
INT. UPSCALE HOUSE - AFTERNOON

MARGARET HAYES, matron of the house, enters the formal 
dining room to find the maid, GRACIE, laying out the 
large dining table with formal place settings.

MARGARET
Gracie let’s use the summer settings, 
please.

Slight pause as Gracie scans the table which is almost 
complete.

GRACIE
Yes, ma’am.

Margaret turns to exit then, after catching herself, 
turns back to Gracie. She moves forward and picks up a 
setting from the table to place on a sideboard.

MARGARET
Here. Let me give you a hand.

GRACIE
Oh, there’s no need, ma’am. I can get 
this. It’s no trouble.

MARGARET
Please. I need the exercise. Mr. Hayes 
has me so… um, what -- pampered -- I 
sometimes feel like a calf in a cage. If 
he ever serves veal and I’m not at the 
table, don’t eat it. 

GRACIE
Sorry, what ma’am?

MARGARET
Bad joke.

GRACIE
Should I remove the tablecloth since you 
prefer the summer setting, ma’am?

MARGARET
Naw - leave it on. Let’s go a little 
crazy and mix things up, huh?

GRACIE
Yes, ma’am.
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INT. BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

RONALD HAYES enters wearing golf attire. He’s a bit 
sweaty and his breathing is somewhat labored from 
climbing the stairs. Margaret is looking through her walk-
in closet.

RONALD
Maggie? You here?

MARGARET
I’m in my closet. How was golf?

Ronald collapses onto a padded hope chest that sits at 
the foot of the bed.

RONALD
(quietly self-satisfied)

Well, since you asked -- I broke a 
hundred.

MARGARET
Eat your heart out, Arnold Palmer!

RONALD
Well, I don’t know about that…

MARGARET
(emerging from her closet)

Hey, I bet that put Stanley in his place.

RONALD
For once. 

MARGARET
So you beat him?

RONALD
(trying to hold back his 
excitement)

By three strokes.

Margaret stops by Ronald and tenderly touches his head.

MARGARET
It’s a special day.

RONALD
Well… I guess it is, isn’t it.

Margaret moves back toward her closet.

RONALD (CONT’D)
What do you want me to wear?
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Margaret pops her head out of the closet.

MARGARET
You know -- why don’t you wear one of 
your Hawaiian shirts?

RONALD
(nonplussed)

For dinner?

MARGARET
Oh, it’s only, what -- VPs?

RONALD
One VP, and one new account exec.

MARGARET
So let’s live a little.

RONALD
What are you going to wear?

MARGARET
Oh, that’s going to be a surprise, my 
love. Don’t take away all my fun.

RONALD
So… should I wear shorts?

MARGARET
Honey. Don’t be gauche. Wear your blue 
chinos.

RONALD
(defensive)

Okay -- just -- I was just kidding.

MARGARET
(smiles knowingly)

Yes, dear. -- Oh! You should probably let 
your boys know they’ll be fine in 
business casual. We don’t need to look 
like the rubes at a deposition.

RONALD
(correcting her)

Employees. Or “staff.”

MARGARET
What?

RONALD
We’re not allowed to call them “the boys” 
anymore. 

(MORE)

drm-122-play-the-last-dinner 3.

© 2017 Acting on Action | Lot 49



Plus they’re not all, you know, male. 
I’ve got a new girl heading up the social 
media department.

MARGARET
Female.

RONALD
Hmm?

MARGARET
You’ve got a new female heading up the 
department. It’s a PC world now, honey.

RONALD
(exhales)

When did talking get so exhausting?

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

JEFFREY BOLLS, early 40’s, speaks with a measured 
animation.

JEFFREY
I’m telling you, you’ve got to go.

JOSEPH LEE, mid 20’s, looks to Jeffrey.

JOSEPH
Which place?

JEFFREY
Hmm?

JOSEPH
You’ve just named like, eight different 
places you visited. Which place do we 
have to go to?

JEFFREY
Oh. Pff -- all of them.

JOSEPH
Oookay. Afraid not all of us have the… 
liquidity to afford, what was it - three 
trips in a year?

RONALD (CONT'D)
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