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BOB opens the door, revealing THEODORE.)
BOB. Mr. Sunderson! T his is a surprise.
THEODORE. Hello, Martindale. I was hoping I'd catch you

at home.
BOB. Please, come in.
THEODORE. I'd meant to speak with you before you left for
the day.
BOB. Sorry, sir. Forgive my appearance, Millie caught a lark
and decided we needed to paint our kitchen.
THEODORE. Yes, Kitty's already heard about it. She'd like
to see your color choice, wants to freshen up our lake
house.
BOB. Well, we'll have an unveiling when it's all done.
Can I get you anything? A highball? Bound to be five
o'clock somewhere.
THEODORE. No, I'm quite fine, thank you son.
BOB. Alright.
THEODORE. I suppose it's best I speak with you out of the
office. Too many prying ears, you understand?
BOB. At the State Department? You'd think that'd be the
safest place in the world.
THEODORE. Nonsense. We might as well speak directly
into the potted plants around there. I need to
consult with you on a matter that has left me a trifle discombobulated.
BOB. What is it, sir?
THEODORE. A fellow pulled me aside this afternoon, in
the sauna. Said he had filed a concern with Personnel
over a week ago, but had not been approached for an
interview. I was under the impression your office was
handling these cases in a timely manner.
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BOB. Sir, if I may THEODORE. No, you may not. The decision has been made.
BOB. Of course. Norma will understand.
THEODORE. Absolutely. We'll of course take her husband

into consideration, give them plenty of time to get
settled.
BOB. Settled, sir?
THEODORE. In New York. George Davenport's based out of
Manhattan.
BOB. Manhattan? You're going to send Jim and Norma out
of town? But,Jim's a teacher, sir, he can't THEODORE. It's May, perfect time to secure employment
for the fall.
BOB. Mr. Sunderson, I don't mean to belabor the point,
butTHEODORE. Bob. Norma Baxter deliberately sabotaged a
government investigation. If it were anyone but your
secretary, she wouldn't be going to New York, she
would be going to jail. Can you appreciate that fact?
BOB. Yes sir. Thank you, sir.
(The front door opens. It's MILLIE, with grocery
bags.)
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