Giles Bailey
« Fat Chance Arthur »

A play in one act dramatising the encounter between the
playwright Arthur Miller and Peyton Smith of the Wooster
Group at the Chelsea Hotel in 1983.
Characters
PEYTON, a woman in her twenties.
MR MILLER, a man in his seventies.
ACQUAINTANCES of MR MILLER.
Scene
A reception room of the Chelsea Hotel, New York. It is a near
cartoon of a room fit to burst, stiff with celebrity and peppered
with ceaselessly popping camera flashes. Several news
crews make their way to and fro across the throng like ships
traversing an ocean. There is a deafening roar of conversation.
It is the hotel’s 100th anniversary and a banner is hung across
the back wall that reads ‘A Century at the Chelsea’. Downstage
MR MILLER and a group of ACQUAINTANCES struggle to
converse over the noise. PEYTON enters arm in arm with a
female friend of similar age. She looks about clearly unable to
find whoever she is looking for in the crush. With an attitude of
resignation and a shrug of her shoulders she indicates to her
companion that they should head to the bar. As they work their
way through the crowd she spots MR MILLER and with clear
excitement detaches herself from the friend so she can stand
at his elbow awaiting an opportunity to catch his attention.
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ACQUAINTANCE 1: ... and the guy is hollering
from the bar over there (he gestures) in this
crazy accent —
ACQUAINTANCE 2: He was British right?
ACQUAINTANCE 1: Welsh. And he’s pretty much
totally demolished. (To MR MILLER) And he
can barely stand right? And he’s shouting,
(assuming a comic Welsh accent) “Miller
you fucking idiot, you should read this” and
he’s waving this manuscript which he keeps
dropping, and the pages are all falling out of
the portfolio, shouting, “You should read this,
learn a fucking thing or two!”
(All laugh uproariously though MR MILLER
seems peripheral. As the subject he knows
the story and it clearly bores him. He takes a
cigarette case from an inside pocket extracts
a cigarette and puts it between his lips. Before
he can light it PEYTON seizes the moment and
touching his sleeve gains his attention. The
ACQUAINTANCES are quickly absorbed by
another topic and continue talking together.)
PEYTON: Mr M-m-miller? M-m-my name is
Peyton. From the Performing Garage.
MR MILLER: (Removing the unlit cigarette from
his mouth) I’m sorry?
PEYTON: I’m from the Performing Garage on
Wooster Street.
MR MILLER: Oh, hello.
(He offers his hand and she takes it.)

PEYTON: Mr Miller, sorry, I wanted to ask you ...
Well, my friend told me you’d be here and she
had a ticket and I got her to let me come so
that I could speak to you.
MR MILLER: (With a smile) Oh yes?
PEYTON: Yes, you see the other performers
from the company and I ... We wrote to the
Dramatists’ Play Service and they wouldn’t
even listen to us and so we wrote to Mr
Sanjurjo at ICM —
MR MILLER: You wrote to Luis?
PEYTON: Yes, to ask for special permission to
use some extracts of The Crucible in the new
piece we’re working on.
MR MILLER: I’m sorry, what do you mean ‘using’?
PEYTON: Well, we perform parts of it ... Just the
high points.
MR MILLER: (He laughs) Just the high points?
PEYTON: Yes, well the piece is about a particular
era and your play fits into it really well.
MR MILLER: (After furrowing his brow in
momentary thought he widens his eyes in
recognition) Wait, I do remember something
about this. Luis mentioned it a week or so
ago maybe.
PEYTON: Yes, I play Mrs Proctor —
MR MILLER: (Smiling) I see.
PEYTON: — and we hoped you might come see
what we’re doing, you know, come to the
performance.
MR MILLER: Oh, well yes, I do want to come and
see the show.
PEYTON: Yes, so you can see what we’re doing,
understand why we want to use the play. We
have open rehearsals tonight so please come.
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MR MILLER: Tonight? Hmm.
(He takes a small black book and pencil from
the inside pocket of his jacket) So where
is the theatre? Actually (he hands her the
book and pencil indicating a place where she
should write) just write the address here.
(She takes it and writes.)
PEYTON: (Giving back the book) Thank you Mr
Miller. I’m sorry to bother you. Please come if
you can.
(She turns and disappears into the crowd.
MR MILLER returns his book to the jacket
pocket, places the unlit cigarette back in his
mouth and turns back to his acquaintances.)
ACQUAINTANCE 1: (Placing his hand on
MR MILLER’s arm) Hey Arthur, should we go
get a drink someplace else?
MR MILLER: What? Oh, no. I should go see this
show.
ACQUAINTANCE I: OK, see you later.
MR MILLER: Sure, see you.
(MR MILLER removes the cigarette from his
mouth again and replaces it in the case which
he pockets. He makes his way through the
crowd and exits. Curtain.)
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