.  Anyway, must dash.

MASON: I can do it.  Learn'd in Mexico ... that one time.
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ROHAN: There - Mason will look after you.  [To Mason] Bye darling.  
Remember what we talked about.

Mason exits to the kitchen.  Rohan moves upstage as though leaving.

LEWIS: Wait - what did you mean: "Can you blame zim"?

ROHAN: I really must press on ...

LEWIS: You said you couldn't blame zim.

ROHAN: ... after all I am Prime Minister.

LEWIS: Acting.

ROHAN: Yes of course acting - it's all acting.

LEWIS: Rohan!

ROHAN: [Sighing] Are we actually going to do this right now?  Fine.  [Rohan 
squares up to Lewis] Let's talk about the other woman in your life.

LEWIS: Oh, for crying out loud, I've said I'm sorry.  I don't know what else can 
I do.

ROHAN: I'm not talking about Pixie.

LEWIS: Well ... there isn't anyone else.

ROHAN: Oh yes there is.  [As if appearing in panto] Oh no there isn't.  Oh yes 
there is.

LEWIS: There really isn't.

ROHAN: How about Madam Betty?

LEWIS: Who the fuck's Madam Betty?

ROHAN: Fine.  Forget I said anything.

LEWIS: Rohan!

ROHAN: [Getting in Lewis's face] Betty Bottle.  The other woman in your life.

Lewis makes his whistling sound.

LEWIS: Fuck you.

Getting a face-full of whisky fumes, Rohan turns away with distaste.

FUCK!  YOU!
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ROHAN: Charming.  [Picking up the whisky bottle from the coffee table] So 
come on - how did we slip this one past the old ball and chain?

LEWIS: That, you may as well know, I brought back from Norway to celebrate 
a special occasion with my husband.  Except he fucking LEFT ME ... 
didn't he? ... moved in with the mother of my child!  [Clutching his 
throbbing head] Fuck!

ROHAN: And why do you suppose he did that?  [Launching himself at Lewis 
and pummelling him ineffectually] Because YOU were drunk and 
YOU slept with her, you stupid, stupid, stupid, STUPID OLD ...

A long pause.

LEWIS: I'm sorry, Rohan - I really am.

ROHAN: No, that was ...  [Pause.]  Anyway, you know I don't drink Scotch.

LEWIS: Norwegian - it's part of Norway now.  [Pause.]  How's Pixie?

ROHAN: Who knows?  Fine.  Eating for two, she says.  Personally, I question 
her arithmetic.

LEWIS: Tell her to come through some time.  We need to talk.

ROHAN: [Nodding] Listen, I must get on.

LEWIS: And Sahara?

ROHAN: Haven't seen her.

LEWIS: You've been there - what? - three days.

ROHAN: I know - ages!  What can I say?  She's in the main house, I'm in the 
guest complex - far away over the horizon.

LEWIS: That place is obscene.

ROHAN: Beckton Park?  It truly is.  A sprawling monument to vulgarity.  Don't 
suppose Sahara's ever been in half the rooms.

LEWIS: Come back, Rohan, I miss you.

ROHAN: I know.  We'll talk about it soon.  I really have to go - PM stuff.

He exits with a wave.  Lewis looks heartbroken.  Mason enters carrying two cups of coffee.  
He hands one to Lewis.

MASON: Wha'd I miss?  Mr Lewis?  What's wrong?

LEWIS: Nothing.  [Pause.]  He forgot my birthday.
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MASON: Maybe he didn't.

LEWIS: One hundred years old today, and not a word.

Lewis moves to the chesterfield and sits with a wince.  Mason hovers, clearly freezing cold.

MASON: Maybe he's got something planned ... you know, like a surprise party.

LEWIS: Rohan?  As if he could keep that secret.

MASON: Maybe.  You never know.  Say, is there like heating or something we 
could turn on here?

LEWIS: He's just fallen out of love with me - that's all.   Thirty-eight years - I 
guess that's not, you know, unexpected.  [Pause.]  I still love him.  I 
do.  I know he comes across as this flighty queen.  But underneath he's 
a wise old bird.  [Looking up and seeing Mason shivering] Heating?  
Yeah, best not - have to be a bit careful.  Put some clothes on, maybe?

With a grateful look Mason scampers to the bedroom.

[Calling to Mason off stage] You know I taught him?  He was my 
student.  And no I didn't, before you ask.  Other way round, in fact.  
And not till years later.  [Pause.]  Funny - I can still picture him ... 
wafting into his first tutorial in this ... [gesturing flamboyance] ... 
outfit.  And I thought "Oh love - you're going to get eaten alive."  Got 
that wrong.  It's weird - we really had a problem with femininity - you 
know, back then, us older, straight-acting gays.  And I just don't know 
why.  I mean you'd think after - you know - everything we'd gone 
through, we'd positively welcome a bit of gender non-conformity.  
Instead we were all down the gym, pumping iron ... desperately trying 
to prove we were big, strong, 'real' men.  Who to?  I mean, that's 
obvious.  But why?  [Pause.]  And the stupid thing is - you know - in 
diversity lies strength - that whole thing ... resilience.  Guess we just 
had to learn the hard way.  [He drinks his coffee.]  Anyway, in flaps 
Rohan and ... [with his hands he mimes fireworks exploding].  Fuck, he 
was gorgeous.  Still is.  You have to admit he has not let himself go.  
[He is suddenly overcome.  Tilting his head back, he closes his eyes in 
silent contemplation.  At last, his head lolls to one side and he looks 
longingly towards the bedroom.]  Mason?

Mason enters, now dressed in multiple layers.

Last night ... was I very drunk?

MASON: Reckon you was no feeling pain.

LEWIS: Certainly am today.  What did you do to me?

MASON: I didn't do nothin', mister.  You fell on your butt.
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LEWIS: When?

MASON: Getting into bed.  You went to get in, but you ... well, you missed.

LEWIS: Huh.  I thought maybe you and I ...

MASON: Yeah - that's what you might call 'unfinished business'.

Suddenly playful, Lewis stands and moves towards Mason, who backs round the chesterfield.

LEWIS: Is that right?  Is there unfinished business?  Business that needs 
finishing?  What are we going to do about that, then?  Huh?  [Stopping 
and clutching his throbbing head] Fuck!

Lewis slumps back onto the chesterfield.  Mason sits next to him and strokes his head.

I'm a bad drunk ... according to this guy I used to live with - Zephyr.  
He could always tell when I was about to fall off the ledge.  You know, 
that final drink that pushes you over the brink ... tips you into freefall.  
Course I didn't know what he was talking about.  I'm an economist - I 
just thought I had a marginal propensity to consume.  But he knew.  Do 
you know what he said once?  He said: "Lewis, you do realise we all 
set our watches by that one moment in the evening ... that one more sip 
that turns you into an utter cunt?".  Nice.  Course he was teetotal - Mr 
Goodie-Goodie Two Shoes 'save the planet' eco- ...  I dunno - his dad 
drank ... something.  Maybe that's my problem.  Maybe it's my father's 
fault.  Guess we'll never know.

MASON: D'you not know him?

Lewis shakes his head.

Me neither.

LEWIS: Took one look at me and did a runner, probably ... back to Jamaica ... 
wherever.  My mother too, maybe - who knows.  I was in foster care 
and - you know - that was that.  Till I was twelve and Lewisham 
Council took me.

MASON: Lewisham?

LEWIS: London Borough of ...

MASON: But that's your name.

LEWIS: Yeah, of course.  That's where I got it.  Lewisham from the council, 
Milton from Milton House home for orphan boys.

MASON: Why d'you change it?  Was you like on the run?
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LEWIS: Hardly - I was twelve.  No, I just wasn't going to keep the name my 
foster parents gave me - not after they'd thrown me out.

MASON: They threw you out?  That's real mean.

LEWIS: Tell me about it.

MASON: Why'd they do a thing like that?

LEWIS: They were having another kid of their own and I was in the way - that's 
the official story.  But I'm pretty sure they figured out I was gay.  I 
mean they were religious, so ...  Hey, it's a lifetime ago.

MASON: Reckon they'd be pretty sick now - you being Chancellor and winning 
the Nobel Prize and that.

Lewis smiles and nods.

That stuff you was sayin' - like in your speech an' all ... what was that?

LEWIS: [Finishing his coffee] Which bit?

MASON: Kinda all of it.  You said about 'gathering'?

LEWIS: Gatherance.

MASON: [Joining Lewis on the sofa and snuggling up to him] Yeah, that.

LEWIS: It's just a technical term.  Total 'output added value' multiplied by 
'relative average distance of gather'.

MASON: Right.  They did not tell us about that.

LEWIS: Mason, they didn't tell you about anything.

MASON: Yeah, I'm kinda what you would call ignorant.

LEWIS: No, I didn't mean ...  [He squeezes Mason's shoulders.]  Anyway, it's 
not about the gatherance ... at least not most things.  Commodities, sure 
- you're going to rate far better recycling stuff than digging it out of the 
ground, just because of the 'distance of gather'.  Same thing with 
agriculture - you know, the whole 'slow food' thing.  Plus diverse 
planting spread over a large area works out way better than 
monocultures.  But if you haven't got a physical product, measuring 
'distance of gather' doesn't make much sense.

MASON: Right.  Sure.

LEWIS: How to explain it better?  [Whistling sound] Take your theatre 
company - you know, on the ship.  Output's pretty obvious - production 
of 'Anything Goes'.  
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Takings minus all the costs gives you a figure for 'output added value'.  But what's the 
'distance of gather'?

MASON: We crossed the Atlantic ...

LEWIS: Yeah, that's transport - doesn't count - no physical product - you're not 
gathering anything.

MASON: It's kinda complicated.

LEWIS: To be fair, so was GDP.  And look where that got us.  Anyway, I 
haven't told you the clever bit.  [Moving closer to Mason] So, here's 
the thing ... it's really all about scatterance.

MASON: Right.  Yeah, they did tell us about that.

LEWIS: They did?

MASON: Sure.  Forty thousand kilometres.

LEWIS: You actually know about that?

MASON: Yessir - that's how far ...  I don't exactly recall ... exactly.

LEWIS: All right, so scatterance is basically the opposite of gatherance.  And 
it's important because it's a way of factoring in things like greenhouse 
gas emissions, and non-biodegradable waste, and soil erosion, and all 
the things we used to call 'negative externalities' ... basically the long-
term future stuff you absolutely do not want to think about when you're 
chasing year-on-year growth.

MASON: Right.  So how did forty thousand kilometres come into it?

LEWIS: That's the average 'distance of scatter' for airborne and waterborne 
pollution.  Pump CO2 in the air, or methane, or chuck a plastic bottle 
in the sea and in no time they're ...

MASON: ... half way round the world.  Forty thousand kilometres.  That makes 
sense.  So you add up all the gatherance and take away the scatterance.

LEWIS: Pretty much.  Gatherance good, scatterance bad.  And the balance is 
how you're doing overall.  Which gives you a figure to compare from 
year to year, just like the old system.  Except unlike the old system, the 
new model took into account some measure of the future impacts - 
arbitrary, yes, but a huge improvement on simply ignoring it.

MASON: I mean, that's ...

LEWIS: We had one more trick up our sleeves.  Growth was all about 
consumption.  
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Sure, you could say it was also about productivity, and efficiency, and all that.  But ultimately 
you just had to sell more stuff to more people ... then persuade them to 
throw it away and buy new.

MASON: That's crazy.

LEWIS: Tell me about it.  So ever the eco-warrior, Zephyr was obsessed with 
changing economics so rather than chucking stuff it always worked out 
better to re-use, restore and repurpose it.  I argued gatherance and 
scatterance would achieve that in the long term.  But he said there just 
wasn't time.  So we came up with the concept of 'garnerance'.

Mason nods uncomprehendingly.

And actually it was a really simple idea.  Supposing you want to build 
a house.  And there are two options: you could clear a forest and build 
it there, or you could clean up a polluted industrial site, and convert 
some existing buildings.  So you do an analysis, and taking into 
account the gatherance of cleaning up the pollution compared with the 
scatterance of burning up the forest, you decide to go with the 
industrial site.  Great.  But we wanted to supercharge it.  So we said 
that if you opted for the industrial site, you could also - in addition - 
'garner' the benefit of not destroying the forest.  That's on top of all the 
bricks and mortar you'd saved because of the existing buildings, and all 
the roads and railways and sewers you didn't have to build.  But then 
we went one step further.  Because to benefit from the garnerance of 
the forest you had to build a house.  Somewhere else, but you still had 
to build it.  But what if that forest was a rainforest?  What if it was the 
Amazon rainforest?  I mean it's mostly gone now, but back then Brazil 
was sitting on this vast sponge for CO2 ... and not getting any 
economic benefit.  So we said not in our model.  In our model, Brazil 
could benefit economically from the rainforest without doing a thing.  
You didn't have to build the house to garner the benefit.

Off stage there is the sound of an airlock door opening.

MASON: That is pretty smart.

LEWIS: Well, yes - I am pretty fucking smart.

MASON: Guess that's why they gave you the Nobel Prize.

LEWIS: I guess it is.

Dame Sahara enters, once again in person and not as a hologram.

DAME SAHARA: They want it back.

MASON: Well hi!
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LEWIS: Who does?

DAME SAHARA: Nobel Committee.  Want your prize back.  They're retracting it.

LEWIS: Since when?

DAME SAHARA: Since last night ... since your speech.

LEWIS: [Standing] What was wrong with it?

DAME SAHARA: Hello?  Clusterfuck.  Off your fuckin' face, you was.

LEWIS: They won't care - they're Scandinavians.

DAME SAHARA: That's not the fuckin' reason, though, is it?

Dame Sahara sits down next to Mason, who shrinks nervously from her.

LEWIS: So ...?

DAME SAHARA: So what, babes?

LEWIS: What's the fuckin' reason?

DAME SAHARA: Oh, that, yeah - Sweden and Norway.

LEWIS: What about them?

DAME SAHARA: Not the fuckin' same.

LEWIS: I mean they kind of are.

DAME SAHARA: I know that.  But don't say it in front of fuckin' Queen Gudrid.  She 
fuckin' 'ates Norway.

LEWIS: Since when?

DAME SAHARA: Since the break-up.  Used to be 'collar and cuff' with Ingeborg, back in 
the day.  Till she fuckin' cheated on her.  At which point Gudrid turns 
all full-on Viking shield maiden ... I mean fuckin' berserk.  Nearly 
caused a war.  Sweden didn't even vote for Norway in Eurovision that 
year.  Come on - you must've known that.

LEWIS: Right - yeah, I suppose I did.

MASON: Is Ingeborg the one Mr Rohan said's ... [remembering that the party is 
a surprise] ... said's real funny?

LEWIS: Prime Minister of Norway.  Quite funny ... can be.
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DAME SAHARA: Anyway, word is Queen fuckin' Nut Job didn't like what you said, an' 
made them take your fuckin' prize back.

Lewis turns upstage.

Sorry babes.  Kale did his best.  He's been through with the Swedish 
ambassador all morning trying to talk them down.   But with Rohan 
Acting PM they're stretched pretty thin at the Foreign Office.  And 
according to Pixie, we need their arable produce.

Lewis does not turn back.  He stands for a moment, then exits towards the bedroom.  Dame 
Sahara watches him, then turns to Mason.

Mason Dixon.

MASON: Well hi.

DAME SAHARA: Tell me all about you.

MASON: Not much to tell.

DAME SAHARA: That's not true, is it babes?  Where are you from?

MASON: Hot Springs, Arkansas.

DAME SAHARA: Arkansas?

MASON: Apple blossom province - born and bred

DAME SAHARA: You travel round much as a kid?  Ever been to the Twin Cities?

MASON: I ain't been nowhere.  Except Mexico that time ... one time ... just for a 
visit.

Dame Sahara studies him intently.

DAME SAHARA: Right - give me your hand.

MASON: Why?  What for?

DAME SAHARA: Tell you yer fuckin' future.  Give it 'ere.

Mason puts out his hand.  Dame Sahara takes it in hers.  With the other, she produces from 
her pocket a pen-shaped finger-prick blood test and presses it to Mason's finger.  He yelps 
and pulls his hand away.

MASON: Hey - why d'you do that?

DAME SAHARA: Your Mexico trip wasn't just some fuckin' visit.  You was on the run.

MASON: No, ma'am.  Just wanted to see Dallas one time.
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DAME SAHARA: Yeah, that's bollocks.  Mason Dixon's not your real name, neither.

MASON: You don't know nothin' 'bout me, lady.

DAME SAHARA: We'll see, won't we?  [She stands and moves upstage.  She is on the 
point of exiting but turns back to Mason.]  Can you get a message to 
your sister?

Mason stares at her, terrified.

Don't worry about it, babes.  See you later.

Dame Sahara exits.

MASON: [Trembling] Mr Lewis ...  Mr Lewis, sir.

Lewis enters, still in his dressing gown.  Mason stands and goes to him.

LEWIS: Has she gone?

MASON: I need to tell you something.  It's real bad.

LEWIS: Don't worry - whatever it is, it's all right.

MASON: No, it's bad.  They're gonna send me back to Canada.

LEWIS: Absolutely not.  I won't let them.

MASON: You won't have no choice.  They's lookin' for me - the cops.  Warrant 
out for my arrest.  That lady knows it.

LEWIS: Dame Sahara?

MASON: 'Bout my sister an' everything.  She's gonna send me back - I know it.

Lewis guides Mason to the chesterfield and they sit.

LEWIS: Calm down.  You're here now.  We'll look after you.

MASON: You're like the best thing that ever happened ... you and Mr Rohan.

LEWIS: It's all right.  [He strokes Mason's brow.]  Start from the beginning - 
tell me everything.

MASON: I never shoulda run.  But they woulda made me give up Sunrise.  And 
she was out of there.  Clean away.

LEWIS: Sunrise is your sister?

MASON: Yeah, we was in Dallas together.  And we was good ... you know, till 
the cops came.  
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So I figured turn yourself in - tell 'em you're illegal, buy Sunrise time to grab her things and 
get out the back.  So I just gone to the door and told 'em: "Go right 
ahead - put the cuffs on me, take me back to Canada".  Didn't have no 
choice.  But I knew right then I couldn't go to no jail.

LEWIS: Pretty boy like you ... 

MASON: That weren't no problem.  Most guys in lockup's hetero - done for 
running contraceptives, that kinda thing.  No, I just knew they'd put me 
in the hole till I ratted Sunrise out.

LEWIS: So you ran?

MASON: Sure did.  Skipped bail.  Saw a want ad for a chorus boy on a cruise 
liner ... figured that'd be the last place they'd look.

LEWIS: And here you are.

MASON: Here I am - big as life.  But I swear - they're gonna make me go back.  
Only good thing is Sunrise should be clear by now.

LEWIS: We're gonna figure this out, Mason - I promise you.

MASON: I don't think so.  That lady's gonna turn me in.  [Holding up his finger] 
She got my DNA an' everything.

LEWIS: [Standing] Right, I've had enough of this.

MASON: Where're ya goin'?

LEWIS: Have it out with her.

The Prime Minister appears as a hologram blocking his path.

Pixie.  What?

PIXIE: Rohan said you wanted to see me.

LEWIS: Nope.

PIXIE: Ha.  Funny.

Lewis hovers.  Pixie shows no sign of going.

I need to tell you something.

LEWIS: No need.

PIXIE: It involves you.

LEWIS: Don't care.
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PIXIE: Lewis, I need to tell you something.

LEWIS: [Against his will] What?

PIXIE: You might want to sit down.

LEWIS: That's actually quite painful at the moment.

PIXIE: [Looking to Mason and then back to Lewis] Ha?

MASON: [Standing] Guess I'll go pack my things.

Mason exits to the bedroom.

LEWIS: No, Mason, you don't need to ... [He makes his whistling sound for a 
moment, then turns back to Pixie.]  Go on then.

PIXIE: Happy birthday, by the way.

LEWIS: Pixie ...

PIXIE: I'm wishing you a happy birthday.  It's what people do.

LEWIS: What are you going to tell me?

PIXIE: About the child ...

LEWIS: My child, yes ...?

PIXIE: That's the thing.  It isn't ...

LEWIS: Pixie, I'm not in the mood.  We got drunk.  You got pregnant.  That's 
the end of it.

PIXIE: Let me finish.  About the child - it isn't.  Just one I mean.

LEWIS: Wait!  What?  You mean twins?  We're having twins?

PIXIE: No.

LEWIS: We're not having twins?

PIXIE: Along those lines.

LEWIS: Fuck me!  Triplets?

PIXIE: That's ... closer, certainly.

LEWIS: No way!  Four?  What's that called?

PIXIE: Quadruplets.
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LEWIS: You're having quadruplets?

PIXIE: Give or take.

LEWIS: Give or take?  Give or take what?

PIXIE: One.

LEWIS: [Penny dropping] Five?  You're having FIVE!?  That's insane!  You're 
having ... quin ... quintuplets?

PIXIE: I am.

LEWIS: You didn't miscount?

PIXIE: I didn't miscount.  Nor did the highly qualified obstetrician.

LEWIS: Wow!  That's ...

PIXIE: I know.

LEWIS: What can I say?  It's ... terrible.  I mean, I'm sorry, but ... terrible.

PIXIE: [Standing to leave] If that's how you feel.

LEWIS: I mean one was bad enough.  But five!

PIXIE: Fine.  I'll talk to the Prince Regent.

LEWIS: [Pulling her back] No, wait - don't do that.  Sorry, I was just ...  Five?  
Do we know the sexes?

PIXIE: [Standing again] Sexes?  What century are you living in?

LEWIS: Well ... debatable.  Rohan's always going on at me about ...

PIXIE: Can't think why he left.

LEWIS: Have you ever considered, Pixie, why nobody likes you?

PIXIE: Have you ever considered, Lewis, why everyone thinks you're full of 
shit?

LEWIS: Oh ... [laughing mirthlessly] ... please enlighten me.

PIXIE: 'Gatherance & Scatterance: The Economics of The End of Time'.  Ever 
read it?

LEWIS: I think I must have at some point, don't you? ... since I fucking wrote 
it.

PIXIE: That was you, was it?
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LEWIS: Well, they gave me the fucking Nobel Prize ...

PIXIE: As long as you get all the credit.

LEWIS: [Puzzled] It was my idea - the Milton Model.  I came up with it.  

PIXIE: Oh, and that's all it took?  No sooner had you bestowed your brilliant 
new concept on a grateful world than every major economy was 
signing up to adopt it.  Not just countries; every bank, every market, 
every credit agency, every multinational corporation - the whole vast 
apparatus of global consumerism cascading into place.  Just because 
Lewisham Milton said so.

LEWIS: Well no, of course not.  It took time - a lot of time.  But eventually it 
reached a critical mass.  Once we broke the stranglehold of Debt-to-
GDP ratios ...

PIXIE: We?

Pause.

LEWIS: You mean Rohan?

PIXIE: Do I?

LEWIS: I mean sure - he played a part - a ... big part.  Why do you care?  You 
weren't even born.

Pixie shrugs.  There is a pause.

Getting China on board - that was largely thanks to me.  Rohan 
shouldn't get all the credit.

PIXIE: He shouldn't get none.  You need to step down as Chancellor.

LEWIS: That's why you came.  Not to wish me happy hundredth.  To tell me 
I'm a shit and fire me.

PIXIE: It needs to be today.

LEWIS: Why's that, Pixie?

PIXIE: Guess.

LEWIS: So they took their prize back.  Big fucking deal.  It's not like I held a 
fucking food fight in the chamber.  They took their prize back.

PIXIE: We need Sweden.  We need their ...

LEWIS: ... arable produce - I'm aware.
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PIXIE: Do you want people to starve?

LEWIS: YES!  [Pause.]  Yes, I want them to fucking starve.  And drown.  And 
fry in the fucking shade.  Half of them have already.  So why not the 
other half?  What have they ever done?  Their bit?  Making a 
difference?  Saving the fucking planet?  Well, guess what?  They 
didn't.  Couldn't be fucked, could they?  [Putting on a Cockney white 
van driver accent] "Yeah, well it's not worth it, is it?  Drop in the 
ocean."  Right.  Like you know.  Like you've done an exhaustive cost-
benefit analysis, projected over the next hundred years ... multiplied up 
for the whole planet-full of other arseholes.  So now we're all fucked.  
Wow!  Thanks.  [He moves upstage to the tomato plants] You know 
what else I want?  A fucking tomato.  I want a perfect ripe fucking 
tomato.  Air freighted in from Ecuador.  That's what I want.  Better 
still, I'll pick it myself.  Why not?  Fire up the Learjet and pop over for 
the weekend.  Like the good old days.

PIXIE: Where's Ecuador?

LEWIS: Who the fuck cares?  It's gone.  Scorched fucking earth.  Well, that's 
not on me.  I did my bit.  More than - way more.  And look where that 
got me.  Huh?  Sissy little orphan kid from South London?  I'll tell you 
where.  Same fucking place as everyone else.  Here.  So you know 
what?  Fuck people.  And fuck you.

PIXIE: Then there's that.

There is a long pause.  Mason enters, pulling Rohan's suitcase from the first scene.  He moves 
upstage towards the front door, but stops midway and watches Lewis and Pixie.

LEWIS: Funny thing: in 1969 - year I was born - the global population was 
around three point six billion.  By the time I was fifty, it had more than 
doubled.  Somehow I survive another half century, and it's back down 
to three point six ... back where it started.

PIXIE: Ha.

LEWIS: Economists would call that the system finding its equilibrium.  Some 
equilibrium.  [Pause.]  You'll have my letter by lunchtime.

PIXIE: [Nodding] Happy birthday.

LEWIS: And many happy returns of the day?

The interior lights go out.  Pixie vanishes.

Shit.

MASON: What happened?
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LEWIS: I didn't order hydrogen.  Shit.

Lewis screws up his fists and pummels his own head, all the while making his whistling 
sound.  Then he comes to a decision, storms to a bowl on a bookshelf, snatches up a set of car 
keys in the bowl, and storms out.  From off stage there is the sound of grappling with the 
manual door airlock mechanism.  Then a door slamming shut and silence.

MASON: [To the audience] So that was what you might call 'unexpected'.

BLACKOUT

ACT 2 SCENE 3

Lewis & Rohan's warehouse apartment as before.  It is dusk outside and the interior lights 
are still off.

Rohan moves around the apartment lighting and distributing storm lanterns.  Upstage, 
Rohan's suitcase stands where Mason left it.

Lewis's smartphone sits glowing on the coffee table trunk.  Hold music is audible from its 
speaker.  After a moment, a VOICE cuts in over the music.

VOICE: [From smartphone] We are experiencing an unusually high volume of 
calls.  If you are contacting us to report that your Internet service is 
down, why not visit our website - www ... [cutting to a new voice] Mr 
Chaudhry?  This is Calum.  Thank you for holding.  So I reached out to 
my supervisor, who advised me that ...

Rohan moves to the coffee table, picks up the smartphone, and puts it to his ear, silencing the 
Voice.

ROHAN: [Listening for a while and nodding] ...  Yes, I appreciate that ...  Quite 
simply an oversight by the account holder ...  Well, until lunchtime he 
was Chancellor of the Exchequer, so yes, I'm sure he does understand 
the importance of budgeting ...  Fabulous.  And when will that be? ...  
Tomorrow's no good ...  It is an emergency - we're giving a party.  How 
else are the guests going to come through? ...  No, hang on ...  [He 
takes the smartphone from his ear.  Hold music can be heard again.  
He listens to this for a moment, then ends the call and chucks the 
smartphone aside.]

There is the sound of muffled knocking offstage, coming from the direction of the front door.  
Rohan skips off stage.  Clanking is audible as he wrestles with the front door.

Coming.  Sorry - power's down.

There is the sound of the airlock releasing.  After a moment Rohan returns, accompanied by 
Pixie and Dame Sahara, now wearing party clothes.  They carry a gift box, wrapped in 
birthday paper with a bow.  
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I've tried everything, but I just can't get it up.  I mean I've been on for a 
good hour, trying to get my head round it with a very talented young 
man named Calum.  He really went above and beyond to try to turn me 
on.  I'm talking serious lengths.  But let's face it - some things are just 
hard - that's about the size of it.  In the end, I just had to take it on the 
chin - there's simply no juice.  Still, as they say on Broadway: 'Le 
spectacle doit continuer'.  Welcome to the end of the world.

DAME SAHARA: What the fuck 'appened?

ROHAN: Lewis forgot to order hydrogen.  I say 'forgot' ...   So it'll just be us - 
plus Ingeborg - which, quite frankly, is something of a relief.  I mean, 
ask a busy person and all that, but there does come a point.  Plus of 
course no Colin to greet people ...

PIXIE: Who was that outside?

ROHAN: Ah mon Dieu!  Mason! - I completely forgot about him.  [Running off 
stage] Mason darling, I'm so sorry.

DAME SAHARA: [Calling after Rohan] Is Lewis even coming?

From off stage come the sounds of Rohan wrestling with the airlock mechanism.  Dame 
Sahara and Pixie put down their gift, step to the kitchen and return with glasses of sparkling 
wine.  Being pregnant, Pixie does not drink hers.

No point in a fuckin' party without the fuckin' birthday boy.  [Clinking 
glasses with Pixie] Cheers babes.

Mason enters wearing a full hazmat suit.  He removes the respirator and mask, and pulls 
back the hood.  Rohan enters behind him.

MASON: Well hi!

ROHAN: You remember Mason?

PIXIE: Ha.

Dame Sahara nods acknowledgement, then turns upstage.  Pixie draws her aside, and they 
whisper to one another.  They seem to be disagreeing about something.  Mason turns to 
Rohan and points first at himself, then at the suitcase, and then off stage, indicating that he is 
expecting to be ejected.  Puzzled, Rohan shakes his head.

[To Dame Sahara] Just wait!  [Turning back to Rohan and Mason] Is 
Lewis coming?

ROHAN: He's ... we're not sure.  According to Mason, he stormed out when the 
power went off.

PIXIE: That was three hours ago.
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ROHAN: I know - ages!

PIXIE: Where is he?

ROHAN: Anyone's guess.  His car's gone.

PIXIE: Lewis has a car?

ROHAN: [Holding up a hand] Don't.  This awful old fossil-burner.  He insists 
it's a classic.  'Prius', something.

PIXIE: Where does he get fuel?

ROHAN: Pixie, darling, you do not want to know.  Plus I've no idea.

Rohan steps out to the kitchen and returns with two glasses.  He hands one to Mason, who 
stands in his hazmat suit looking awkward, and hangs on to the other himself.

Anyway ... what's the latest?  Tell me all the goss.

There is an uncomfortable silence, eventually broken by Dame Sahara.

DAME SAHARA: Pixie's having quins.

PIXIE: I'm having quintuplets.

ROHAN: I know - I heard.  [Making little fairy claps] Yaaas!  [Another awkward 
pause.]  And talking of what's in your box [gesturing to the gift sitting 
on the desk], fill me in on the whole gifting situation?

PIXIE: Ha!  [Realising that Rohan actually wants to know] Oh, it's just an 
old ...

Pixie is interrupted by the sound of knocking off stage.

ROHAN: Excuse me - that'll be Ingeborg.

Rohan exits to answer it.  There's another awkward silence.

MASON: Guess I should maybe ...

Mason exits to the bedroom.

DAME SAHARA: What's going on?

PIXIE: Lewis has a car.

DAME SAHARA: [As though answering the question "Can I have one too?"] No, you 
can't.

PIXIE: Anyway, it's obvious - he's walked out.
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DAME SAHARA: Driven, more like.

PIXIE: [After a moment] Ha.

Rohan returns accompanied by INGEBORG PEDERSEN, Prime Minister of Norway.  She 
holds a bottle-shaped gift with a greetings card attached.  She places this on the desk 
upstage, alongside Pixie and Dame Sahara's box.

ROHAN: Here's Ingeborg.

INGEBORG: Pixie.  Dame Sahara.

While Ingeborg greets Pixie and Dame Sahara with air kisses, Rohan steps out to the kitchen 
and fetches a glass of sparkling wine which he hands to Ingeborg.

As we say in Norway: 'Slàinte'.

The others return the toast.

PIXIE: So ... what brings you over?  Buying more countries?

INGEBORG: Oh, yes, very good.  Perhaps Wales?

There is polite laughter.

No, but perhaps Wales.

This hangs in the air for a moment.  Then Ingeborg smiles.

PIXIE: Ha.

ROHAN: I always have to remind myself how funny you are ... can be.  [Another 
awkward pause.]  Sorry Lewis isn't back.  We're not quite sure where 
he's gone.

INGEBORG: He'll be here soon.

ROHAN: Let's hope.

INGEBORG: No, he's downstairs - drove up as I was arriving.  In a Toyota Prius.  
Beautiful car - classic.

ROHAN: [Clapping his hands for attention] Everyone, he's here.  Places please - 
quickly.

Rohan herds Pixie, Dame Sahara and Ingeborg into the kitchen.  Then he looks round the 
room and spots the gifts on the desk.  He makes to retrieve them, but on hearing the sound of 
the airlock opening, abandons the idea and darts into the kitchen.

Lewis enters the empty room still wearing his dressing gown over his dishevelled clothes.  He 
notices first the gifts on the desk and then Rohan's suitcase.
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LEWIS: Mason? ...  [Looking around suspiciously] Rohan?

After a moment, Rohan breezes in, feigning nonchalance.

ROHAN: Oh, you're back.  What are you wearing?

LEWIS: What's going on?

ROHAN: Nothing ... special.  Where've you been?

LEWIS: [Indicating the suitcase] Are you here to pick up your things?

ROHAN: Oh, that's not mine.  Well, it is, but ...  Where've you been?

LEWIS: Nowhere - just ...

ROHAN: Lewis.

LEWIS: I went to see Zephyr.

Rohan is brought up short by this.  His demeanour changes, and he moves to Lewis's side and 
puts his hand on his arm.

ROHAN: Really?  Well, that's ... 

LEWIS: Unexpected?

Rohan demurs.

I had some stuff I wanted to think over.

ROHAN: We were worried.  Mason didn't know where you'd gone.

LEWIS: Were you?  Were you?

ROHAN: Yes, Lewis, I was ... am.

LEWIS: It all got a bit ...  [Pause.]  Come back Rohan.  I miss you.

ROHAN: I know.

LEWIS: We're a team.

Rohan pretends to retch at this.  Then he takes Lewis's hands in his, and looks intently into 
his eyes.  Finally his expression softens.

ROHAN: Very well, I shall return to you.

LEWIS: Seriously?  That's ...

Lewis pulls Rohan to him.  They kiss, and then hug.
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Zephyr would not have approved - driving all that way.

ROHAN: Don't be silly - he'd understand.

LEWIS: Why did you leave me?  Was it really Pixie?  I've said I'm sorry.

ROHAN: Sorry you cheated on me with the Prime Minister and sired five 
offspring?

LEWIS: Fuck, I know!  How come there's suddenly five?  Two days ago she 
was having a child; now it's a litter.

ROHAN: It's like you always said - not all dynamical systems are stable.  They 
may suddenly bifurcate.

LEWIS: I said that?

ROHAN: I can't think who else would.

LEWIS: [Acknowledging this] Is that why you left me?  You suddenly 
bifurcated?

ROHAN: Certainly not.  The very idea.  Anyway, it's not all about you.  Maybe I 
wanted to see how the other half lived.

LEWIS: Yeah, right.  You hate Beckton Park.

ROHAN: [Looking round nervously to see if Dame Sahara is in earshot] Course 
I don't - it's magnificent.

LEWIS: You said it was obscene.

ROHAN: [Increasingly agitated] As I recall, that was you.

LEWIS: A sprawling monument to vulgarity - those were your very words.

ROHAN: [Gripping Lewis by the shoulders] SHUT UP!

LEWIS: Get off me, you irrational flamer.

Dame Sahara, Pixie, and Ingeborg enter from the kitchen and release party poppers.

ALL: SURPRISE!

LEWIS: [Without turning around] Ah.

ROHAN: Happy hundredth, darling.

ALL: Happy hundredth.

LEWIS: You remembered.  Mason said you would.  Where is Mason?
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ROHAN: He keeps vanishing, that boy.  [Calling off stage] Mason!

Mason shuffles in dejectedly from the bedroom, still wearing the hazmat suit, and holding the 
cowboy hat with which he arrived.

MASON: Happy birthday, Mr Lewis sir.  I ain't got no gift or anything, but I 
want you to have this hat.  [He proffers his hat.]

LEWIS: That's lovely of you.  But it looks good on you.  You keep it.  
[Gesturing at the hazmat suit] What's with the ...?

MASON: All my things is packed.

LEWIS: Packed?  No, I've told you - you're not leaving.

MASON: [Indicating Dame Sahara] This lady - she's sending me back to 
Canada.

LEWIS: [In unison] She's doing no such thing.

ROHAN: [In unison] She's doing no such thing.

DAME SAHARA: [Beat] I'm doing no such thing.  [Moving to the chesterfield, and 
motioning Mason to join her] Come 'ere, babes - I need to tell you 
something.  [They sit] All right, this might be a bit hard to swallow, so 
I'll go gentle, all right?  First things first, this Mason Dixon stuff is all 
bollocks, yeah?  Not being funny, but your name isn't Mason.  [Seeing 
Mason going to object] Yeah, shut up a fuckin' minute.  Your name 
isn't Mason.  It's Noah - Noah Jarrett.  Your dad was Holden Jarrett.  
And your mother was Apple.  At least she was always known as Apple, 
but really it was short for something else.  Your mum's real name was 
Minneapolis-Saint Paul.

There is a stunned silence.

LEWIS: No way!

MASON: How in heck d'you know that?

DAME SAHARA: Because, babes, she was my daughter.  I'm your grandmother.

There is general amazement at this revelation.

ROHAN: You're the grandzaza.  Yay!

DAME SAHARA: [To Mason] Go on - give us a hug.

MASON: Do I have to?

DAME SAHARA: Yes you fuckin' well do.
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Dame Sahara and Mason embrace.

MASON: [Softly to Dame Sahara] Mama passed.  We lost her.

DAME SAHARA: Shhh, babes.  I know.

The others look on as Dame Sahara and Mason hold each other.  Finally they separate.

MASON: Please don't send me back to Canada.

DAME SAHARA: Course I fuckin' won't.  You're staying right here, you are.  And we'll 
do something about that fuckin' warrant an' all.  I might not be a UN 
goodwill ambassador any more, but I've still got pull in Ottawa.

Dame Sahara and Mason embrace again.

Gonna need you to get in touch with that sister of yours, too.

MASON: I'll try.  I ain't too sure where she's at right now.

ROHAN: I may be able to help with that.  Made some useful new friends while I 
was in New York ... among the uprising.

LEWIS: I thought you went to see the latest musicals.

ROHAN: I did.  The Resistance leaders are all in the revival cast of Les 
Miserables.

LEWIS: That ... makes sense.

ROHAN: I tell you, their Act Two barricade ensemble is tight.

MASON: Heck - I forgot.  Something else you gotta know.  Howd'ya reckon to 
bein' a great-grandma?

DAME SAHARA: Are you fuckin' serious?  Babes, that's amazing.  [Pulling apart with 
mock indignation] Although that does make me feel pretty fuckin' old.

MASON: Hell - that's nothing.  Lady in Pleasant Valley's a hundred and twenty-
two.

INGEBORG: This is Hillary, I think.

MASON: You know her?

INGEBORG: Naturally.  She ran for President - before the Civil War - four or five 
times, perhaps.

MASON: I knew it.  I knew she'd seen some things.

INGEBORG: We've not met.  I'm Ingeborg.
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ROHAN: Ingeborg's the Prime Minister of Norway I was telling you about.

MASON: [Standing and shaking Ingeborg's hand] Well hi!  Pleased to make 
your 'quaintance.

INGEBORG: Well hi.  [She raises her glass to him.]

ROHAN: Mason, darling, you haven't got a drink.  [Pointing to the kitchen] On 
the counter there.  And see if anyone needs a top up.

Mason exits to the kitchen and returns with a glass and a bottle, with which he moves round 
the room dispensing refills.  Ingeborg sits down with Dame Sahara and they converse quietly.

LEWIS: What's happening with Eunice?

ROHAN: Colin?  Power's still out, so ...

PIXIE: About that, Kale had me lean on your supplier - see if they can't get 
you back on tonight.

ROHAN: Pixie, you're a darling.

LEWIS: I feel so stupid.  The bills all kind of add up, you know.  And I don't 
really do adding up.  I'm ...

PIXIE: ... an economist.  We know.  It's all taken care of.

LEWIS: Pixie, no, I can't let you pay for ...

ROHAN: You actually can.  Thank you Pixie, that's very generous.

PIXIE: Sahara still gets masses in royalties. So ...  [Finally smiling] Think of it 
as a birthday present.  

ROHAN: [Suddenly animated] Presents!  Everyone - quiet.  Lewis is going to 
open his presents.

There is general enthusiasm, and a smattering of applause.  Lewis moves across to the desk.

Open mine - the small one.  [Seeing that Lewis has already pulled the 
ribbon bow on Pixie and Dame Sahara's box] Oh, all right - that one.

Lewis lifts up the lid to reveal a coffee percolator jug from the early 1970s.

LEWIS: I love it.  Thank you so much.  [He moves to first Dame Sahara and 
then Pixie to kiss them on the cheek.]

MASON: What would you call that, exactly?

LEWIS: This is a 1970s Russell Hobbs Wedgwood Red Poppy electric coffee 
percolator.  [To Pixie] Where d'you find it?
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PIXIE: That antique place in Banbury you said.

LEWIS: I love that shop.

ROHAN: Which is why we're currently sitting in the dark.

LEWIS: [Ignoring Rohan] It's going in pride of place.  [Looking around for 
somewhere to display the percolator] I might have to decide later on.

ROHAN: Open mine.  It's the small one.

LEWIS: [Putting down the percolator, and turning to the other gifts]  
Sweetheart, you've already given me the best present possible.  Not to 
mention Mason here.  Or do you prefer to be called Noah?

MASON: I'm good with either.

ROHAN: For which we thank you.

Lewis takes the card off Ingeborg's gift and reads it, then turns to her incredulously. 

LEWIS: You're not serious?

INGEBORG: You think I make a joke?

LEWIS: On balance, no.  

PIXIE: Ha.

LEWIS: How on earth did you manage it?

INGEBORG: I spoke to Gudriddance - [to the others] that's what I call Queen 
Gudrid.  I told her she was childish and unreasonable.  I also reminded 
her I had in my possession certain items ...  I won't say more.

LEWIS: You blackmailed her?

INGEBORG: In Norway we say 'utpressing'.

LEWIS: [Rushing to Ingeborg and hugging her] Well, whatever you said, thank 
you.

ROHAN: Fine - don't tell us then.

LEWIS: They've given back my Nobel Prize.

ROHAN: I had actually guessed.  I'm glad.

MASON: Congratulations, Mr Lewis.

DAME SAHARA: Good for you, babes.
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LEWIS: I'm not going to accept it.

ROHAN: Why ever not?

There is a silence.

PIXIE: Tell him Lewis.

LEWIS: [To Rohan] It shouldn't just be me.  It should be you too - a joint prize.  
Maybe Zephyr too - he came up with 'garnerance'.

ROHAN: Darling, you're very sweet.  But 'Gatherance and Scatterance' was all 
yours.  I had nothing to do with it.  Or I'd have changed that title, for a 
start.

LEWIS: No, Rohan - if anyone's the Father of Eco-nomics it's you.

ROHAN: The Zaza of Eco-nomics ... that does have an attractive ring.  
[Becoming arch] Shall we toss for it?

LEWIS: Better yet, let's take it in turns.

ROHAN: Box and cox?

LEWIS: Whatever gets the job done.  [To Pixie] Can I at least go back to being 
Chancellor?

PIXIE: Of the Exchequer?  No can do.  Post's filled.  Rohan's taking over. 

LEWIS: But he's PM.

ROHAN: Acting.  I'm simply the understudy.

PIXIE: I'm resuming the post, effective immediately from tomorrow 
afternoon.

LEWIS: What about the quins?

PIXIE: Polled very well, it turns out.  Apparently, if you have just one child 
the population won't tolerate it.  But have five and they think you're 
'gathering in the crop'.

LEWIS: Well that's apt.  So you're making Rohan Chancellor?

PIXIE: He's eminently qualified.

LEWIS: Debatable.

ROHAN: Excuse me!  I spent fourteen years as President of the World Bank.  
[Seeing Lewis's grin] Oh, I see - you're being amusant.
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LEWIS: There must be something left for me.  Foreign Secretary?

ROHAN: You hate travel.

LEWIS: I don't mind as long as someone else is packing.  Mason ...

PIXIE: No can do that either.  Sahara's taking over at the Foreign Office.

LEWIS: Sahara?  You're making a foul-mouthed former girl band member and 
footballer's wife Foreign Secretary?

DAME SAHARA: Fuck off, Lewis.  I was roving ambassador for the UN, and started the 
Beckton Foundation, which stamped out FGM and brought clean water 
to millions.  What did you do?

LEWIS: Can't remember.  Clearly time I'm put out to grass.

PIXIE: You're not being put out to grass.

LEWIS: Certainly feels like it.  Still, you gave me an antique coffee percolator, 
so ...

DAME SAHARA: Shut the fuck up, Lewis.

ROHAN: Yes, shut the fuck up.  Let Pixie speak.

There is a pause.

LEWIS: Go on then.

PIXIE: Ha.  We want you to be High Chancellor, Keeper of the Great Seal, and 
Secretary of State for Justice.  And chair the party.

Lewis regards them steadily.

ROHAN: Darling, isn't that nice?  It's actually a promotion.

PIXIE: That's true - it's a Royal appointment.

ROHAN: Is it?  I didn't know that.

PIXIE: Ranks above PM.

ROHAN: Fancy!

They look to Lewis.  There is a long pause.  Finally he grins.

LEWIS: Do I have to buy my own robes?

Lewis stands.  The others crowd round to congratulate him.  Then he moves back to the 
presents on the desk.
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ROHAN: Open mine.  Actually, no - Ingeborg's first.

Lewis is leaning in to pick up Ingeborg's gift when suddenly the lights come on.  Everyone 
looks around delightedly.

ROHAN: Color and light!  We're back.

LEWIS: Not before time.  I should call Eunice.  [Calling off stage] Eunice?

ROHAN: Colin.

LEWIS: Yes, Colin.

Eunice appears.

You look nice.  Did you change your hair or something?

EUNICE: Why would I?

LEWIS: Good to have you back.

Eunice nods in acknowledgement.

ROHAN: [Pulling Eunice aside] Colin, I need your help.  Can you try and round 
up all the guests that were meant to be coming through?

EUNICE: Not at this time.

ROHAN: Excuse me?

EUNICE: I don't feel like it.

ROHAN: Not sure I'm loving the new you.  Might have to go back to calling you 
'Eunice'.

EUNICE: You don't get to decide that.  I do.  I'm Mr Lewis's digital assistant, it's 
his hundredth, and I'm going to watch him open his presents.

ROHAN: Fine - you do you.  [To Lewis] Go on - hurry up and open Ingeborg's 
present.  And then mine.  It's the small one.

LEWIS: [Picking up Ingeborg's gift] I think this might be a bottle.  Is that wise?  
[He unwraps it] And it's Akvavit.  Thank you.  [He puts it back down 
on the desk.]

INGEBORG: It's a joke, really.

LEWIS: Yeah, no, I get it.  I'm aware that I have a certain reputation.  [He picks 
up the bottle again, and clings to it.]  However ... news update.  Today, 
I went to say goodbye to an old friend - someone I loved very much, 
and who loved me too, I think ... except when I was drunk.  
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[He places the bottle back down.] So in memory of Zephyr Ionadis, who changed my life in 
so many ways, I have decided to bid farewell to someone else that's 
played a significant role along the way.  Rohan, you'll be glad to learn 
that Ms Bottle ... Madame Bouteille has been left by the graveside.

Trying to hide his emotions, Rohan darts across to Lewis and plants a kiss on his cheek.

INGEBORG: I'm sorry - I only thought of it because of our evening together in Oslo.

LEWIS: I'd really sooner forget about that.

INGEBORG: Why?  We had fun.

LEWIS: It's just things got a bit ... out of hand.

INGEBORG: Oh, no - this was harmless I think.

LEWIS: Yeah, I'm talking about later.

INGEBORG: What happened later?

PIXIE: Change the subject, Ingeborg.

ROHAN: Why?  We all know what happened.

INGEBORG: What happened?

PIXIE: I ended up with quins.

INGEBORG: In Oslo?

PIXIE: That was the night Lewis got me pregnant.

INGEBORG: This I do not think.  You were out for the counting.

LEWIS: Just leave it, Ingeborg, it's embarrassing.

INGEBORG: You English - you are so up tight.  Why shouldn't we have a bit of fun, 
you and I?  Where's the harm in it?

LEWIS: You and me?

INGEBORG: I think so, yes.

LEWIS: What sort of fun?

INGEBORG: Oh, nothing too much - a kiss, a cuddle ... a little [cupping her hands 
together to suggest a '69' shape] Kattegat and Skaggerak.

Rohan spits out a mouthful of sparkling wine.

ROHAN: Excuse me?
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INGEBORG: It was just politics.  I was trying to go lower on the price for Scotland, 
so I got them drunk.  Lewis told me he once kissed a girl, so I told him 
I once kissed a guy, and ... we went back to his room.

LEWIS: We did?

INGEBORG: Don't worry - we did not get very far.  I don't think I turned you on.  
And to be honest, you also didn't ... [She trails off seeing Lewis, Rohan 
and Pixie looking at her open-mouthed.]

MASON: I kissed a girl.  And I liked it.

INGEBORG: Good for you.  Nobody cares.

A stunned silence.

ROHAN: Lewis isn't the zaza?

LEWIS: I'm not the zaza.

INGEBORG: The zaza?  Of whom?

DAME SAHARA: Of Pixie - the quins.  It wasn't Lewis.

INGEBORG: This I cannot say.  But not that night.  [To Lewis] Not unless you can 
sleep walk with your trousers round your ankles.

ROHAN: I'm sorry - I can't deal with this.  Il me prend la tête.

MASON: Mr Lewis ain't the daddy?

LEWIS: I'm not the father!

ROHAN: In which case who is?  [Silence.]  Please don't say the Prince Regent?  
That queen's got delusions of grandeur as it is.

PIXIE: Ha!

DAME SAHARA: Is it the Prince Regent?

PIXIE: No way.

DAME SAHARA: You told us you an' 'im fooled around.

PIXIE: That was just a bit of fun.

ROHAN: Fun?  What sort of fun?

PIXIE: Role-play.  Kinky role play.  He dresses up as a chamber maid, I 
pretend to be this randy old butler, and we ... play hide-and-seek 
around the Palace.  
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[Looking around at everyone's stunned expressions] He thinks I'm fun ... that I'm a fun 
person.  [Pause.] Nobody else thinks that.  But the Prince Regent does.

Stunned silence.

ROHAN: So who then?  Who else did you do it with?

PIXIE: No one.  I haven't done it with anyone.  Just Sahara.

Everyone turns to look at Dame Sahara.  There is a long pause.

LEWIS: Sahara, when your husband died and left you his penis, just how good 
a job did they do attaching it?

DAME SAHARA: What the fuck does that mean?

LEWIS: How ... comprehensive?

DAME SAHARA: I don't fuckin' know.

ROHAN: Darling, you do now.

PIXIE: Are you saying my wife got me pregnant?

LEWIS: She's the only one with a working penis.

Pixie and Dame Sahara turn to one another and take each other's hands.

DAME SAHARA: What do you think, babes?  Time to start a family?

PIXIE: What's the worst that can happen?

They kiss.  Rohan moves upstage, picks up a small parcel from the desk and hands it to Lewis.

LEWIS: Rohan - you've already given me everything I could want.  
[Surrendering to Rohan's coy gestures, he unwraps the parcel and 
produces an Omega Speedmaster watch.]

ROHAN: Happy birthday, darling.

LEWIS: Rohan!  This must have cost a small fortune.  [He hugs Rohan and 
spins him round.]

ROHAN: It's a 1969 Omega - same watch they used on the first Moon landing.

LEWIS: Thank you.  [He puts on the watch and admires it on his wrist.]  
Amazing.  Now '69 - THAT was a year!

ROHAN: I really wouldn't know.



88.

LEWIS: Apollo 11, Stonewall riots, introduction of the Boeing 747, invention 
of the Internet ... plus me - that was the turning point.  [Looking at the 
watch] I absolutely love it.  And I love you.

They kiss.

EUNICE: Well, if everyone else is going to have at it ...

Eunice grabs Mason, pulls him to her, and kisses him passionately on the lips.

Been wanting to get with that snack.

There is a stunned silence.

MASON: I kissed a hologram.  And I liked it.

LEWIS: That was ...

ROHAN: ... unexpected.

LEWIS: Takes all sorts to make a world.

INGEBORG: Cheers to that.  I propose a toast.  To Lewis's first century.  And to the 
next.

ALL: To the next century.

There is general merriment.  Rohan turns to Pixie and Dame Sahara.  Mason and Eunice 
resume kissing.  Lewis clinks glasses with Ingeborg.

LEWIS: Reckon we'll live to see it?  The way things are going?  Not just us ... 
humans.

INGEBORG: It's hard to imagine.  But good things can come to a tipping point too.

LEWIS: What do you mean?

INGEBORG: When people of all kinds are united by a common experience that is 
very powerful I think.

LEWIS: In what way?

INGEBORG: When a great number of people stand together, the rocks crack under 
their feet and release a new energy - a new vitality you didn't know 
was there.

LEWIS: The unexpected consequence.

INGEBORG: Already we are seeing it I think.  Perhaps in fifty, a hundred years time 
we'll look back on 69 - the position we're in now - and be amazed how 
far we've come.
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LEWIS: [Turning to the others] Rohan, Ingeborg's being smutty.

INGEBORG: I was talking of the position we're in now, in 2069, and whether things 
will go up or down.

LEWIS: I'd say they're going to go down, wouldn't you?

ROHAN: Go down?  Relative to '69?  Unquestionably.  I think things are going 
to get very much harder.

LEWIS: Really?  Time to spread your legs and brace for impact?

ROHAN: Head in lap.  Doesn't matter whose.

INGEBORG: You are making an innuendo, yes?

ROHAN: Well, if that's what we're all facing, I may need a little stiffener.   

LEWIS: A little top-up?  Mason, he's looking at you.

Mason moves to refill Rohan's glass.

ROHAN: No more than a finger.

PIXIE: Any more and he'll be on the floor.

INGEBORG: I think I know what you're talking about.

DAME SAHARA: Finally getting it, are you, babes?

INGEBORG: Very good.  So I have a joke.  What's the best thing about assuming the 
sixty-nine position?

The others shrug and shake their heads.

It's a foretaste of things to come.

LEWIS: Ewwww.  Ingeborg, too much.

ROHAN: Not funny at all.

MASON: Wait - I don't get it.  What's the sixty-nine position?

ROHAN: We may never know.

CURTAIN


